
It started out as Monday and it ended as Monday. How much more
tedious can a life get? My fugitive soul is out chasing yet another sin.
Remorse shadows me no matter what the time. There are too many dis-
tractions. The best are always by mistake. Boredom sets into my thighs and
spreads. I can never find my reasons when it's time to go home. Lies flow
like breath. I offered tomorrow, but that was yesterday. Changes. Where is
my life when I need it the most?
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Twin sets 
of hominid tracks
stamped in stone,
what can their pattern mean?
Was the deeper, wider trail
laid by a male?
[Note the abrupt sprint
of the lighter print
which then curves in
on the other.
See, where they converge,
the fainter gait on tiptoe...]
Just two sets of imprints,
an heroic instant
locked in stolid rock.
As to the pair's intent,
should we even know?

Can I ask you something?
What is going on in our world?
Microwaves, LaMachines,
Cordless telephones and things,
Ice Cream Makers, toasters, bakers
Answering machines?
VCRs remote control,
chainc electroplated gold,
Home computers, private tutors,
Fans to make you cold?
Wasn't iut where it used to be
Our lives were automation-free?
It's put our world into a twirl
And now it won't let us be



She is happy when she eats orange juice ice cream
Yummy
Nutritious treats cool on a hot day
Periodically, repeatedly she says "Grandma, I love you."

Rain cannot come without dirt,
specks flung high through air.
Mud cannot form eithout dirt,
a mixture of earth and water.
Gardens cannot be without dirt,
the germinaton of seed to flower.
And when winter comes to this place,
the forest no longer can breath.
Everything changes and everything
stays the same--dirt is dirt always.



when things get tough, when you get the bad breaks, 
well, they get better
eventually they do
people don't think about killing themselves
I mean, not as a real option
you'd have to be crazy, right?
It will get better. Trust me.
no one wants to think about the bad stuff
everyone wants to see the light at the end of the tunnel
no one wants to think that bad things can happen to them
are they invincible?
sometimes things don't work out that way, don't they
no, you don't want to think about the bad stuff
you want to think about the things 
that are supposed to make life grand for you
we all want that, don't we

I can only think of a few things
a select few things

I've wanted to know that you are
willing to give me that

that you feel it in the same way I do
I'm not going to tease you about this
and I'm not going to make a promise

I won't keep
everything I say is a promise to you

it's a promise to my life
it's a promise to my future

you better believe in the same things I do
I don't like getting my hopes up for nothing

So prove me wrong



Showers brighten
colors of spring
the senses are alive with the colors of nature.



"I once set fire to my fingernail.
I wanted my finger to be a 
human candle."
She dropped another match into her glass.
The flame sizzled
in the drops of drink at the bottom.
She struck another match
at the side of the box. Kitchen matches.
Six or seven lay on the cocktail napkin,
ten more at the bottom of the glass.
In a corner booth, in this small club
the flame she aroused looked like
any other table light.
But the club was hers. She owned it
feet on the bench, knees bent.
Everything there focused on her
and the little piece of energy
she held.
Everything there was hers to abuse.
And she struck another match.
"An old flame used to say
that everyone is a pyro at heart."
And she blushed.
"Yeah, I set my 
fingernail on fire
as I was talking to someone.
It was a fake nail. The burning
plastic smelled.
But I didn't realize what I had done
until I felt the heat on my skin."
Just then you could see the flame 
dancing at her fingertip.
She shook the match. She dropped it in her glass.
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Some think it was all thunder and lightening
when God blew down
howling to Adam and Eve,
"Ingrates! You've tasted the forbidden fruit!
Stay the hell out of my garden!"
Now actually, it was a perfect day
when God dropped in, grousing
that managing the universe
was an dreadful job
and that he'd planned Eden 
to render relaxation for his frantic hours 
[much like present day aquariums;]
so accordingly, it's residents were to laze about
placidly supping on divine providence
instead of craving the uncertain fruit of knowledge.
"But that apple practically dropped in our lap,"
sniveled a distraught Eve.
"It all went so easily,
why blame us for thinking

daydreams
unrecorded actions
speaking to me
softly
i find myself awake and wondering
where my day has gone
because I take pills after hours
To keep surprises from killing me
I am so tired
But not sleepy
I think you know the feeling
where your mind wanders madly
trying to find solace in the most
obscure situations
like hallucinations of hopping rabbits
and old men giving your sister hickies
oh please let me slide
down into the void that gives sense to the world
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you'd had a change of heart;
besides, as the ultimate know-it-all,
you must have realized
we'd be bored out of our skulls.
And anyway, after absorbing a little knowledge,
I've come to realize
that keeping Adam happy
means suffering Adam's baby in my belly
while the father of my misery
is free to seek another set of loins.
Frankly, I'd much prefer a bowel movement
for when it's done, it's over;
whereas, these little parasites hang on for life! 
Couldn't you have contrived a prettier scheme 
like having women fashion mounds
to brood their eggs?
Then, 9 months later,
we could uncover our squalling brats
and bestow them on the fathers."
"And what's in store for me," moaned Adam,
"but long hours of toil to feed my thankless brood
that they might grow up to do the same
ad infinitum. An infinite progression
of despicable, mewling fools.
Couldn't you have devised a happier fate?!"
"Just what I'd hoped to avoid," moaned God.
I set you in an earthly paradise, 
so you could provide amusement
as ever dutiful pets.
Instead, I'm all stressed out 
with your nagging ingratitude!"
Just then a hapless snake crawled by
griping, "Why am I perpetually damned
to creep upon all fours,
instead of soaring like an eagle.
"You ungrateful devil! " Cried God;
"henceforth, you'll crawl upon your belly!



As for my rebellious pets, 
as they've made a hell of paradise, 
let them make a paradise of hell!
Let there be deserts, steaming jungles, arctic winds,
and, above all else, let their lives be dog eat dog
and senseless toil everlasting.
- that'll fix 'em!
Then, when they whine their insipid prayers,
'Tough shit!' I'll say,
as the cosmos dances indifferently on its way." It's 1975. I'm looking at a calendar from McDonnell Douglas that dad's

brought home and put on my bedroom door. It shows the entire year at
one glance, and it's taller than me. And the whole calendar is done in the
same font as the McDonnell Douglas logo, which I figure out later in life is
Swiss Expanded, but at the time just struck me as a really cool font. And I
remember this, I remember this very clearly, I remember staring at
September, right at eye level, and thinking:
"Ford is the President of the United States."
And then I thought:
"I wonder what a President is."


