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A comb was found in a girl’s grave
(ah, heartsblood raveled like a rope).
The visible way is always down
but there is no floor to the world.

-Howard Nemerov











UN/RAVELED 



Plagued with hardly 

Above the neck

All bite



All yellow light

All prescription      of delay

Comma indecise 



Grips the wheel

Turns down 

Drainpipe rings of



What’s worth buffing

Clear the esophagus 

Peel the bark        back 



Can you sleep through

Ruby colored

Covered insurance





ADVANCED FALCONRY 

There are no more fields to not take credit for.  

Only warped gravel roads
and a sea of dented feeders. 

Only an arthritic hand 
and a talon pilled glove. 

Sky coated with scum and honey. 
I’m coating my longing for

a language without its scattering 
of distant birds, built in soft diagonals. 

Built only to stun over 
most narrowly aligned cotton 

unplucked, plotless 
in its own ability to grow.  

Without such a language, profit. 
Without such a language, a sky scumless,

honey. My obsolete trade 
a more marketable alchemy. 

Watch me kill two stones 
with one stone: birds. 

Advanced Falconry in the circus curriculum. 
Wedged in historic dream between harp and abacus.













WHELM 

What then, to be over, beyond
recognition?
	
You run your tongue over only, 
like an oil cloth for gunmetal,

remarks on construction, a faint
pain in sleep. 

Sun declines. Every day happens. 
Interfacing with somebody’s baby,

somebody showers
soft vowels over new air 

like powder. Sun under, nonplussed
coughs up a lung, calls it a cloud.

In the matted pelt of wolf down,
maroon with earth and carcass,

you move as though
you could be so suited. Prowl 

the streets followed by inaudible 
tribal drum. No one looking. No one 

commanding ‘hunt-gather’, extract 
a strand of DNA in the wild where 

no one calls it ‘DNA’ and no one 
calls it ‘the wild’. Call it thinnest vine, 

call it river runner. Call it spine shelter, 
hide, call it cover. There are so few 

ways left, aren’t there? In the morning
you’re back to buying expensive nothings

from what’s called The Container Store.
Nuancing ‘waking’ and ‘getting up’

when the screen reads Cloud Cover,
and the goose quilt tag reads

DOWN, COMFORT. As in,
command to a dog, not wrong 

when you sigh between them, 
impressed by only the bed that best 

resembles an orthodontic mold. 
You’re told that butterflies used to captivate

adolescent shut-ins like a mirror
but don’t believe it. A thin

window of plasma sells you  
cutting edge plant based diets

and yet further seasons continue 
to bloom and wilt in various windows, 

no? Time under and over the city
gushes as though through ancient

aqueducts or reverse aquarium ventilation. 
All the sleek girls in trenches 

with see-through parasols opening
are covered. It’s not that 

you’ve never been under 
for surgery, it’s that it wouldn’t make 

a difference. Billboard reading:
How much longer? tapering 

with distance. The calendar is but 
a chrysalis in which to bury unsurprise. 

Remind me of your friend 
who slept in a coffin. What was their name?







REVERSE CALENTURE

Like artifacts of radar found in flight, 
turning. That is, the days. The way 
a red line finds its summer in clock hands 
over an ocean’s spiral charter ceases 
to resonate when I am landlocked. Cue 
illusion of kelp spray as the planes 
hum low, graze over ridges’ lowercase M-ness. 
Both feet ledged in middle nation,
uninhalable smallness, like the falling
fully mirrored elevator. Here I posture:
what could I ever take from water better 
removed? Couldn’t any answer come to
in the dissection of submarine piping,
which, to the learned eye seems nothing
more than caricatures of paper clips
and headbands? Arranged to spell
the phrase: All wholes exceed 
their soldered parts. A pair of ragged claws,
I could have only been until 1819 
and the invention of Braille. Calenture’s 
the privilege of not reading the landscape 
like not reading the alphabet, then reverse.
Pronouncing dead on the scene of what
one sees. I see riptide in grass, a fin 
of rock looming. Hovering 
in the epicenter of low-risk boredom 
like the high dive’s edge. If this has been sailing, 
I’m heat delirious. If this be the maiden voyage 
of suburban charter, I’m headfirst going 
into the ocean of the grass. Tropic of Capricorn, 
of Cancer, every god’s sod garden,
you know nothing of this state. 
We’ve all seen the overhead image 
of a contoured globe, quilted into provinces.
Provinces which parents quote are “only 
sleeping”. No, to me, all rings 
of that one Dali where the sea seems Lincoln. 
Pixels of history drown into understanding. 
Now I grow my death like algae: Pangeac 
and without the geometrics of Bermuda mythologies. 
What use have I for sundials? For water
-proof watches chiming on the hour? 
Let me turn the waves the color of the currency. 
Let me sew the sea as the fields. 

























ENCYCLOPEDIA OF WAYS IN WHICH I LEFT THE MASSES (Vol. F-G)


FISH

Gilled to undergo a lake of little malice. Scales riveted, lines strung to undergo a lake of little malice. One-upped myself as prey, swim bladder gauged. Hook lip plated beneath the loose flesh in copper. Lens sealed retinal, I forsook dexterity. Forewent commerce. My benthic composition, whose mistaken reflection? This is single chambered heart. Parasitic afterthought. I miss nothing except a mind with which to miss something. Breach into clusters of opaque roe, wake to orange and gel toned. Tadpole hypotheses. I rake my edge of bend to rustle shoal. I revise the surface with less than breath. 




GARGOYLE

Sought a bath of plaster and a tarp on which to dry. A hand chisel and an ancient hand. Gleaned the tools and gave the old man the low down. I want it gothic. Long- toothed and throat open. Said, vein me. Paralyze a violent motion, the form of a shriek. Between the shelves of avenues: How to Decorate the View with Terror.  How to Edit Out the Owls. Now I perch in latticed exorcism. Pose in lurk. Exfoliate in hail. Now I frighten the horizon. Now the children love to hate me and the lovers hate their chiding. I funnel acid rain to save the spires. I said I swallow acid rain and the crane-necked tourists look and look-away. 




GOWN

It was dark in Paris and the year was unimportant. I was draped across a nymph’s femur in a silk suit protector soaked in rain. We were late to meet the body of my body’s consumption, so I slept through the bustle. My bodice, sequined, onyx, off-white sleeves, chiffon, or angel bower, one can never tell. Neckline high, hypodermic, frothing in reference. The atelier agreed I ought to wax Versailles. Agreed I hem for height, let the train further to linger longer. They don me on the body to conjure the aesthetic. My life walking once down a glowing pillar fallen. I compliment their failure to compliment the seams.






IT’S GROSS ON EARTH

I say into your mouth as if the gated
communities on planets more rural

were commissioned or even close at hand
because the observations of sentiment

drawn out in private rooms too often over 
explain how we breach heaven like orcas 

daily nightly falling out of debt of school 
of sleep whereas the notion must unfold wordless 

anyway like a beaded shroud and the modern
atheistic love recoils from antiquity analogy 

etc but of course I’d come to the lowering
of the four posts of your four poster 

like an actual ghoul at a costume party 
thrown to bury October or a soldier on the bed

of soil weeping into horn rimmed glasses
crushed by his own heavy foot despite 

the dwindling number of rooms in which 
we permit our speech maudlin our pupils 

at once sullen and sexual were such 
a gaze possible rather than grieve the calendar 

date on which the last azalea might bloom 
or a black noon the last lady fits a silk 

glove over her milk hand but it’s a crime 
to string affection like slow pearls until one 

grows older meaning more financially secure
and to call myself a child would be a slight 

to all the animals I’ve ever called out for 
unknowingly in sleep and to call you at all 

is to call upon the old school doctors with black
diamond leeches commingling in our blood.
SIGN

Regarding the retrograde of Mercury, 
I evade all such narrow tunnels of conversable 

self effusion. My sign keeps the space above 
all dotted lines left blank. Bound to time 

signature codas, quotas, road paths, certain curtain
blind shadows left on carpets lived in, 

dingy. Dress hem bound, stems cut and lain 
beside stems cut and lain for prime

market selling bound. To knife 
incisions for feature alterations, algebraic 

equations, etc., bound. By tangential 
relation. Here, Manet: “There are no lines 

in nature, only areas of color, one 
against another.” And I’m all for against. I do

‘black hole demeanor’. I do ‘telescopic gaze 
evasion’. I keep every conversation thread sewn 

trembling in hand, beneath the ground, covered above 
with the foreplay of frantic bees, and why? 

Because honey flows unperforated. All hives
chime golden, glorified, when indebted 

to deed, so to speak. To the dead, 
I plead: I don’t do contracts. Don’t make me

follow constellation tracks as I’m not
Donne. I’m the meteor shower forever slept through

and never more than silhouette. If I verge, 
pray tell. My ‘word’ no anima over the bored 

intake of breath. You are mistaken. I can’t 
say more, can’t remain taken with any iteration

of night sky, as now I’ve become it. I’m sorry. 
Watch my eyes grow scratched when starry.
WEATHERVANE


Out of the blue         the blue

A limb cracks    we wake to

ekphrasis   The white stone

receives you    Don’t touch me

as in    the forecasted face   Shadow

slash glacier	glacier arrow gaze

And the waiting        it accrues

Tell me how you pin your dread

when morning won’t come   when

we wake to    degrees     to open

window   I see you     see me

in you    Due to weather     we reflect

due North    and yet   the poles elude  

Now we are our chains    Now

the weather   vain     Whose rain 

would you prefer     to see through    

were one eye forever       slept to 

the bed    Tell me the right     for I know

you’ve not left     Tell me the needle

could not be      but its holed head

With what increments could you 

count ‘oncoming’    Say hand chisel   

say nothing      for the mirror veils

with frost      and frost clarifies 

the rest     Needed rest    Needed 

direction arresting    blind 

opening to     Thaw me when you    Where 

is the pick axe when you   How did the 

ice fall so      so listlessly     so clear
































HOW TO DIG WHILE WALKING UP A HILL

Pre-dawn, groggy omnipotent. 
Don’t dig it. Precursor, cursing 
sheer fact of a deer, irreversibly 
still. Ekphrasis— no. I see now
at least three. It is their looking 
I find unnerving. Placing the formal 
in formaldehyde, the looking 
at me precisely alien. Accusing 
what, at this hour no human 
can call theirs? Well, whatever 
“it” is, I’m sorry. Stare like I didn’t 
want to relinquish sleep. I didn’t. 
I didn’t, like an only OK career, 
want to rise like the hoof legged 
every single day. Didn’t envision 
single days. The single Xanax 
of a deer’s gaze. The Xanax, I mean, 
rust color of every look away,
then remembering how to dig 
around a thought like a pig’s rich 
bladder, clutching prehistoric purse.
I’m sorry when I’m walking up 
the hill. It’s 5am, 5 of lip-legend, 
pre-grog omnipotent dawn. Pre-
cursing, cursor over the sheer silent 
mouthing to myself that I’ve already 
said, already, all that I’ve seen today, 
irreversibly still. Ekphrasis— no. I see 
now what it is to have three days, 
three the same I find an unnerving 
career, placing poems in formal
-dehyde career, the alien precision 
of mourning and wanting to rise
at this hour where the hoof legged 
know no human can call them theirs.        
Of the rust sunlight, I didn’t sleep 
enough to appropriate this venison 
character through it. Here I am:
 an away looking gaze of relinquished
get up. Xanax sunrise, color 
of pig’s bladder, deer mouthing a rich 
OK, sorry you’re waking around a thought 
up the hill. It’s 5am or the legend 
of remembering. How to perse-lip 
that clutch, that pre-historic digging?








































UN/RAVELED 



Dialectic of going

To the water 

Keep not bleeding 



And imagine the weeping 

Lay down 	the drama

Is a car in parts still



Dredged soil

Where did you last

Apply ice


Thirty years from 

Nakedness rated

All ears	 I see



Forsake such sense

The masks removed

So am I






INVOCATION

Prithee, Covered Face, when will I feel
the shock move through me as before?

Have I not honored thy nuanced charades,
thy curtains and thy lovers

well enough for epiphanies great
or greater, least, than these?

Permit me. Have I not bathed thy feet
in seltzer water long enough?

Crimped thy hair with a fortune’s 
worth of name brand barrettes?

In my flagellation,
perhaps misread sarcasm? Great.

On the grave, I swear,
I’m grave— I know. It’s complicated.

Have I read the mood of Heaven’s
rooms wrong as of late?  
 
Too Henry VIII for your King James?
O shadowcast Seraph,

fill mine boombox ‘neath your window
with pop song.

Make me streamable once more.

Fill my tongue with river salmon thrust.
Make me unaffordable.

Already I recall the way to enter
your revolving door is through its side.

And yet, before me still a single
language like the contours

of a tortoiseshell lying
betwixt the grass and road.        
                                                                    
Your road. Whose side?
I’m on it. But why

this ancient mumble
fucking up my current stride?

This bog prayer fog
on my humble word document?

Grant me the slurs of any garden party 
muse in silk robe with nothing under

over this bizarre, persistent thunder.
Shell markings, Alluring Mask?

I’m asking for a friend
if that’s the worst you can do.

Asking for my twin I just created
who doesn’t know yet

that the backbend is no great feat
when it’s over another’s stomach

unless you're spineless.
And we tell her, Veiled One,

to never take a lover. To never
take more than 3 days vacation

lest the stone grave rolls back over her
dominant hand and renders us both 

useless. What do we, these days,
with muses, Vast Accessory?

After all, the AD centuries may heretofore
indulge in absinthe, legally.
             
Strike me from the last living payphone,
O Ancient Receiver. 

I’ll be the one in scarves cov’ring all
but the mouth.


CROWN ETHER

The touched one is disingenuous.
Metonymical. Asleep, all semblance.

Prays wrath over gerrymandered duvet-layers 
but this is an attempt to discontinue sleep-verbage.
                                                          
Reach into highly flammable night sky 
with unfit dexterities and see if you receive but a glow.

Yes I have subconsciously positioned the green glass 
beneath the night stand with a strike match beside.
                                                  
What of it?

Wake up to a frame of light, won’t you?

Lame fright, I would tell you of the morning 
but that there is no coming of it.

I burn sage on all bed-contexts as precaution,
should the episode hazard some erotic concerns 

from the holy or otherwise. 
                                                      
There is no moon to look to, to guide me, 
on your well-read behalf. 

I feel your still-forming complexes 
tremor past the witching hours, living fourth wall.
                              
No talking down the chemical imbalances. 

I don’t buy that crown ethers have rules oft not followed 
for simple aromatic compounds.
                   
You’re just a dreamy wreath of cations
politicizing a peasant’s head.






SONAR    

Let there be let go
	a stone’s cracks
racking rarest throat of chasm

and chasm’s slow erode 
racking angles over. Lowered,

depth perception pins
its corsage to the impossible 
neck of a bat,

tetanizing skin    or the tinge
of what mirages:
	 
where black water hems
in the little earth’s cleft

or  the soil into itself, 
            itself slept along
rhetorical barrages.

Where the eye projects lore 
on only air 	unbroken, 

I have watched the wind knock
a locked door shut 
then open.

Let there be no trench, 
no snare to gape down	
lest deceiving:      bats repeating. 

                            What is echo but negation
of all the places       
we couldn’t be anywhere?




AIR BUD

Retire you to my quarters like cold hair late
morning. O well kept World War something
rifle, my alabaster cities gleam in highest adolescent
mouth, where wouldst thou retreat us less dull
than up against this wall wood paneled? Printless

transition in ironic salute to 2009 you on FB for
laying women hidden in high contrast linden but
yes I’m still aroming either of our bright sweats or
Essences of Herbal. Year of pinnacle sadgirl face.
Year of phrase air bud first associating flora

barometrics opening to gust followed by non
-committal oh nothings rather than the shitty
early century canine spectacle series. You know
what I’m not talking about. You know in which
doorknobs polished I am my own false god. Retire

you to my quarters, my pennies flecked, jar
for witch -not-cuss-cursing and you know I do
the days the way the French say we’ll rue them.
We have no money like I have no concept
of money. I forged your heart’s permission like

an honorary doctorate. Just do it like anybody knows
what ‘it’ means. Gleaning sleep sand from your tear
ducts with more attention than I’m mouthing what
a plane pulls a banner through the sky. I don’t care
what you read. Burs that cling to sweaters sow clothes.









NATURAL SELECTION

Cull a song from the women who arrange face parts
on tree bark with twine to upend mischief

with mischief.  Cull the seeds from the berry,
the rinds from the fruitwomb, and grind

potpourri in the dishwasher,
Spring in the machinery.

Cull from closet a concept look suggesting
moonroof or illusion of more room:

dogtooth suit, thrifted from a backseat & moth
-balling into threadcount,

from the trash bag like a black cloud
culled to earth resisting fog. And the color

for bluetooth cull as of transducer probe’s
petroleum jelly,  the way it culls uncertainty

in a cloud break of midriff.
Of midriff’s a cloud break one could hardly

call a concept, but a skin sky pulled over
genes condensing. Genes that fall to cull the next

nuanced evolver. It chooses what it
loses in its choosings. Cull otterbox, cull exo

-skeleton of cell
phone lingering in floormat, bat-life loosening

its last red sash to wind. Cull a contact but who
would care the body culls its properties

like hot stones down the spine? Like skipping
thrones to heirs with jagged brows?

They say that pork rinds cull dreams of death
due to lack of rendered fat.

Oh arbitrary, except the hand slid toward it
like an act of ventriloquism.

RULES OF THE THEATER




As rule one says the performance must be of seduction, urgentless, regardless of the player’s disposition, my slow unfold bores the tides precise, auto-turning on the shape-shifting moon phase, but I will cross all scenes in due time, as though over sensors aroused by slightest motion, will cue ellipses and prolong the foregone highway construction, will melt into it as a hot metallic beam, as this is the theater for low heat boiling, for pseudo-terminal buds resisting definition of ‘to flower’, where, when I exit its dark space, against high wind, the ambulance lane, I turn my face, imitating fog now, reclining into what sentence, drawn out on the idea of euthanasia or the long bed of the page where some coverlet lace barely conceals a single spring’s creak beneath, considering rule two only takes issue when light diminishing fails to crossfade, or a dress is starkly colorblocked, then enter casket maker to better salvage stage.




























INTERSTATE

Taking on the quality of breath, something
against this glass sustained. Along the inside
windshield beading, I run a hand to un

-condense the moon. To sharper note each white
brick lain longside roadways like certain aging
breeds of dog tongues grow black then blacker,

gelled onto soil and so periphery forest parts
damp as hair. Air within crisper parted amongst
the strands of firs, the beeches. The car’s in

the factory of a lake of a highway and I’m not
sure which passenger to ask where the breath
goes when carbon sealed for upwards of ten,

twelve hours even. And no A/C. No window 
cracked in back to cool one’s gaze as though 
to linger on a floral triptych’s rusted hinges. 

Where the breath goes, and yet even my own 
unperplex--for the speed at which the further 
scene’s furniture pulls off the ground like 

a magician’s vase pronounced vahz, all gold glass
inlayed quaint with villages, woods and pastures 
barely shaken when the silk cloth removes itself 

from itself as the foreground-- is casual. Yes, told 
to remain calm at the wheel I found impossible. 
No, I cannot conduct machinery designed to 1-up 

the passage of time. Watch me fall into the mechanical 
like the wish for a penny in a penny in a fountain. 
Call on Iron Age child ancestors to ask how or if 

I too could learn to sleep the co-pilot mentality 
in a seat of invention lovingly deemed ‘shotgun’ 
when an untouched field three inches away hums,

exists, perhaps. I hold the throat to throttle a gasp
in a case where mouths are as useless as tongues.
In which a nighted window black mirrors all

that’s woken, lain over landscapes, my face to credit
reel cuts open. I fade to sequence repeating ‘brake 
pedal’ or ‘break petal’.  Every mirror is a rearview.
































UN/RAVELED 



From a sermon from

what I frame in ocher

Removes the garter



Here we go 

Under amber glass

A toast to 



Blooming template

Bronze snuff film

Or fig saplings



Coyly wrestle

In such sheerness

Getting off 



A memory washed

Can’t be

Don’t get me started





CROW ELEGY

The size of an empty bottle couldn’t be less to the point.
I ignore expiration dates. It’s a question

of where the body goes
when the body becomes irrelevant. A thimble

of blood in a fingernail sized vial,
tracing someone’s careful neck could do.

But when there is no “equally as well”,
the well runs dry. Permanently

dehydrated. All the plains bursting 
at grass seams. The graveyards,

commercial. Front lawns, disturbing,
and back ones more so. These greens reserved

for parrots or canaries (late)
and sample essay anecdotes. Turned

on a mantle, the urn
like still life flora for Ready To Paint.

 But I’m over ‘by numbers’. 

Whose body chars better than the tulip 
wilts? It’s my small authority, 

as a sometimes smoker, to know all forms 
of ash slave an inadequate architecture. 

I begin this end in the hobbylessness
of summer. Throw 

a series of cremation 
vases in plural for all my selves. 

Tactile distractions, consumer gateway 
drugs like a long point to fabrics

leads to fabrics shrouding 
the body buried. To this, I would have said 

something like my life in fragments 
divided when I had 

a savings account. I would have 
thought the urn tupperware of the Navajo vein. 

A souvenir, a nothing encasement, I’m un-
employed and in a frantic parking lot

state, sifting through shards
of glass years to fill prescription 

memory. The sad waltz called “I continue
in hopes of a lens renewal

contract or contacts”. I’m lying naked
in the sun for bug season

on days I feel unoccupiable. 
When I lay my hand over my hand over 

my pulse, I think the word murderous
as only meaning being like a crow. To fly

the Earth is to be mistaken for a raven. 
Ugly and above it. This is why 

skin artists puncture 
apples before inflicting shook line goose

feathers on wrists/backs of necks.  
All can be forgotten when you opt to bottle 

in a vial. And while alive,
 define ‘contain’ as to decorate the form 

around one’s own  supposed shadow. I said 
I do. I decorate the form face down.

My back lawn is sod and the front one clay.






ON CERTAINTY

Universal quantifier and sometimes y, 
if you say the snow is green, it only follows
 melatonin must be upped with daily vita-
pearls, sandbags dyed silver and antifreeze infused

with arm-and-hammer, but in which worlds possible
am I equipped for such niche faculties, such grotesque
and costly surgeries? Place me there. Tilt me 
towards proposal. If I place a hand on an opera 

shoulder’s stage, does it follow that I would 
know the song--no. Already I incohere, strew 
propositions like wedding rice on the unreceptive 
earth, solipsistic mumbles if I cover a beetle in a box 

if a chair in the corner moves but only perhaps 
to ghosts. I know red exists. Can prove it with a fingernail
and an inch of skin. Blue, a walk-in freezer 
and a bottom lip. Where is over there if over there is only 

where it’s hot? Loss of one or more sensation 
disrupts the frame of fixed reality and yet 
I can in a dark room reach for a glass of what
once was water and typically it will be still. If 
		
dredging up the untilled earth is how I use the tool
must I call it a spade? What makes a blade of light
		or grass or knife so? I turn the first
letter on its head and italicize as if to say

in all cases such that and yet this is no case until 
I dislodge the disjunct. Translate to normal form. 
The condition hides its arrow as the inseam:
a fixed architecture of certain collapse.





NEW HAVEN 

All coffered in amber glass against this backlit city. 
Over pigeon shit cracking and pennies gritted, 
guttered, men in coiffed hair and leather oxfords 
double, triple-tied have no time to explain economics 

to me. When I touch the world like a wall within it, 
always between us, this body and graffiti. Try to wade,
like a body of water, life, and it ghosts me. 
Go figure. We go through us, not knowing what

contamination, what violence and concentrated levels of
in which we vacation. Indoors until I can’t take it. 
Tourniquet, for excursions, an exterior grammar. 
E.g., can’t even. All urban past the room I season. 

Am I owed or owing, and by what economies of nature 
do I wander catatonic the tetrises of brick mortar, 
through vendors cursing faux bags, glasses strewn over 
pashminas and damp mag covers warped glossy 

in their dampness? I wear fatigue in singular 
for the war of cultural refuse. Yes, all lies at least a state 
away so I reconcile beauty in terror removed. Who’s there. 
What’s free. To those who claim above the draft 

of living, I ask: what call we propaganda if not art, 
and why can’t I do it either? Wall, I am saving myself 
for a marriage to the city if it will take me. Wading pond, 
let construction workers frame the nature of my touch. 
YEAR OF THE DOG

A greyhound drags a yellow eye to the horizon.

Blindness is very becoming on whom, we cannot say.

Cataracts, however. Can we change the. 

Does thyme grow between paving stones. 

Excluding this sentence, I carry out most.

Forgive me. I could not see the point were it the lens. 

Greyhound logic is the logic at hand. 

Hurried, almost alien. Prone to question. 

If the perimeter is animal, what, then, the window?

Just how ought we frame a calendar: cage it. 

Kites fish the high trees.

Lightning does not strike me. 

Monstrous grass, as in, to show me something. 

Note the etymology like icon-ashed toast. 

Orion’s belt ghosts the trailer park grounds. 

Proceed to the.

Question not the. 

Reader, hate the mortar, the bricklayer knew not.

Suffice it to say, I have never been a pet.

Truth lies in the. 

Unplugged moon. Understand? 

Voice dimmed to very. 

Whereof I cannot speak.

Exactness, language killed you.

You’re back. The un-oneness strikes me.   

Zeus in disguise takes the form of a Dog. 





































WAKE 


All of these false starts, mornings 
where we watch the grass melt into 
green battalions, plastic, nowhere
to parachute, wilt of noon, caricature 
thin of an hourglass, an underweight girl
over a river in the middle of a zip
line where the zip line is the morning 
and my lungs are the river. Morning, 
tide pool of day where no one knows
the small pulsing tremors under sand
and whether they are sleeping. Waking
into the question of where to live
next and the answer’s at least an hour  
from where one must think in terms  
of hours. In terms of ‘in terms of’, 
these hours I advance a dread through
because I have to think through them, 
the hours, have to wonder whether 
a love letter on graph paper exists 
to diagram or confess. Confess to me, 
no, graph the parabola of ennui at 
10:20 am with no job to sigh through, no 
money to try to not spend, dream 
about not spending time earning money
to not spend on this one game we play. 
The one game we play is crying ‘til 
orgasm. The others, we quit once our hands
sold to dusk, appeared severed to debts 
long resolved.  But we know a gold morning
and this morning is blonde. Oh blonde 
morning, blonde, dewy, clueless first 
panel of the triptych, first wail of the bird 
that can’t tell what’s song and what’s 
noise, morning smart enough to play dumb 
plays dead, plays directionless through 
the clock, where we pretend the game 
in which everything is actually free. 
MANNEQUIN

nerve crowds the dark mouth
that circuits        where aspirin 
could melt	in the peat moss of velour        
I am force-feeding fawn-thoughts       
residue and thin spells        on the seldom seen        
see-through walls       swathing endless shifts
in package       cloying graphics  
sides adhesed       arrows swifted towards
the language of my body      contra the jagged 
thought        what know you of it      one sense 
without name       the sun’s heat breathing
through your stitching exposed   then they take you
off the market    replace you      with you
when the boxcutter first broke      air into my casing     
not an eyelash batted     not a long sigh or low 
lark whistle left any witness	 less notable  
than the rising of a bowlegged foal 	or lily 
from loam 	no just the needle crack
of bubble wrap	     is what I know
of applause 	I hold  no coarseness 
for my limbs prevent        extremities 
prevented  all      wind susceptible appendages        
vocal chords namely       to long for mostly 
in woodland adages       if taproot for windpipe       
then split from the heft 	  if yawning in public 
then rain     coming migraine        I’m told 
papier-mache  bore me  bears pastewater     
wheatflour    bears oakpulp    which is to say 
natural      pinned through the thigh     I am 
wool incision      ridden sternum      natural not to 
ask can I bear it        fibers bearing meaning    
pattern  never ruptured     innuendo 
in the touch        it’s all there is      to pass 
the expanse      without value      to register
darkened fluorescents      the real girls sigh  
their blades against        my declivity 
no longer       I know ravine      know scope
how to blanch    the ashtray     of deathscape
pure products     made in whose 
likeness     are you to ask         what store is in me 








ALONE WITH OUR MADNESS AND FAVORITE FLOWER

Everything gauzy in this window
of hours. Wan calicos lose on distant
roofs themselves in sleep, the sleep 
of plastic bags dressing garbage black, cast 

to street and teething glass at dusk. I would 
wear that dress at dusk, that plastic. 
Would dress the grass in threadcounts 
high then upwards for a word, for hydrangeas 

could be nothing but exhausted, bent
on listening, but to what? Assume the same 
voice I am. Assume the shape of that 
which breaks my neck in increments over 

the burden of my shape. I dye carnations 
back to white. Dye the blue-eyed white cats 
black to lose the owls that prey craned
over, the blue-eyed white cats black to ease 

the gene that causes deafness, yes, I dye.
A ceremonial animal for this window of
every hour bowing, flowers and I found 
bent to hear through the gauze hearing who




DAYS THE BLADE

of sky one sees admits astonished. Gap days rain
falls like trees. We drive in left/right directions 

as the car bathes itself. To slide quarters in the black 
thimble of a coin reader retracts to erotic impulse. 

Stop. There’s a sea of potholes and yet nothing 
to admit. He says the sacred act of pro/con bulleting 

on the back of receipts means nothing. I say 
gravestones like teeth. Teeth like breath mints. We come

full circle. Days to consider moon people. In careful
nooses and with horsehair rope, he confuses the syntax 

of love with floss. I hang myself in the cocoon 
of its hammock. He says grasshoppers mostly exist 

as sound or strange fish in a koi pond glisten up
-turned like a lipsticked mouth. I could only tell him 

what now? Days that conversation braids itself to me around 
the skull are days I undo all forms of up-do. Days that pay. 

Days that don’t. Days that hum themselves to sleep 
in re-assembled dark. Familiar dogs bark and often 

children mistake men wearing ties for their fathers. 
That’s the whole joke. Who wore it better: ghostly vignette 

of a nuclear family, or white linen dresses drying on a line?
Next line. I’m really asking. He writes off the radio. I telephone

the postal. Days the dirt remains untouched. Days that move
under us. Nights we arrive. I check a leather calendar

every time he comes. Days of don’t give us that look-- we’re
bequeathed to animal plotting of other people’s dreaming.  






DEAR ALONE ON A HOTEL POST-IT




A red ant hauled a plastic knife across the grass at the reception. You wrote Dear alone on a hotel post-it. Lethal-less weapons I weep for now. For a thou to poorly execute in an age devoid of portraiture. With silken pillowcases, pistol silencers, the mound fully furnished. You dreamt the word like a bomb furled perfect. Carved soap in the gift bags I mistook for white chocolate. An edible hand, ringed, neither like the bride nor groom. I recall the comforter’s pattern inoculate, but the shape withheld, the hue. Perhaps tresses bloomed from an up-do. Perhaps willow bark. Or hunger might be noble. Lover, how long did your hand linger after the r? I could not tear up on demand.  And of course, they must be cast promptly, as only the sheets get washed.



























EQUINOX

Has the time changed? Or the angle
of the sun. Some scale shrugging off 
its weight like a shawl star stitched and now 

smoothing back to even breath seems 
improbable. Seamless dreaming forgotten under 
shower water trying even to conjure plot or face

back in morning white, impossible. How now 
these hours like life’s not-so brief
intermissions in which all painted casts stand 

and wander without looking, I notice. That glaze-
eyed trance allowed on occasion. I group in those
who speak in tongues and the dim glare 

of petting zoos. Why everything is sexual 
in nature. That’s not a question. It’s 3:18 
give or take a little hand, big. Who gives,

when it’s tar skies and you’re basically sedated? 
Not the small shadows flagging planes 
or baking bread. Make the bed, I tell myself. Or don’t, 

when I don’t. Just pace the upstairs hall. Run 
one nail along knobs’ fake brass, run through 
how tomorrow behind a curtain becomes today 

and I’m the curtain. Which hemispheres lying 
like a straight edge, mine or all this (flails arms) 
but it wouldn’t make a difference either way. 

Clutch the banister, lean my way down
to the slate front room I refuse to call
a foyer. I didn’t think I’d aspire to anything

civilian. An infomercial about box springs 
for expectant misses--their words, not 
mine-- to which I glue. The alignment of the spine, 

like astrology, is bullshit in blue glow. I haven’t slept 
since my mother hasn’t slept since I was born. 
And before that, pale planet, tilted awake in the night 

of the womb. I’ll sleep when I’m dead serious 
about alarm poised to orchestrate daily upheaval. Up, 
sun, like an animal prayer. Where to wash my eyes out.





























EX NIHILO

For history, poised.     
Against cranes, framed
fiberglass: I was resolute.    
Before concrete punnets  
         ribboned-off, canine-white, 
                                                          lithe to scan arch contours 
                      for lineage tendencies,
I birthed 
a small green globe 
                 from my mouth.       
Granted, the dirt
trampled grass bent toward light 
                                lighting absently across a handful 
of anniversaries, mailboxes 
                                       nesting eggshell, shredded tire, etc., .

Buried beneath geometries of affect, 
                                                                  a mirror as my body.    
                                I wanted to touch the other 
side of progress.     
[Fluorescent machinations unfolding 
a wet field before the eyes]      
Vast, various.  Thunder, somewhere,
                         struck. 
I stuck gum on new sidewalk.     
                                                              Slowed the echo 
of footfall across replicas.    
                       Don’t ask will dates be tested      
                 when the curve runs horizon-like, punishing.
STILL LIFE WITH HOLOFERNES

“The dead looked dead, the living looked alive.”
Blood on the terrace lost
to its body, body elsewhere
lost but only seven percent or so
the first thought came. Left
the scene in hopes to catch a breath
of ice smog between draws
for bargain price, to virtue, the label
lay its claim. Across whose thresh-
hold and at what hour can I,
in the unseeing, see? In shades of pre-
dawn but post-slumber to which
I was not privy. Blood on the terrace
where, like every name told me over
the night, passed as though wax
sealed, the I becomes irrelevant
to the gestures it makes. Just nod to look
interested I swore I would
       	but on a choke chain necklace
kept my pride, matched the dress
formal enough for cocktail attire.
       	Floor gaze in dog tag
adornment. Fatigue motif hinted
in the shift. No shit I couldn’t
engage the civilians, could only
see myself in name brand spec
reflections. Couldn’t but trace
the flight of translucent globes
in miniature from champagne flutes
to become nothing-- or what
there was worth toasting. Room
packed, conquest quarantined within. Gun
blank expression proved too self
-involved to shoot off song titles
some face claimed played across
our shared presence at a past time.
I didn’t ask to be this way. Left the scene,
standing how many erect necks now
above the bustle? Above how many
apartments that I could, for a lark,
occupy by the hour and water
-mark with blood as my own? Still
       	life goes on on the first terrace
I step to out of this long night, brim
-stone hearth-sat sulking. I wish I had
a robe. A butcher’s knife, a torn out
canto, a Caravaggio: shrapnel
motifs I paint in memory of what occurs
in the here-now on a stranger’s porch
frame in sliding door relief. I touch
my coat and the touch dries rough
as impasto on print. The loss
my own, or not, I can’t tell. When
I swallow where my neck would be,
it not so much as ripples air.
A nosebleed, a severed head, a hang
-over. What difference could it make
to look down in blackout?
My jeweled hand, I call her Judith.
On this high terrace, this once
neckline, Holofernes. Suicide
of the social follows the body at war
with mind. None can sever the light
from the light-headed only shouldered.

















UN/RAVELED 



To penetrate the field 

Shiv the sky

Drive



Punctuate with magpies

Solitary         caught

Wrought just so



How to be alone

To penetrate the field 	  and what above it 

Acetonic piss	      dead jellyfish


A strange beach 

To manufacture backdrop 

Against the face



Recall it falling 

In your palm

Arrogant with light
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