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like distant music, like quiet sunlight

blood rising up from where the
cross is planted, just like dali promised

streets laid out in meaningless patterns
until they give birth to cities

the body of a homeless man found
out by the railroad tracks,

body of a second grade teacher
found tied to her bed

not too far to the
empty fields from here

not too far to the forest

a few miles down 26 south, over the river,
over the interstate,

and there you are and, after you've

gotten dressed, after she’s called her
husband to say she’ll be home in a

few hours, she tells you she

wants to drive

says she wants to get lost

doesn’t mean it, of course,
but still

it’s an idea that never quite goes away
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our lady of sorrows, dreaming

ancient down some sightless avenue w/
broken hands

w/ faith in the government

and in god

and the trees all recoiling from

the flames that surrounded him

the powerlines all snapped

electricity mixed w/ blood and
the woman who screamed sounded
like my sister

the city lay in ruins

words written in ash and tar on the
walls of abandoned factories
and the carefully considered words of priests

their addiction to violence

no greater than anyone else’s

1 guess

but it still felt good knowing how
painfully they'd die
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the blood of yr father

dont make yourself a victim don't
dig yourself a grave

don’t pray unless
you understand the alternatives

god is like television

the human mind needs
no reasons for its actions

just scream and fuck and
squeeze the trigger

close your eyes and
pull the earth up over your head
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take your time

said #his is the story

and then he died

and you think this shit is funny
and you're probably right

youre brought up to believe in
justice

and then the killer takes

his own life

leaves behind a pile of corpses
and a dozen movies-of-the-week and
if you have children
you no longer know where
they are

if you love this woman
next to you in the bed
it’s only by accident

it can be undone

you should know this by now
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Looking for the Big Dipper

And the lions, yes, and the poets,
all of them with the chance to
apologize, to make a difference.
The air dark and cold and the
phone never quite ringing. Your
lover at home with her husband
and daughter. Dust on the
bookshelves. Words like corrosives.
No answers, just this endless
goddamn noise. Just this need
for affection. Father dead, sister
vanished, car payment overdue.
Walk outside. Sit in the yard.
Sound of passing cars, and of
yelling teenagers. Barking dogs.
Close your eyes and stare at

the sky. Your future and your
past, both right there.
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poem for myself ina dark blue room

what you seek is in the palace of
the last idiot king,

and there is no forward there,

no backward, and so you only move
in circles

you only tread water until you're
too tired to stay afloat

it’s one thing to die,
but another to
forget what it means to be alive
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had the dogs on leashes
& had the women

drove 400,000 miles w/ no
heater and no headlights

spent two weeks working w/ the guy,
but this was before he killed

someone in a bar fight

this was when 1 could still
remember what 20 felt like

knew this girl who was 16
but, when the cops called,
1 hadn’t seen her in weeks

when her stepfather called, i
tried to tell him about cobain’s suicide

i tried to tell him there wasn’t
enough time

could only make these small
frightened noises that
no one else was able to hear
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civil war

was born with wings
was loved
but never blessed

never promised god or heaven
and when she bled
you could only laugh

when she laughed

you could only leave

a million miles to the ocean
and all of the bodies you
found there
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without water

And she is beautiful in her moment of
dying, and the word is salvation, but the
dogs aren’t buying it. Their world is flat,
their mouths are empty, and the ambulances
have nowhere to go. Are always arriving
too late to save the burning child. Six years
old and laughing in an empty house, end

of October, and the man on the sidewalk
starts to run when the cop approaches him.
The girl is fourteen, but says she wasn't
raped. Says she loves him, and at three in
the afternoon I am sitting at a cluttered
table, am missing you, and you are two
hours away, are at your husband’s side,

and what none of us talk about anymore

is the war. What we refuse to give up is

our belief in happy endings. Our addictions
to the ghosts of gods. Our failure
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preparing the requiem

these things happen

of course
you marry the wrong man

the wrong woman
you have children
you get divorced
connections are broken
accusations made
something is thrown in anger
or maybe a door
is slammed too hard

a window shatters

little pieces of hope
spill everywhere
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in the year of finished basements, in

the summer of bitter sunlight where all of
our truths are spoken beneath the
shadows of clouds, where ginsberg’s

death is a small relief, where bukowski’s

is an obvious blessing and with the
knowledge of burrough’s hollow tongue,
with this woman nine months pregnant,
disappeared, and her two year old son

the only witness

will you accept any blame?

will you allow yourself to be spoonfed
guilt by these priests w/ their
poisoned god, their guilty tongues?

the truth is such an obvious thing
once you step outside the
room of mirrors
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stepping out into the light,

disoriented,

godless but warm,

and when i ask you what the difference is
between a thing that has no meaning
and a thing that's meaningless,

you shake your head

and smile

when the man pulls his hand out from
under the seat, he has a gun

shoots the cop in the face and,
stepping out into the light,

i turn to you and ask how many
orphans it would take to fill an ocean

i turn to you and ask how
many more miles until we're there

don’t want an answer,
just the soft weight of your voice
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the empire, retorned to Sand

nine months pregnant and found in
the dirt, in the weeds, found murdered
like you knew she would be, and

the killer is her boyfriend, like you
knew it would be, and we are never
good enough at pretending, none of us,
and the sunlight at six thirty in the
morning is soft and unfocused but
already filled with the threat

of violence

already heavy with the promise

of crucifixion, and i am kissing my

sons goodbye at their mother’s front door,
am telling them that 1'll see them
tomorrow afternoon, and in the back of
my mind there is always a list of people

i hate, of people i would like to see

dead, and by three in the afternoon the
storm is almost here

by four, it’s already gone

the heat returned like a lover who
never gets tired of beating you
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even years now waiting to be fired
and always thirsty,

always pulling away from the
outstretched hands of others

waking up from a
dream of impending disaster

a shower,
a bowl of cereal, bottle of pepsi,
then off to work

bills like the iron fist of god,

always squeezing,
always looking for one last drop of blood

Inasa new eternal,
like the starving
prayers,
- like the insane
n“ang and the tortured
do you see now?
we are not here to help each other
we are not here to cure the
common cold
or to reinvent the wheel
the men you've elected have
learned how to turn

the corpses of soldiers into money

your freedom of speech only
extends so far

all bravery
is punished in the end
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the truth

spent a lot of time
making no one happy

tried doing it drunk, tried doing
it with a headful of speed, then
finally just let it happen naturally

sat on the edge of the bed
while kathy cried

listened quietly to andrea on
the other end of the phone

so many wasted hours filled
with so many meaningless words
until finally the house was

silent

until finally the kids were
asleep

both of them perfect in
such obvious ways
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singing independence day

soldier w/ his feet cut off
for the boots they wear

w/ his hands cut off for the sheer
rush of power that destruction brings
and you will watch him burn and
you will listen to the dogs

growl deep in their throats

we are all of us alone in the
same windowless room

we are all of us blind and
screaming at the deaf

and there is no such thing
as eternity

there is no such thing as peace
b .

you can’t fight a war against

an enemy w/ no fear of dying

and ever hope to win

the child of any corpse
will tell you this
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The story, asit was told tome

Says Lift those tiny islands.
Says Dream the gift concealed.

Simple requests from the lips

of Conquistadors, and so the room is
small, is quiet, is filled with dust

and sunlight.

The killer has taken his place.

Whaits behind the door,

and the woman is his wife.
The islands are his children.

No one leaves
until all of us are dead.
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Wanted to name the baby,
but her tongue had been cut out.

Wanted to walk in the rain,
and so I gave her the funeral crown

to cover her head.

I gave her a basket of
broken hands.

An ocean of blood.

Tried to make her smile,
but no longer had the gift.
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Inthe season of obvious wars

And do you remember how it rained

all day on the 4th of July?

Stood there naked in the bathroom
like T was 38 and divorced. Watched
my reflection spit blood into the sink.

Had the house, but the roof leaked.
Had the truck, which was paid for at

least.

Was tied down to this fucking town
by my job, which I hated. By my
children, who I loved.

Cleared my throat against the cold
blur of the afternoon, and spit
again.
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past and present

Someone in another room, dead or listening,
and your father on the floor where they

found him, back against the stove, cold cigarette
in an ashtray on the counter.

You tell the story or you listen to it,
and it has nothing to do with you.

you turn to the woman, a stranger’s wife,
and you run your hand up the soft curve of
her stomach and then back down,

and then the phone rings.

We pretend no one’s home.

A doorknob rattles, then footsteps in the
driveway, and I can’t remember whether or

not I locked the back door.

I creep upstairs to tell me son that
it’s okay, but his room is empty. Isnt
where I remember it being.

Only boxes here, and sunlight cutting
through dust, and a stack of books on an

unused kitchen chair.

Only someone else’s past.
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church

sign in front says
JESUS
LOVES
YOU
but there’s no one
out here

fields filled with
snow in
every direction

cold blue sky and
the shadows of
hills

nothing
to do but drive

2
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Not the power of memory,

because it’s the future that matters.
Write this down if you have to.

Stand in your back yard on the

third day of the flood and feel

the water wash over your feet. There
is no bravery in despair. There is no
forgiveness in the next 100 years. Warmth,
yes, and simple pleasures, and also the
ocean on fire. Also the deaths of
everyone you love. Remember this
like you would a prayer.
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eredits

man says he wants to

make a movie of my life and
i laugh because the poems
are what interest him and
without them there’s really
not much left

the rest is sleeping
is waiting
is being afraid

nothing any different
from anyone else



a nation of assholes w/ quns

another war

All day long, grey light through
dead branches.

Nothing to write about,

because it’s nothing you can escape.

The moment is what you want,
but it’s always in the past.

It’s never arriving.

She smiles in her tentative,
beautiful way,

and looks at the clock.

You tell her you have to get going.

Everything is a lie,
but it’s better than silence.

It’s better than starving.

You're always forgetting this.
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apology

You are your
father’s son, and
this is all

You will hear it
until

the day he dies
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Amassacre: notes and observations

Said it was frostbite, said it

was simple fear. An axe through
the baby’s skull. Remembered
the details. Handed them out like
pieces of candy. The Indians
weeping. Screaming. Gunfire &
drunken laughter. Fires built to
thaw out the ground. A shallow
trench, and so quickly, so easily
filled. Not human, she said, and
was obvious she meant one side
or the other. It was obvious

she was telling the truth.
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industry

fuel pump went in the

price chopper parking lot, and it
was $1000 gone just like

that

it was the age of unpaid ransoms

seventeen degrees in the
useless glare of early morning
sunlight

cell phone dead
and i had spent most of
my adult life making enemies

i had stopped
talking to my wife

was hiding from a girlfriend
and from her sister,

and the air stank of exhaust,
and of suicide, and

of gasoline

my kids were laughing in
the back seat

my fingers were
cracked, were bleeding

they turned the key one last
time before i walked away
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you in a nation of
assholes w/ guns
and the driver says he’s lost

two young girls waving
good-bye

out the rear window

people downstairs drunk
and their tv up loud

nothing to watch but
there’s never really been
any future in talking
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