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BEAMS



creep

i'm indined to play creep w/ abagel

offwhite dough gets kneaded
black-shirted duejeaned geen-horns

indented floors absorb spongedight
looks for lineriches, coffeecrudal cafés

leg srokes rende you from his pam
in paidey like an Oregon farmer

ploughs couldn’t be more shared
asyou leave me, hardly, knock-kneed



razor

wha perspective | have is danted

edged like needlescars dong arm-veins
everythingl can’'t pundure isthere

now “surprise” meansyou come back
pointed to ablade | cal you razor

asif fingers could untwine fish-eyes
nails take off layers of anodyne

bottoms grow hardened from rubs
& sharpness be a baby’s candy



Sex hex

If she's sittish, dan't skip her

you might jugt be abdl of yarn
unraveled benesth he nals

or abagged mind-fuck
leaving her careening, ecdatic

nothingwrongw/ alittle push

take her up, groke her belly
shéll think of Foucault

& possibly let you condruct her



solipsist

are you erious fucking

bent over bars, mat heavens
bubbles bumping bed-posts, breakage

sweating mug, dreetHake seashdls
last night around yr waist

you're knotted, na wha you did
pressed to the city’s dry ice

deep down the throat of a solipsist



café

ngpkin-neat café decompostion

posterplastered walls represent fresh being
repetitious modes of sensud self-sacrifice

not recoverable by any sub-cottony means
lightning track-lighting longswallow lit-smoke

my grey-guts spattered on atable

ungdructured drengh it could ke, cherryred cowardice
pardlel shadows unpaced by any given

findly flight is taken from time's impossibility
for solid substance, death’s lettuce-dduge

self-naming can’t be where thiswindsup



Leaves
Leaves tonight are leaning
spots of light indde inddeness

then when you pause amoment
wadein Paeidon’s fountain

cherish the night’s totdlity
leaves become ground

for christening



Infinite Regress

Modidliani-marvelous
you oollapsed perspectives

“vessal” in torsodine, reflected
back, over your shoulder

you legpt from the frame
colorsin you remained canvas

foregrounded dimendons



Sik

if | could fashion afashion from fashion

your fabric fluttered over my chest
syled dacks pressed the length of Chesea

shapely shadows arrayed over cheekbones
shutters would dose on our revelations

har askew, damp in rougered blood-flow

afashion past thelips of limitation
defined na to didinguish or over-vogue

but to green dlk tha had been dusky
and to tease out each gark blue

behind e/elined, skydined walls of rigidity



Loose Canon

shats ricocheted & borders

coated walls absorbed frictiondit brigades
sengtive machines registered red hits

deep fell on ecifics regardless
universals fried sausages

not much could be spoken of remorse

second kirmish sent forces scattering
shardsof green dass littered forest floors

irreplaceable antiques wiped their eyes
on the cuffs of the loosest canon

| didn’t expect immolation to arrive so soon



Legs

senseless propostions

seem ruddycheeked in sky-backed night
exhaug-fume dense from windowless space

you're black-hewn then, from spider-webbed hest
(rubbed, boned over propulgons)

clouddd lights prove undable, shoot themselves off
damp felt endsof fedling....

adate of afairs untouched by contraction
smulacrum of finite regresson

puddles and gpoon-handles confuse themselves



emmie
dreams are irrevocably dreamt

much “naticing’ goes on
& metaphors are like smiles

you remain gravy-wakeful
| remain carving thisar-turkey

“too cornered”, Sreet between

dipper-shod gaces, facts,
undes, ex-cranberries;

i can’t carve arelation



ex

mimess of no-dé&ente

(m)ora play of difference
| follow breath to be

as ablue painted vase
H Greco-sepia room

crossed corrugeted lips

regrets of rinsed locuds
you “jug knew” this

would happen, asyou

“jug knew” it’d hagppen
when you painted me



Whiskey
Baance, easly sought, is hardly atained;
no soone are we doft than we're

buried beneath snow-drifts;, grace follows damn-
naion, dannation follows grace, & whiskey

soaked evenings are dways a possibility.
In fact, it's here tha Li Poforged

whaever gedth was his in thefirs buzz
of drunkenness. | follow him, rattled, jarred,

& stymied by the world’s cries, & rgy own,
& soon | gt amid piles on both sdes-

exultations horrors, amassed like so many
samps, low-priced, aut of dae.



Drip
I've received, refused oneinvitation into Middle America
Her body was a cornfield, tha’s true. Everythingin it

was ripe. She engaved the invitation on my bed,
mixed it into my drinks, taped it on the fridge.

It hovered between uslike amist, soon grew mongrous
Shit or get off the pot, shesaid. Get while the getting's

good | waslogt in the green rows of her skin. | was
afraid of the Middle it's icecreamy easiness. It dripped.

By autumn, | blew it. The harvest moon shone on gubs.
The pissed Middle swore to evade me forever. | don’t missit.



Blog

every post you post is posted post-haste

succor-seeking cocks in your hand and mouth
semind urges baffle you like nitrous

chin-dribble takes back-space from your keyboard
one hand pumps page-down, one inserts

shift mixes drivel and nutsack sweat

| take tabs, control, dter, ddete,
sans cock-ock, escapeready, hometruth entered

your print inscribes epithets on my X-key
a an outpost, post-modernity betrayed

by your complete lack of question marks



Pay

Summer’s leaving, it’s plague time.
Pennyparted cogs scrape, blare, cut & swear.

Voices gay wal-stuck, dashed between
poppy-dog chans. I've got purple before me.

It’s like a hunger-chiseled face. | pay
& pay; sanoked headsflunginto grimace,

I’'m grimaced beneath amoke, oven-chumed.
€s dgarettes, restless, sdewalked.

Excess weight pinches finely-nerved necks,
mauve ky's abared torso, an “if”;

| could chunde, tha's certain.



ladder

stepped leaning laddea's perched

like an easy-won confesson
“lover” ishade than it is easy

you of dl people know this
paleness deployed in guerrilla

lipstick attacks, Plincess Laa

bangs coming down rungs
don’t wak unde thetrestles

| dlimb sdeways into paint-cans



APPARITION POEMS



#3
petason a

bed you made,
againgt

ocean’s breakers

#27

not across, nat down

emptied, dways grey
such isthis suff
such isaha'’s convaescence

#14

through adoor
genuinearticle

three geezers
many nods
pink Buddha
#23
how sy, dodsin it,
£ems a near-melt,
abluegrey omelette;
traipsing brick surfaces
#17
three red flags, each winnowed
aound nulti-colored dones,
is how I've been hit,
hav I've been qutted
#19
gick to
he blackness,
you'll find

noving gripes



feet tap linoleum,
shadow-play rhythm;
not to be dogged,

naves infrareddened

“in order to”
lose those blueberry shackles

“fight hegemony”
in mooselike context

| don't know how to

after dl
everything

you're ill
thinking

ochretinted

never you worry
honey

on thetable
money

| rev dean across
I'm paved

I’'m rolling in moss
| save

windows up
hidner
look through
inb great wide opus

#42

#45

#36

#61

#80

#87



#89

oit'sdrab
outsdethetrees

really only me
| e there

#91

“I have
edaten no
plums’
Iswha

| told

the trope-

police

#85
not to be mistaken
not to be messed with

not to be forsaken
only to be blessed with

how it mug be on dlupiter

#75

un isthere
not here

anyway
the bed’s made
#70
here, look,
coffee in acup
wouldn’t you

jugt know
| creamed it?

#50
she

seems
to be

up



a me

conflate
two leaves
two idess
with veins

don’t bark

off, into rivers
currently
where you be

artin “say”
atin “do’

art

pass the ketchup

cut short,
umpkin,
ut that's
dright, as
| feel cut
aso, by
short kin,
Smashed.

last September cricket
leaf fals on him

no room for thought
glare on potted plants

flawlessy dumbstruck

#52

#54

#100

#105

#150

#162



get broken
in Hoboken

I'm joking

you'll see
it's urban
as gease,

breaths|
takein a

rush like
this, this

eclairs conspire

dl in aline
I'm hungy

for them to
be written

ordinary hull

of atight wad

ship
shop
sop

my hands measure
hyenaarousal
as my mouth laughs

my my

#163

your face
beige wall
it's pictured

not that |
can reach

#168

#169

#170

#195

#200



“adream of form
in days of thought”

the thought formed
& it was adream

Who watches as antlers
convolute themselves?

shein blue
out the door

Cross

in the Sreet
red light

a thistime
ou’re there
ut you won'’t

remain, can't

after dl, it’s
dear, daying

Pdlock’s rhythm

took him uF
maybe too far

astowhere we are

to walk
isexpressve
of having legs

a infinitum

Olear

#201

#203

#131

#132

#136

#137



#120

unlikely thighs
put upon apage
white, long, lined
can’t complain

#121
wha do| know
wha does“last” mean
“lag” isnat “log”
purple frame, dear door.
#124

when aheed tilts
round e/es, g



MADAME PSYCHOSIS



Saah Israel

Memory wears white tee-shirts, is blue-eyed,
tha | "remember” her.

Thisnew kind o "I" passes fourth-grade nates,
says"| like you" to her.

It trailed off in he swimming pool.

She was 0 spiteful.

Tha "I" remember "her" isakind o joke,
but we did dance & Bar Mitzvahs

And ome of them were dow.

And ome ended in aher things.

Cdl thisan aesthetic of Tantaus
Tantalus was overeager in Endish dass,
a"hé" in "she' seen by me.

| heard of her exploits later.

"She's 0 totdly after him.”

"You dan't have to grip to tease”.

| saw her in aseeing nat seen by any eye,
&the"l" tha saw, saw my eye nat a dl.



ou said (it was away of saying)
f\;old me, touch, kiss. vagaries of
bliss, explosive, like, lemons. like
“like”. reach behind, “blind”. i'm,
progressing, make. miner, key,
brooding expressve of the sole’s
rubber. only alamp through wind
clarities. (not a na, a formula).

changng lit’s lace. how fetching,
fowl. red, buttons naticed, before,
she, came. nat tende, tendely
rendeaed, heart+rendinglee “deus
ex machineesque’— “like glory”

helen lee



Dawn Ananda

clambers to dutch thingsin asnakedlike grip;
modd-trim belly, w/ jug the vaguest fat-hint
towardship-ends is often bared in danang;

hair, italian brunete, irish draight, gets caught
in her mouth when aharsh caresstensss her;
ass, perfect median meager-voluptuous, will

raise itself when she chooses a favorite CD;
neck, arican-elongated, porcelain{pure, frightens
in the extreme refinement of its ddicacy;

legs, edible swizzle-gticks & gazelle-gorgeous
become erratic after three or four drinks
tongue, volatile entity-in-itself, is bellwether

of nathingwhatsoever but wha the srokes are up to



was dl pot roast. hape:
that | can’t hdd, ddl.
for you write, wrong. big.

bold. ass, aninevolt shite.

“boners were tulips’, yes,
butt, | never, have never,
buttered heads as such,
w/ you. it's dl weary
smper. |, conned, take,
your, “can’'t”.

lizzie mclean



paula

chaos, order, dipped birdHike into
wings & cries. i could anly ever
think: paula dl the thrugs &
pumps tha could never be. “al”
that mug be withhdd, &tha

it might be better tha way.

you gave me the gift: savoring
wanting. how it really was you

i wanted. na abody but a soul.

i tell myself i've “been through
you”, forever & never. zero here,
same as two. empty. saturated. dak.



nilewide, eye eye eye.

a sylph, bee low my buzz.

it wants, to do, & mouth.

no. nat every one. can end,
dae-alicked, likeis. or:

put it, porn again. dew wit
like its done, on, cyber.
pace, opened, bee twain. no,
went in dght. tight tight.

eye eye eye



debbie jaffe

&tha i mug caesar. ams, curd

went down. found, nice, shef, amor
machine wasp it up, &up, &up, rea
member amachine then, head, at,
“shesad”, shesad. fedl, linger, can't.
belly, caesar, belly. debit, graffe, red-
headed. purge to null, urge, two, pull.
eye, belly, belie. ( )



lucy stingle

yr back’s back in back. black.
fingers ride cheeks like seafoam.
soft cut of ahard look. tow-
headed harse's ass pony-ail.
rather agtrong black-strapped st.
quick tonguedart like plan€'s
blinking beacon. nowv I'm “back”,
or you're fronting. easy trick. Rote
gimmick. gerund: “galivanting’.
meaning to parade, wantonly.

I'll, we'll, give it “back”. easy. ill black.



Debra Harnigan

Noting cheekbone duice/ china veneer
Impulses/ bathroom stalls/ naughtiness
I'min on it/ gentle as anesthesia/ drops
Disrupt/ retrograde atitudeg mercuria
Your middle’ leaned up' lifting belly
Your bottom/ budgng meta/ melting
Indrip/ innadsingrown/ warm war

& then the how the went the into the flush



It's woven into her, that polo
shirt. She might even fuck w/ it.
Not “we’, post-we or subwe, but
jug “pseudd’, “quad”, “ersatz’.
Nothingw/ “sdlf” in it; nathing
implying discrete boundaies.
Becky isn’t bounded, o has
boundlessness woven into her...

Pdo shirts are what they are,
reman 0. If | say “objective
correlative”, | bring gringinto it,
so tha Becky might be
srungup. | don’t deny a“literd”

element, or tha Becky might say in.

All | mean is, between “us’, there's
“morethan-us’. Tha's wha I'm
“getting a”; it’'swoven into me

Becky Grace



VIRTUAL PINBALL (with Lars Palm)



Isla Perdida (Lars, w/ Adam)

somewhere between summer &
eternity anesthesologists

wonde, where, the whitewash, went.
Thereis certainly need enough

for tha, they further, muse. In

wee hours of morning he daimsto

gpeak seven languages, says one of the
muniapa buses, runs to a place cdled

ida perdida which may be where the
horror writers st & type dl day or
maybe in some, instances (insomniac
anyone?), nicht-watched.

& somewhere between lars of
theliarstha be, alittle, while, longer



un-blown (now go & sin) (Lars, w/ Adam)

apopular poplar parties

w/ presmengrud princesses-

tha's blues for you.

i shdl over-chum tha cop car.
thoudh, i'm, no occupationd. or force,
jug akid, with, shorts, &a

dingshat. there'slog. of fun

to be had w/ one of toes. god

nose, hose down those

who got bruised, by, the news.

or those used carsw/ broken brakes
S0 poplar among third—rate
pop-shears for reasons, urtblown.
by the application of solid ar-ity
banks to Issue interet-free

loansto make it eader to Sart
busnessesin, precarious, aress.

or atunasandwich,

which iswha he neads before

he heedsthe bal to charms. ams

race through the face of a

shitting sun. ane. or more, wha's

keeping score? sore boards

bored prateshipsw/ swaying

hips to counterbaance the rocking

& rolling of the waves sngng

tha old song by queen. bohemian
rap-sodden mean, ng mean, fedt, by,

their tak of lye. to fit right in. now go & Sn



thisis a song (about how I'm a monkey) (Adam, w/ Lars)

“what aout, uh, what about aguy w/ an atitude?’
“oh yeah, we got guys like that”

| had problems;

| was arrested for jay-walkingin Laos Angeles;

| felt, OK, thiswas this type of character,

in fact

| met people that were jud trying to make aliving
paradox;

“for thirty years you walk sde by sde, overnight
lose everything, but nat once doyou blame

people, 0 people like yourself can regp the...”
filtered through my own perspective, haemail, agory...

“I'm abig fan of dose-ups’, interested in the human
face, there were some beautiful, like, craneshats,

| mean, dovioudy, the greatest location of the human
face, the eyes, the soul of the character,

“| feel it but | don’t pay it any mind”



Dick Cheney’s Brain (Adam, w/ Lars)

Dick Cheney's brain— it’s, a kned,
right-male. Soend four days, figuring,
poor, pabulum. Never get the image out
of hismammary. Fox news knocks fuse,
few, fugue, desth-mew. Pleasure or
virtue, which would you blues?
Increasingy doudy morning highs
faling, though. Will satellite beer,
round, mud, schlonger? Respect-

shun was none too wood, board

crisis, moon. The hip-hop revolution
has, taken, pays— ubu boos you. That
doesn’t mean the drategy islong

run dgy one. Holding on to fewer &
fewer tria, investors, wondering.
Seriousis st to annaunce it’s big,

aso, genera, motors. Could be

forced to dready andysts push

chapter eleven. Chick, danty, sbrain—
it promised to back awvay from that.
Promise making a settlement likely



(don't wanna be nobody's) hero (Lars, w/ Adam)

“should we nat have been here before? were
we nat here before?” wha do you mean
by "here" & "before"?isthisadead
end?& why should that matter, he
asks himsalf, &thewalls, thesun. it
wasn't me who last saw him dive.
iink

it was tha man in the checkered auit,
you know who i mean; the onewho
aways sngs the songs nobody
remembers- hesngs them well, I'll
give him that. one of them seemsto be a
hymn to therising tide. oh, &while we're
a it, wha doyou mean by "been™?

unlssi
spelled tha wrong & you're
jug hungy, na srangely curious
about adead man who (i think) will
remain where heis...



"you've got aradica
extengon of debt; it
is being naticed; you
can find an excerpt in
hunger here a home

focuson the fact tha
he's adwarf, fdling
through the Earth; with
out awritten language,
feels shut out”

in thetrial, lasting however-
many months fate in
hands “they dready had
on€’, it’s cdled theology

ha'’s alifespan, a
life-style; nat the kind

of family (though heavens
may fall) the governments
talk about

they can become show-men,
tha'’s (kind d) what they
do; the job was, “done’

Debt (Adam, w/ Lars)



there's a“she’ across
the sreet

who cooks

butternut squash soup
an “I” &a“he’

Oneredly wonde's

Sometimes she's seen
in thewindow
sroking her pussy

It could jump
out the window
nothingwould dhange

Twenty feet of air
divides“us’.

She could be painted
abstractly

I've doneit.

Rhythmic brush-strokes
swirling pink
for her pussy

He hungit
he's hung

| hungaround
edting her
butternut squash

Wha kind o
composition is
this?

hell in (Adam, w/ Lars)



the love of hopeless cusses (Lars, w/ Adam)

wha's there to wonde about?it'sdl,

very, dmple. There's aman across the
dreet from her, on the floor above, who
employs whores, she's gpparently trying to
provoke him into dang something
obscene--tha shouldn't be too hard. What's
there to chunde about?thereis, asin

al mgor dties, ahousng shortage, &it’s
solved na by thase who should &could
solve it, but by those who need to, in any,
way, they can. Wha's there to blunde
about? enough of this then. i think i'll go
fondle some impondeable Sdedrests.........



Virtual Pinball (Adam, w/ Lars)

| don't mind you mining

for chegp, Google hits, it's
par, for, the, purse. “jug gve
me, my char,

get me out of

my, har”. parse sparse blog-
hogs. leave, atrail of,

hosts- no metaphor.

thisain’t no Moulin Rouge. or,
you know how | read, it's cool
w/ me. (I wasDi's

favorite waste of time)(I'm
embeddinga god-damned
narative, OK?) “oneis over
there, on€'s over here, it works.”

Bertold Brecht,

Nicanor Para,

Jmmy Page,

Yossarian,

Hans Castorp,

Rumi (abused by trandator),
Hmphr Bgrt.

Di's (I've never

seen) right there. We
UK in he back
door, you can fake
cough— we declare an
eraof

virtud fucking) pnball



body count (Lars, w/ Adam)

count one. one of montechristo. who didnt have the srange hobby

of draping whole idandsin plagtic, or whaever, doth. dothing some

say, hould it the weather. whether the body counts or nat, the same some don't say.
you dan't say. surely madam, you jest. arunavay breast? here, on this sreet? no wonder
al thedriversleaned 0 heavily on ther horns “sagawa chika’. thelast light of the day,
normally adeep blue, turned geen. &then yellow. tha's when the birdstook flight in a
hurry. to beat thered they dl thought was next

count two. won't say where, 0 let's keep with the math. but thisis

easy. we're jug addingone. onewhat?oh, i dan't know. word. thought.

political assassnaion. ar atempt at. slly monologue. house perched on mountain Sde.
“dejandra pizarnik”. there was only one. tha's quite enough, thank you & don't forget the
fish. you did dter dl bore it into biting your hook. tha was rather impressve. watching
mount & hdens explode

count three. we gppear aso to be subtracting one. ling, tha is. was

it lime we would be hard pressed to make an even hdf decent “margin-eater”. why ever
we would want to dotha. “joan brossa’. there is gill so much fun to be made of things. &
thefinger of god blew off in the sorm last fal. maybe, jus maybe, there is somethingwe
could learn from tha

count four. score & more. sure. apure pleasure. ater thase 95 minutes

of headless headmasters, witless witnesses & you name it. “philip whden”. barking back at
dogs. laughingwith hgopy chinaman dter seding his sack of candy which, heknows,
were poems. posted on fence posts (?)



look atail

today's worst news

run over twice by cops

& the sweet anima rights
activist didnt have

time to save me

there'sbound o be a

cat in hae somewhere
unbound, hagefully, like
that creature called
“curiogty” pawing around

killing them by the
thousandsor tha
wisdom they're supposedly

Today's best news--
aham & cheese sandwich






