I have always wanted brook trout

for breakfast.

LOOKING FOR WORK

Suddenly, I find a new path

to the waterfall.

I begin to hurry.

Wake up,

my wife says,

you’re dreaming.

But when I try to rise,

the house tilts.

Who's dreaming?

It’s noon, she says.

My new shoes wait by the door,
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COMPLETE DESTRUCTION

CUTTING GREENS

It was an icy day.

We buried the cat,

then took her box

and set fire to it

in the back yard.

Those fleas that escaped
earth and fire

died by the cold.

curling them around

i hold their bodies in obscene embrace
thinking of everything but kinship.
collards and kale

strain against each strange other

away from my kissmaking hand and
the iron bedpot.

the pot is black,

the cutting board is black,

my hand,

and just for a minute

the greens roll black under the knife,
and the kitchen twists dark on its spine
and I taste in my natural appetite

the bond of live things everywhere.






WON'T YOU CELEBRATE WITH ME won't you celebrate with me
what i have shaped into
a kind of life? i had no model.
born in babylon
both nonwhite and woman
what did i see to be except myself?
imade it up
here on this bridge between
starshine and clay,
my one hand holding tight
my other hand; come celebrate
with me that everyday
something has tried to kill me
and has failed.

WINTER LOVE I would like to decorate this silence,
but my house grows only cleaner
and more plain. The glass chimes I hung
over the register ring a little
when the heat goes on.
I waited too long to drink my tea.
It was not hot. It was only warm.






I'm in the house.

POEM

It’s nice out: warm

sun on cold snow.

First day of spring

or last of winter.

My legs run down

the stairs and out

the door, my top

half here typing
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THIS IS JUST TO SAY I have eaten
the plums
that were in

the icebox

and which

you were probably
saving

for breakfast

Forgive me
they were delicious
so sweet

and so cold

WILL IT GET US THROUGH THE WINTER Will it get us through the winter, this new
smaller love? Compact, slim. You can fold it,
store it easily, though it slips through cracks,
asserts itself when needed, then steps back,

arranging its limbs. Now less bulky, this
unassuming love curls into corners, waiting
quietly. No demands, no promises,

no expectations either: it lies still,

poised in crisp papery newness, well-bound, a
document quickly signed and never read,

not really. Eyes passed over it, pen flashed,
and there it was, a cut-rate love, a new

agreement I do not recall signing,

but must have. For here it is, beside me.
The other fades, recedes. Or that’s the hope.
A thought of it brings joy, so it must die.
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LIFTED

THOSE WINTER SUNDAYS

Well, I guess no one can have everything.

I must learn to celebrate when I fail.

Inner growth and fortitude follow the sting,
right? Won't I rise with holy wind in my sails?
Yet they always seem to get what I want,

door after door flung open. Why are

the keepers of doors, who haunt

the hopeful halls of fate and desire

so partial to them, but not to me?

Yes, I do feel sorry for myself—don't, brother,
pretend the bitter blanket of self-pity,

hasn't warmed your bones. It's not lovers

or fame I crave, nor even happiness, particularly.
Only to be lifted, just once, above all others.

Sundays too my father got up early

and put his clothes on in the blueblack cold,
then with cracked hands that ached

from labor in the weekday weather made
banked fires blaze. No one ever thanked him.

I'd wake and hear the cold splintering, breaking.
When the rooms were warm, he'd call,

and slowly I would rise and dress,

fearing the chronic angers of that house,

Speaking indifferently to him,

who had driven out the cold

and polished my good shoes as well.
What did I know, what did I know
of love’s austere and lonely offices?
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If I when my wife is sleeping
and the baby and Kathleen

are sleeping

DANSE RUSSE

and the sun is a flame-white disc

in silken mists

above shining trees,—

if I in my north room

dance naked, grotesquely

before my mirror

waving my shirt round my head

and singing softly to myself:

“I am lonely, lonely.

I was born to be lonely,

I am best so!”

If I admire my arms, my face,

my shoulders, flanks, buttocks

against the yellow drawn shades,—

Who shall say I am not

the happy genius of my household?



13

14



1940 sn saysnd pue sn sayeys 1] ‘sn a10joq dn s3urids pue] oy, ‘po3
SOUI029( UTBIUNOIN ‘ISOYS $ou029( J11Ids sat009q PUIM ‘ssa1dxd
3,Ued om Jeym ‘puelsiopun Juop am sUIY) J0J SOWEU 9SO} oSN am

U9} pue ToAdYOIYM D0UsIIadXa INO OJUT SIA[OSUIST) WU Ad1[} 10

‘99s am S3UTY] 9} SUIBU I\ "MOU 3SNOY 3} UI Yor( a1 Ad1 ], "UetIny
9uW02a( oM UoNeUIdewW] IN0 Y3noiy) pue ‘puef oy} wosy sdurids
aden3ue “Auunj Jo puny pue ‘snoxeduep pue ‘SuIOIId ‘Sn punore [e s
asneda( opeupiimbs, 11 [[ed o ‘Aeme suiode Jurpiimbs Ajarimbs
Suraq ‘a1oymArans a1 hay], -oarysdure maN ul Arernonsed jsour
‘suonerndod [a11mbs ur 931ns sIy} 10J UOSEAI Y} SI SUIOJE JO doUBpPUNJE
JU929.1 Y ‘W00 pajuapadardun ue Jo ISPIUI oY} Ul ST pue[3uy MoN UI
uone[ndod a1a1nbs a3 313 ‘so[33na1s Joqudrou Awr ofrym ‘Surpeas

w,] ‘s1oyjo 0} Suruaddey saydonsered jo A1eydriad a3 e projun

SOAI] N0 ‘A[Tensn moH ‘puodsal JUOP SiBq YL, "YSe om JIeq &

aq 01 I M SJBYM,, ‘J[oS 93 JO s1apioq d[13elJ oy} Y3noy} yealq o}
Zuruajeaiyy ‘punoidyoeq oy} ul A[TuueOUN SI9A0Y 103[qe 91} Sk ‘syy3noiy}
s Ja130 yoes unedonue ‘urioytad 10 o38n1)s 1930 Yoes 3uryolem
‘purwu Jo £1091]} o3 Surydrom ‘uewIny sn soxew Jeym jo 1red 1oyjoue s3I
“JNO0 9B Ued | Jey] Wy} Usamlaq splom ou ‘A[yroows ssaooid oty ojut
SP[O] 9Us pue ‘WY ayel11aA0 AOImb 01 aqe s,oys ‘youeiq a31e] & Yum
puey e 2413 0] ‘AemAue preA o) SSOIOE dIM SIY SOUI0D 3I9Y PUY
“MYOMAIVA O :SI9PI0 S,10J00P SI ST} 9gARIN "qeyal S JO

1xed st st} ogAeIN “A19A0001 U1 a]qIssod se TeorsAyd se aq 01 poo3 st
‘puey 19130 a1} uo Ing "d[oy 01 Sunuem ‘sawI]} Yons Je ‘Op am puy

-ur yoyd o3 yuem [ ‘Suryorep “3o[s parey e s3] 'sdais 921, ‘IepM

‘sdo)s 9211, *wI03S $IYSIU 1SB[ UI [[9] T8 SOYOURI( 931) SWIOS UM

pre£ sy sso1oe Aem MO[S ST SOy W oY St MOPUIM AUT WIOI] MOU

wiy 3uTyolem W] 31 9P 9 Uay} pue ‘11 ayew 01 3uro3 sem oY o]

There’s an old song

my grandfather used to sing

that has the question,

“Or would you rather be a fish?”

In the same song

is the same question

but with a mule and a pig,

but the one I hear sometimes

in my head is the fish one.

Just that one line.

Would you rather be a fish?
As if the rest of the song
didn’t have to be there.
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A mouthful of language to swallow:

PEACHES

stretches of beach, sweet clinches,

breaches in walls, pleached branches;

britches hauled over haunches;

bunched leeches, wrenched teachers.

What English can do: ransack

the warmth that chuckles beneath
fuzzed surfaces, smooth velvet

richness, plashy juices.

I beseech you, peach,

clench me into the sweetness

of your reaches.



17

18



THE CREATIVE DRIVE

HOW TO STAY ALIVE

A recent study found that poems increased
the sale price of a home by close to $9,000.
The years, however, have not been kind to poems.

The Northeast has lost millions of poems,
reducing the canopy. Just a few days ago,
high winds knocked a poem onto a power line

a few blocks from my house.
I had not expected to lose so many at once.
“We've created a system that is not healthy

for poems,” said someone. Over the next thirty years,
there won't be any poems where there are overhead wires.
Some poems may stay as a nuisance,

as a gorgeous marker of time.

For myself

and perhaps

for some others

it is all about

watching, no, admiring
the crystalline examples

of intelligence found

at times in the shade

on a far-too-hot afternoon,
those winged ones I share
this staying-alive thing with
flutter about

seeking the perfect branch,
no, stone, or blade of grass,
to land on, knowing then
one spot, no, choice,

is to be the coolest.
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A COWBOY OVERFLOW OF THE HEART

We inaugurate the evening

Just drumming up a little weirdness

It gets late so early now

The waves come in mountain phases
Linked impossibilities

Branching possibilities

I'd see fire where it’s not supposed to be

In the empty library at suppertime

By the respirating basement door

The dog eats out of an old tambourine on the floor

I've been told you can live a long, long time on the love of a dog
And that things get bitter and bad

When the people are wrong

And sleep can be had for the price of a song

Late in the day

When the options are gone

When the seatbelt’s the only hug you've felt in weeks
When wrong numbers are the totality of your social life
The obscure strategies of wildlife

Only flummox the hell out of you, kid

I first saw her in a megastore

A day-glo raven

Born into a free fall

Like plastic easter basket grass
Falling from an overpass

The fulfillment of a tenth grade prophecy
A motel masterpiece

Blind to the branching possibilities
Blind to linked impossibilities
Teardrops were standing in my eyes
Like deer before they bolt

It was like I was stretching my arm through the cat door to heaven
I was thinking I could lick the frosting off these summer days

if nights were half as sweet

Me like a banged up dog walking half sideways

I adored the way she modified my mornings

When I'd wake up in the calm shoals of her bed

Somersaults of smoke in a universe asleep

Before she slipped back into her heritage

And disappeared

Now every second thought is out of control

I guess in a way I long to be rad

When I was with her it felt wrong to be sad

Did I tell you an angel finally came and shut my mouth?
There was a smile and a tear in her voice too

And she taught me

To relight, relight,

and relight again

They tell me you can live a long, long time on the love of a dog
Things get bitter and bad

And sleep can be had

Late in the day when the options seem gone

Please let your eyes be a friend to me again

It’s just malfunctioning teardrops

A cowboy overflow of the heart
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VI. WISDOM: THE VOICE OF GOD Ninety percent of what's wrong with you

could be cured with a hot bath,

says God through the manhole covers.
but you want magic, to win

the lottery you never bought a ticket for.
(Tenderly, the monks chant,

embrace the suffering.) The voice never
panders, offers no five year plan,

no long-term solution, no edicts from a cloudy
white beard hooked over ears.

It is small and fond and local. Don't look for
your initials in the geese honking

overhead or to see through the glass even
darkly. It says the most obvious shit,

i.e. Put down that gun, you need a sandwich.
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RUIN AND BEAUTY

It's so quiet now the children have decided to stop
being born. We raise our cups in an empty room.

In this light, the curtains are transparent as gauze.
Through the open window we hear nothing—

no airplane, lawn mower, no siren

speeding its white pain through the city's traffic.
There is no traffic. What remains is all that remains.

The brick school at the five points crosswalk
is drenched in morning glory.

Its white flowers are trumpets

festooning this coastal town.

Will the eventual forest rise up

and remember our footsteps? Already
seedlings erupt through cement,
crabgrass heaves through cracked marble,
already wolves come down from the hills
to forage among us. We are like them now,
just another species looking to the stars

and howling extinction.

They say the body accepts any kind of sorrow,
that our ancestors lay down on their stomachs
in school hallways, as children they lay down
like matches waiting for a nuclear fire.

It wasn't supposed to end like this:

all ruin and beauty, vines waterfalling down

a century's architecture; it wasn't supposed to end
so quietly, without fanfare or fuss,

a man and woman collecting rain

in old coffee tins. Darling,

the wars have been forgotten.

These days our quarrels are only with ourselves.

Tonight you sit on the edge of the bed loosening your shoes.
The act is soundless, without future

weight. Should we name this failure?

Should we wake to the regret at the end of time

doing what people have always done

and say it was not enough?
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My chin holds a solitary white hair

THE HEROIC AGE

solemn as a flag of surrender.

Time is the inescapable monster.

My poems are chalk outlines

of memory. They are

my bones promising to remember

me when I go extinct.

Hunger is the ultimate seasoning

and I mean that as metaphor.

The mind pays rent to the body:

the body to the mind.

Reading is breathing in;

writing is breathing out.

Breathe in. Breathe out. Breathe in.

Breathe out.



28

29



*S[Tes pue eas an[q a3 mes [ ‘dn Juruajysrens uaym

‘ured ou 3193 T Apoq Aur ug

"9l SSBLIBUId 10U PIP UBW dUWIES 91} Sem [ 90UO Jel[} JUIY3 OF,
*10310] T “paIopns pey [ [IAS JOASIBYM

‘wry SurfAud AW Y1I0M 9UO OU MdUY |

‘ssassod 0] pajuem [ Y1Ied uo 3uly} OU sem 19y ],

*s19MOTj apfonsAauoy 190 Furddols azom sparq3ururunyy -uDqs ano ss030e
‘uopres oy} ur payrom I ‘Ajres payrf Sod ’ st U0

Addey os Lep y :opewal aJe NOA ‘U00S

*ayeaiq 1 19]
uay} 19310]
:A1p pue 1000 11 doay

19yInJ aqoid o1
031 93 210ug1
‘orqIsTAuL 1 BN

Af3uag ssaxd
‘ATuans sadpa a1y}
u3ire ‘Amors o3epueg

"SI9ZI9M] UM
9AOWAI ‘pOppPaquId
sorqqad 103 a1edredg

“Te90 UdY} MUl M
ISNI UNI 31 319]
1419 “311e0 91 YSem

SW30d T1VINS 40 3dVD



30

31



