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phantom foreskin 
 
 
         ghost limb 
         amputated foreskin 
         circumcise your ears 
         foreskin 
         phantom foreskin 
 and the awl? 
 I meant to say and the law 
 
 was meant 
    -ment 
 phantom foreskin 
    no 
 what we have here is a phantom circumcision 
 phantom amputation 
 phantom phantom limb 
 



 
Hangin’ Aides 

 
 
the commercial begged of me 
“just imagine: 
beyond your wildest imagination” 
 
, demanded debate on their terms 
be held on their terms 
(too stubborn to accept) 
 
of course they all- 
too-common folly 
of confusing De- 
scartes with De- 
 
ridda. interested  
in the input of the ignorant; 
bewilder beast invested: 
the generative capabilities. 
 
but all along the debate 
the waitress of chaos 
unlips hand grenades 
(come on allies, 
 
lend me your aids) 
so the choirpractor, too, knows 
with gerundive facilities 
everything hangs in the imbalance 
 
and all along the debate 
the very thing it was 
against was 
their terms 
 



 
a language of starving 

 
 
the synapses have synapsed 

 
you will, of course 
derstand me 
(the un is lost in the fracture of the line, so that understand is un-negated) 
 
the soothing scratch of pencil to paper 
must starve language 
 
starved language 
 
ripping the extraordinary apart  
 into the extra ordinary 
 debasing, normalizing, trimming away 
outliers 
     if so, I am certainly at risk; 
     such a dangerous thing to out liars 
 
with rifles or a raffled Eiffel 
 
 
a- 
scribe to the Lord 
musical marginalia, 
the tri in triumph 
 
God, the original speaker 
 
we’re all slaves in one way or another.   a- 
spire in- 
stead to be a servant 
though I am afraid of the west margin 
 



 
Gospel of the Stillborn 

 
 
but then there’s the millions 
’ premature wedding reception 
(the bride is still yet to be kissed, 
though truthfully hasn’t 
been a virgin since birth 
(we’re born dead) 
) 
and the uroboros 
dance train keeping me out, 
wanting to be inside, but wanting 
 
inside 
is empty and 
 
fetal fatal and 
 
being in is 
(to demonize) 
being part 
(two demon eyes) 
of a cruel, 
pointless wall (  ) 
 
but the weight of your eyes on your bride 
(your archy; 
          our key) 
turns prison of trees 
     to prism 
 
the marriage of the myriad; 
to be a deuteragonist in one’s own life and thus gain life 
 
and we’ll take things 
for granite 
 



 
Shell Shucked 

 
 
the speed 
this beat 
ain’t this beat 
the speed 
 
the silence sounds different now 
it sounds like rain, 
but I know better 
O that this too too soiled flesh would melt 
 
courtesans, the place in my mind 
where condom 
is pronounced condemn, 
this carnal carnival 
 
O wretched man that I am! 
Who will deliver me from this body of death? 
cross-fodder 
worth most highly in its capacity to die 
 
so un-till the dark  
overseer of oversights 
with cartesian precision, 
four on the floor 
 
 
 
 
 


