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Starter Pistol

I.

YOUR MOTHER WEARS COMBAT BOQOTS

I SAW HER LAST NIGHT SOUTH OF THE BORDER
her chicken pox taco tasted like shit

I thought I heard doves crying

I1.

YOUR LOVE IS LIKE A PANTHER

AND HOW!

AND YOURS IS LIKE A RORSCHACH TEST!
AND HOW?

III.

beanpole margarita gets the shakes
topher grace takes the cake
millenium falcon changes its name
extract molasses from sugar cane

IV.

BRING ME BACK THAT DOG
oh, Cruella

BRING ME BACK THAT FISH
oh, Ursula



You look like somebody. I can see through your skin. I see rivers I'd swim, navigating bends in the folds of your limbs. I am a blind
adventurer charting rapids in your veins. I build a raft. I draw a map. I flow to the open ocean where we empty our rushing waters into
something greater than ourselves. To be whole again, reborn again. The waves wipe clean the traces of where I've been.

You look like somebody. A baby wader turned a sailor but your lips have gone dry. Take a drink of me and tell the story of where you've been.




Desert Sun

avert your eyes

when morning mirrors twilight
this is a desert sun

pale silver and reflective

like a mirror fogged

by a morning shower

the sky, in comparison

is dusty pink. it floats

like silk in spiced oil

we are barren; the rolling
symphony of solar flares

does not reach our ears

and the mirage fades as night falls
if I can hitch a ride

on the last caravan leaving town

I may make it out by midnight

I may find the oasis you built in the snow

Don’t Tread On Me

don't worry, lady.

I know I look the same as
your boyfriend's ex-girlfriend
but I swear it wasn't me.

I had nothing to do with

the way he touches you

he is your America

and you, his Columbus

(yours is the earliest discovery)
I am the native and my loyalty
lies in the land alone

shelve your summer blankets
I have no need for your disease



Gold Coins

your body language says

if you are not friends then this date is blind

I feel like a fucking lunatic staring

her ring is on her middle finger

and her partner wears plaid

she pairs an army green military jacket

with a skirt of gold coins over light jeans

she jingles when she walks

like a radio play

I feel like a lunatic staring

but I'm not going to do anything about it

so I don't feel bad

they sat at the table next to me and I

looked past the lumberjack lady to this

Persian princess finery mixed with military discipline

I believe in love at first sight

it happens every time I visit the Oscar Wilde cafe

I had to hang up the phone

"I can't talk now, I have to go."

"why?"

"this skin those eyebrows she looked at me FUCK
she jingles when she walks"

"what are you talking about?"



"this woman."

"you're a woman."

"yes."

"you have a boyfriend."

"he's not a woman, Mom. bye"

I'm not going to do anything about it except

order an excessive amount of drinks so I have reason
to look in her direction

I don't need much

OH NO

here comes another one

this one is made of feathers

she carries a purse instead of cards in a rubber band
and is less likely to look my way

sigh

there is love in the air tonight

Cakes
my love of Kerouac has instilled in me a love of cakes
when I am broke and someone hands me 40 bucks

instead of a respectable trip to the grocery
I want to rush right out and blow it

on cakes
big beautiful cakes



Pickle

Yesterday

At bus stop

One pickle in the snow

Today
Same bus stop
No pickle in the snow

Denotes change
In the universe

Considering the possibility
A person

Ate

That pickle

I turn around and find
An open pack of matches
In the snow

Looks dry

Strike one

A short flame

And smell of sulfur
Strike two

I put it back
As I found it

Consider the possibility

A poet once lived in this city
Might have stood

Here

Waiting for the 17

A fat man might’ve stood
On this spot--

I don't know if he was fat
He was old

An old man--
He wasn’t old then
But he was a drunk

A fat old drunk
Might've stood

On this spot
Waiting for the bus

Man. Wouldn’t that be
Neat



Ivy
When I wake up to sunlight streaming between my blinds, I see the light struggling against little green shoots of plantlife coming in
headfirst—because my windows do not close and from this outside point of view, I can see why.

This plant, this ivy will devour this mess of a house whole and return it to the earth matter where it can rise anew somewhere else or become
fodder for the next generation of fossils.

This plant, this ivy doesn’t want to be alone. It knows the secret, the truth about the dinosaurs, when they had feathers, when their feathers
were made of leaves—plant and animal were one and all living things subsisted on each other.

This plant, this ivy finds the division between the kingdoms abhorrent and first wants my cats and then it comes for me.

Omens
spiders, spiders, everywhere spiders
and a dead bird

but I've never been bothered by spiders or dead birds



Dancing With The Devil

there have been many dreams
punctuated, like a period, with

bad dreams, the stuff of nightmares
without the aftertaste

what gives?

if everyone everywhere is having
bad dreams, does it mean
anything?

are we all headed for doom?

or, if the bad dreams I have

serve as a reminder to wake up
are we all as a whole

awakening?

likely this is all pointless
postulating

with no end (...)

have you ever danced with the devil?
I did last night.

it was choreographed.

Lucifer, half naked and red
skinned, in a company

of his men

and we, as angels

golden, airy and un-haloed,

dove around sad Lucifer

(he was sad)

swirling, spinning

as I did on rollerskates

down the boardwalk

that runs along the Beach of Dreams
I have not been there in sometime



but really, who needs meaning
what do truthseekers really aim
to find

to fill

the sensation of remembering
dreams

why can't it be satisfying

Found Art
I am Mister James Jonbo. The only son of the late Mr. Joesph Jonbo. My father and mother were very wealthy farmers and cocoa merchant
when they were both alive.

Motorcycle Gang at the Holiday Gas Station
They all wear visored helmets

And their bikes, like their ladies,

Have wide rear ends

The High Rise

who lives there

what do they want

how do they arrange the toiletries
in their medicine cabinets

The Landlord

landlord is a prostitute

she won't accept your dirty twenties
but she will fuck you for valid stock tips



Ghosty
i feel kinda like a ghost
floatin around

flit flit flit

*hover*

Broken English
I CAN NOT SEEM TO FILL THE PUPPY

A Thousand Young Suns
a thousand young suns

put me at risk

I am in danger of becoming
a street corner prophet
with a cardboard scroll

October 9

no one is alive and i am on my own
the island

the prisoner

blah blah blah

i want to be in a good mood in the sun
having adventures

but i am most curiously strung out

on the sidelines



October 14
i have become afraid of the world.

other people and their talents make my organs
jittery.

i am wasting everything i thought i had and i'm
not sure why.

Fear and Paranoia
this has to stop
that is all I can say, like
I am losing the words. I've
lost all confidence in them
and a lot of things.
my chest starts to get tight
again, the fear that someone
is looking over my shoulder
and hates what I'm doing, hates
me; that everyone hates me, the
lady in the gas station, I offend
her somehow. I am a creature
of fear and paranoia

some days

Please Continue to Hold
"I feel like I am a detainee in some horrible level of Hell. That's what Hell is. A never-ending loop of Pachelbel's most famous work, ballroom
dancing around bear traps. Your only partner is an uncoordinated oaf and there's nothing to eat but watercress sandwiches and rotten limes."



Rope
Oh, oh... there is no hope. No hope for me. I am at the end of my rope. There is a rope and I have it. If you found it somewhere in the
middle, you could follow it to either end and there I would be. I am at both ends. Of the same rope.

Although I'm not sure how or where you would just happen upon this rope, somewhere in the middle. I suppose if you happened upon my
rope somewhere other than the middle (this somehow seems more likely.. there are two ends and only one middle.. though the middle would
likely be longer.. but where does the middle end and I begin? Is there a statistician in the house?!) Then logic would stand you would find me
there and we would share the end. Together, we could experience infinity.

Though I hardly think two ends of a single rope constitute infinity. Duality, perhaps.

Six AM
I take serious pleasure in unloading the dishwasher at six in the morning
then I eat a Clementine orange

Trouble Is
trouble is? trouble never was!



Transmutation, Isidro
I hate your face and I hate your ears
I hate your voice and I hate this feeling
in my stomach
below my stomach
eating my stomach
if my stomach had a face, it would eat that too
I eat your face and I hate my life
because I do not have external genitalia
to blame this on; instead, my struggle
is internal, fought on delicate
terrain, like tripping across lilypads
on lake water, pressing the surface to test
the tension
find the secret lakes & I will move you mountains
all this rumbling
will wake the Pele rising
below my stomach

I hate my life and I cross my legs
because I am a lady. Sure!

these are lies! I cross my legs

for gracious friction of fabric pulling
threads, trying not to tighten the knot
this is scandal! women, as a whole,
should have stopped wearing underwear
when we started wearing pants

with no skirt to slip out of, it is

far easier to conceal the hand pinned
between knees, idly pushing past
thighs, toward the inconspicuous
quiver of clenching muscles

not too far, not too much



I ate your face cause I hate your
jawline and damn your eyes and

I hate your lips--1I specifically HATE
YOUR LIPS for burning their image
on the inside of my eyelids

AND I CANNOT ESCAPE THEM

I am haunted by these fires, raging

and the life laying in their wake

I am going to eat your face from the inside out
(your lips are first and I will take my time)

I hate your voice and I hate your name

like my favorite thing with too much sugar

for not just the feline, but feral

arched back, yowling at the moon and

pawing at herself

because she cannot escape though the window
I hate your face, I say, I hate it

Because I don't know how

to say anything else



Superhero
I am looking for my superhero

not because I am the damsel in distress who needs saving

(I have shed that tired and tattered night gown)

I am looking for a superhero who can fly me around town

when I get tired of walking

I am looking for a superhero with super sonar hearing
who can net my thoughts from thousands of miles away

and bring me home, let me know you're listening
with your signal in the sky

let me know you're listening

bring me home

I lied; I am in distress

save me

now

I am tied to the traintracks, my will is restrained
I am seeking adventure and do not want to wait

A Haiku

Sexy beast has treed
pussy cat, in heat, she is
sorry for scratching



Tiny Tornado

it is cold in here

the skin on my legs

is dry & tears easily
under nails

collecting dust &

dead cells

like powder

don't brush it off

blow it away

with a wish; like a
whirlwind, a tiny
tornado in my palm

I can hold in my fist
like a toy

support your tiny trees
as tiny tornado jumps
with a hop & a skip
like a bird on a branch
from the tips of my fingers
to yours



Oral Fixation

1. his mouth has decided

to break new territory

push forth tree stumps of bone

from long toiled soil

come forth, wisdom

and speak your peace

before the warden wrenches you awry
while your gums are still pliable

2. I have chewed this pen cap
plastic, translucent

squared on edges by

the gnaw of frustration
clenched between teeth
flatten, release

flatten, release

you tease

3. say AH, open wide
release the sigh signifying
satisfaction

ah, the rolling current

of your French



Fragments of 2010

what does it mean when I'm not dating my pages?

didn't I determine that once?

perhaps not.

this notebook is distinct enough
to claim its own time frame

these are not diary entries, no

need for numbers

I am not "dating my pages"

we do not see each other socially

have drinks and banter

like machines with personalities
Joe knows the almond extruder
they have been intimate

he has toyed with its insides

in English & in Dutch



Tiny Rusted Creatures
tiny rusted metal creatures
buried among equally
worn pebbles, sticks and
cigarette butts

crumbs of industry

a long, skinny tube
hangs like a limp dick
(a little to the left)
and taped down
(ashamed)

to the cement block
from which it grows,
strangely

(answer me first

how viscous the liquid
and I'll make my
calculation)

if, from the mystery tube

trickled a mystery liquid,

how long would it travel

until it reached the flowering bush
(purple)

growing in the crevice

where the wall meets the rock
(four feet)



Internet and the Mall

I should have had this book

out ten minutes ago while

I was walking

hard to write and walk while
carrying a coffee, while carrying
a phone

I feel infinitely less connected
out in the world than I do at
home

here, in the mall, there

are people all around me

but I cannot broadcast my
every thought to them--

I could, but it would be strange
I'd have to shout

(I like shouting)

but I'd not be giving them the
option to listen

or scroll away

I guess I could write on scraps

of paper

the thoughts I'd broadcast from home
and leave them on the benches

in the bathrooms

pasted to the handholds on the escalator
so they scroll like a stock ticker

or a marquee

that ancient tag no one supports

in an nth point oh world

my favorite person in the mall today
is the woman selling flowers on

the first floor

she is old and her hair is long and



grey and has seen many hair
dryers between showers and her
garden

her sweater is pink and black
argyle - it is not a sweater, it is

a hoodie

she had a slanted look in her

eyes, shifty like an aged Poison

Ivy

"this bouquet is called Fire and Ice"
people want to buy flowers in

the mall and so someone

must sell them

but she doesn't trust their intentions
they do not deserve her garden

my favorite colors were in the
rent-a-tux shop

I did not broadcast to the flowering
ancient lily that I love her

I did not stand on a bench

to fawn over the brightness of those
ties and vests

or reach into my right pocket

for scissors

to clip a sample and save it

for later in

a manila folder

with others of its kind

I am not that sneaky or

organized

I do not exist in the digital
but I did manage to connect briefly



in a throng of employees
guarding the entrance of
America's Hippest Computer Store

I, shifty-eyed, unsure if I should
walk through them or around
backtrack and find another path
edged in between them

making small noises

like the clicking and whirring

of a stuttering hard drive

she looked at my eyeballs

HI! she said, just as she did

to the next person to walk by
and I burst

bubbly nervous giggles

in response

and I kept on walking

Overheard
"How about stocks and bonds?"
"I cannot talk about this. This is a very serious subject."
"I only said--"
"Yes, but it is what you meant."



Sit With Me

Black t-shirt, cargo shorts,

peruses Craigslist on a cafe computer
almost as antiquated as a public pay phone.
Curly hair, bottled water,

what free treasures do you search for
to adorn your threadbare apartment?
Uptown is expensive.

Plaid walks in. Plaid on shirts,

plaid on shorts, accompanied by

a pair of platforms with buckles.
Platforms are popular,

but buckles--

they are on their

way

out.

A

baby

has returned to stare at me.

He charges. We are helpless.

"I made love to her underneath the tarantula,"
spray painted in lime green. Beneath that,
a crude pictogram of a spider

on the bright white corner of a building.

"If only you could see me now," sings

the song from the bagel shop next door,
and I wonder if you can read the wiggles of
my pen like the earless read lips; the way
the legless dance with a cane. Yours, sir,

is a writer's hat, unless I be mistaken

and you pen something else on your mini
computer. I know the truth. Your eyes tell

a story.



Plaid hipster returns. Flowered aviator hipster departs.
I am surrounded by youth, its whimsical patterns

and self referential behavior; I, on the quitting end and
never quite caught. I must be rotten about it.

I've lost my only friend--the older man in the writer's hat.

Glam walks into the coffee shop--fashion has not caught

up to him. He is preemptive. His chops are Midwestern,

the rest is Dandy Warhol. Kicks his feet as he strolls

to the shared computer, now open. Of course he doesn't

care. He pays no mind, he is mindless. Opens up a picture

of some devil imagery, which engages the counter boy and then

he disappears--off to trim his facial hairs or the synthetic furs on the coat
he wears in the last days of June.

What Is Unconditional Love

I think there is much to be said for conditional love.

To say to a person "I will love you unless" or "I will love you only if," and then provide them with a list of conditions. After entering into
mutual contract, you have valid and concrete reasons to be clear with yourself about what must be done with the love you previously
provided if any of your conditions are not met, rather than mucking it all up under the umbrella of "unconditional love.”

For example: "I will love you only if: 1. You are nice to me. 2. You please me aesthetically. 3. You occasionally buy me things. 4. You
pat my head. I will love you unless: 1. You are mean to me. 2. You please someone else sexually. 3. You are selfish. 4. You poo on my head."

This makes love simple. None of this piddly whining, "Oh, no. My love pooed on my head, but whatever am I to do, for my love is
without conditions? Can I love someone who poos on my head? Must I give up our relationship but stress myself with this love I have for the
one who pooed on my head? Furthermore, what does it mean to keep around a head-pooer? Damn this unconditional love!"

Instead, with conditions, one has benchmarks by which to love responsibly. "Oh no, my love has pooed on my foot. But my condition
states 'do not poo on my head'. Do I let it slide because the poo is on my foot and the condition clearly states I should have no poo on my
head? NO. THAT WOULD BE FOOLISH. I should have no poo anywhere on my person and I realize this. This love is stupid and my love has
betrayed my conditions."

Unconditional love is the blanket that wraps us all to keep us warm and fuzzy, it permeates the universe and we should all project it to
one another (even those who poo on our heads), but conditional love, for those who are able to pass a series of tests--that is where the
truest love is.



yr mom's slope is undefined

I am reminded of my former

mantra: higher level maths

are arbitrary, pointless

I like it in theory--like polyamory

or communism

but lack the focus necessary

for application

if there was a class called Mysteries
of Math 101,

then I would probably take that--
maybe the advanced level, too

but as far as I am concerned

I am less than curious about

the symmetry of this happy parabola
and more concerned with the function of
smoke rising from autumn ash,
carrying with it the smell of barbeque
from the courtyard

through the air conditioning vents

to our twitching noses

I do not eat barbeque,

but right now I am hungry
for anything I can
understand

easily



"so is smoke so is the sun"

I left the house this morning and everything was beautiful
I sniffed the air and I said
fire

if crisp golden autumn is like an apple
then I am the creamy gorgonzola pairing

hearing loss for the eavesdropper

she directs her attention

to the shiniest black hair hurrying down the block
a vision of winter in pink suede boots

at least vision remains pure

and I can dive teeth first into seasonal fruits
so what for the fog in my head if

I retain clarity of thought

this is not what I mean to say at all,

I think

so the door opens and

a fresh glass of apple juice runs down my leg

the breeze, I mean, the air

an old man lights his cigarette in the crosswalk

a different man waits for a bus

he laughs at his reflection in a doorway of shattered glass

tonight, by the dimming sun,

set fire to the harvest, the auspicious
shedded leaves

burn branches unbound

and pray the moon is as charming in
our transformation unto night



Everything Jumps

L.

ah yes everything moves again

everything jumps

this bright mid afternoon sunshine

half masked

by newly bloomed trees

the whole of the side yard is

in shadows

no small wonder things don't take root there

II.

I've been so down and low

for the past five days

now here we are again

a day mostly free from work
rearranging my personal workspace
a visit to the doctor

he sounds like Jeff Bridges

and looks like David the Gnome--!
these magnificent grape leaves!
this awesome can of Coke!

III.

the ominous slinking cat
(his hind quarters droop too
low, his body too long like
a careless brushstroke, he
has been smeared
along life--I guess at his
gender)

the ominous slinking cat

on a still street corner

all our colors are overexposed

I have seen clusters of



little yellow flowers all over this city
the squealing of trains?

no, it rises to a generous hum
tornado sirens on a Thursday

don’t they test them on Wednesdays?
now a helicopter chopping

the cloudless sky

Whims

So I'm getting sleepy cause it’s the long, slow portion of the afternoon and I am eating some of last night'’s rice

I had some clumps of it piled up on the fork
And I wanted to catapult it at the computer screen
Like a little baby



what an unusual experience
harrowing (I am harrowed, my brow
in permanent furrow)

but ultimately alright

something to survive

I guess we call that adventure

the smell of burning tires
I thought we would all catch fire

The November Ice Storm of 2010

now our lives are changing fast
hope that something pure can last

we used to wait

sometimes it never came
still moving through the pain

the city iced over and we

were all on the roads

but if I'm going to be stranded
there might as well a singing bowl|
somewhere I can burn sage

we didn't spin out but surely we wobbled

I entered the center and followed
my senses, went where it smelled
the safest

“This is the room of ancestors,
where we let go of the living dead.”

so then I went outside
to stand and watch the weather
with my hat on



because when I watch the weather
with my hat on

I am bigger than my ownself

I can protect my people

now we're screaming sing the chorus again

and I am not alone



