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TIM

Every summer, dad’s friend 
would return home from Alaska,
having worked the king crab
seasons, toughing the ice
and brute of the Bering Sea,
those massive hands
calloused thick from nylon
nets and steel winches, blood 
left behind, washed through 
the bulwark drainage slits
to mix with that dark sea.

And we could hear the diesel
engine long before the pick-up
pulled in the back driveway—
running barefoot across the wet
yard, my brother and I shouldering 
the large white cooler, its ice sloshing
our long-awaited treasures.

Unhinging rubber latches,
we lifted that great lid, 
thick as my fist, having held
the north Pacific chill
across all those long states, 
finally released onto grinning faces
as we plucked king crabs 
from the ice-water, hands 
wincing from brief
submersion and shell points
pressing into soft palms—
our small price to pay.

And as the crabs cooked,
we laid newspaper
on the porch table, set out
wooden mallets and peered 
under the green grill lid
until our feast was ready
to be dumped on the table—
sitting on our knees so we
could reach across the pile,
finding that greatest red claw.

Years later, I received 
news that he had suddenly
passed, traveler’s soul approaching
the strange final destination,
flying down the parkway
with June’s sweet air filling 
the truck cab, having weathered
winter at sea, bringing the world’s 
regal gift back home.







ON MOVEMENT AND CESSATION

Wait

ticks 		

                           gone
			

  some speed 		      unit		  of periodic cesium 

radiation


or something else 			now

                                                  I see nothing                                but  the glaze of grey-white 

			speckled linoleum

                                        
 all of me left                                  wrapped here in these thin sheets


really not a tick     or beep     
                                                  no mainspring or reducing gears


              
                                                                                                  the sound 

of blood coursing through                             drip chamber                   
                                                                                                     dynaflex plastic river


into tubes                       
                                 into tubes                         
                                                                            into me

draining all that is                       
left of O-negative
FLORIDA

In the furthest 
places I find images
with no sound—
I see green bagels

and blue ink
on legal paper,
and the certain 

loops of my father’s 
L’s and J’s: I scavenged
and rushed 

from clue to
clue in hopes
of chocolate riches

amidst crawl-space
bricks and wood
in the cellar.
             
 
And somehow deeper
there is white noise
and a single blink:

stillness, and a
linear heat 
on my forehead,

immense red 
brick zig-zags,
intricate soft dome
spilling on the edges.













FRONTIER

We sit here, nodding 
away these last few 
minutes before flight,
tangled in seatbelts 
and backpack straps, 
each of us moving in 
and out, over and under 
one another until everyone 
and thing has found its place.

And when I’ve almost fallen 
back asleep amidst this Sunday 
morning jaunt, I hear 
the stewardess over the speakers— 
new, faint voice
to this headphone track.

We pretend to listen, half-
staring down the thin aisle, 
eyes so close
to shut—a new sun 
pulsing on this multi-layer
window, warming my left
side: for a moment
my mind runs to the
coming altitude, I feel
my own heat rising
to meet the sun 
on the skin of my neck— 
attendant’s unknowable 
signals falling 
on eyelids falling— 
and then deep,
deep sleep.














RECONCILIATION PENDING

Heat ascends
and blisters from
that deep furnace,

sparked by 
the hand over
my mouth
I cannot shake. 

I call
and call—
muffled,
and drop
long letters into

the soft darkness,
waiting for the 
wolf to emerge
from black tree gaps

so I can talk
your hungry teeth
down from half-
height vantage,

I know you watch—
behind the night veil:
silence is your weapon,


I pace now,
with one eye on your void,
one ear on your 
midnight silhouette,

shackled to 
your unwillingness:
neglect, blade of the 
knife I cannot see.















OBSERVATION AND INQUIRY
Into what genius do we peer
looking at these little birds
on Daphne Major?

That here, 600 
miles removed
from all else,

amidst this Pacific
slate, rises a tuff crater
brimming with life

finches with greys 
and blues, feathers 
tucked in neat rows,

soft browns bellies
streaked with white   
genus after

genus: long beaks 
for punching holes
in the cactus fruit—

precisely out of reach
of this sea of sharp
spines— finding 

the fleshy aril pulp—
and the short beaks
smashing hard seeds

with robust ease. 
Some array of 
forces here,

that these tiny 
creatures have 
partitioned their

home with such grace—
the order of this natural 

world, carving life in flux
with its blind eye.












SIDEWALK SONG

I am in a new year,

though yesterday’s lock,

its brass shoulder 

clangs heavy behind

me, concrete bounce

dragging dull shine:

how I have heard

that clack ring and ring:

I am not that year,

but your metal psalm

strikes verse after verse

with no great finale










CRAFT

That little ring,
its mute yellow-gold
thick and round—
I had seen it on the bedside
table, early on Sundays as I  
snuck into my parent’s room—
felt it pressed against my skin

and when my father 
handed it to me one day—
I palmed its warmth,
rolled its sheen under 
my kneading thumb, felt 
its convex shank,
its intermittent ridges: crimped
perpendicular into unending
edges— sliding round 
the inner band, catching 
his initials with my index finger

and he told me of his father,
scoring the carving wax
with compass circling
that center point, having been 
set to perfect mandrill loop,



and the furnace roaring
on that amorphous bar,
it flowing in on itself—
and when the wax had melted
away in the plaster cast,
the liquid gold spun 
into negative space,
filling that dark cavern

and he cracked open the rough 
shell, white dust pluming
in the workbench light,
revealing the new form,
handling its weight—
and the torch’s utter heat
lighting up the pulsing
orange-red depth, 

forcing that metal 
with forming hammer,
heat and metallic pangs
clipping stem, working shape 
into bending symmetry
with forceps, clipping tiny 
sharp valleys, running under
buffing wheel— etching J D W 
on the hidden interior,
known to wearer,
known to maker,
and known to me

and I can still feel that heat—
of the worn metal rolling
in my closing palm:
of my father sliding
it on his fourth finger 
for the first time, grinning
at the mastery of it all:
and of Papa, wiping
his work with the polishing
cloth for the final time,
iterations of soft friction
driving dust from every 
ridge and crimp and edge,
delivering its perfection.













ALMOST MEN

That night, we got the pistol
BB gun from the top 
drawer, loaded the copper
pellets one-by-one,
round and small 
and clicking—
that metal neat on the table
next to the Camel Blues,
perfect cardboard corners

the porch light stopped
working before we ever moved in,
candle wick flickering,
drowning in pooling wax,
citronella sitting in the heavy air, 
you blind-pulled a Keystone
from the case:
cold and tight and beading
drops in the August humidity

walked barefoot among 
the fresh-cut grass, blades
sticking to naked ankles,
we balanced the can 
on a sprinkler head
there, waiting, bundled
in symmetric pressure


you drank the last 
bronze ring of Wild Turkey
slipping so easily,
no wince or squint
just the abrupt union
of neck and hand
and glass—

and you palmed the grip,
black metal so fitting,
wrapping, curling
feeling all the power
pent up on 
your index finger,
the can, the CO2 
full and pressing
and contained

one-eye focus
haze buzzing
in all peripheries,
blue and grey and still
and you took your last
breath, squeezing ribs
sternum, lungs 
into unmoving
unalive precision



retracted that finger
felt the resistance,
the release,
night snapping
back, the barrel 
kicking up, away
recoiling from it all.

I imagine that copper
spinning— angry, threading
the 2am hypersonic 
but I saw it, not 
flying, but ripping
piston-tunneling 
the thin metal can,

the bursting foam,
it letting itself go,
at first, with hissing,
screaming escape
but then slowly
spray turns to pour
turns to drip 
turns to dry

the sound of clearing
      the chamber
the feeling of safety
      returning.
- 21 -

CANOPY

He came barreling
in with the same force
as his handshake:

outstretched far
too early, crushing 
my unsuspecting hand.

A friend of my roommate, 
we three sat in the rented
dinghy at the lake, burning

up in late July, catching 
nothing until the bugs 
had taken enough of us 

and my roommate and I, 
having been sent to college 
after a brief dance with summer, 

listened between the whirring 
of the baitcast reels
to his stories of Tarrytown

tree climbing competitions,
arborists from across
the state having hauled


truckfulls of throwlines,
spurs, harnesses, and 
chainsaw boots 

ready to scale those 
mammoth trees— wrapping
his arms around the rough

trunks, the yellow leather
gloves finding hold on
endless rows of bark, moving 

from branch to branch,
leaving behind the noise
of that forest crowd—

and I closed my eyes,
sinking into the utter
silence of those trees,

imagined reaching 
hand over hand,
delivering myself

from that forest heat,
spiraling through
the thinning canopy.


CHASM

In a computer program called R,
a + sign means thinking

and when the numbers have been sorted
somewhere deep in this slender laptop

the program calls back, sliding up view
flaunting its success, its thoroughness—

there is no error here but my own:
white characters scratched 

into undulating blackness,
that thick, glazed midnight:

they cannot be taken back
such that when I have forgotten 

this or that, a // or a “
and the + sign appears,

taunts my waiting
with its flawless optimism, 

my answer under the film
of binary perfection

thinking for only the shortest moment
and with a flash of white and grey

and orange alert, neat and cutting,
it reads my error back to me,

rejects the parameters of my asking—
I expect there is no thought

after this thought,
no deliberation in this world 

and I am forced back into myself,
walking through that dark chasm
 
slated so far beneath human inquiry.














OCEANVIEW WINE & SPIRITS


To the man riding his bike
holding a 6-pack of pumpkin ale:

it would be best to fasten a basket to the bars
or a milk crate over the back wheel,

lest the inevitable rutting 
take hold of that front tire,

twist it beyond the reach 
of one-hand corrections. 

I do not know whether you 
or the beer will waste first

but one thing is certain:
pumpkins split on asphalt






FIRST YEAR

sherbet skies   dripping
thick serums
gray   aftertaste

you stood on your bed
palming the   plaster 
   lungs grabbing 

ghost-water rising    slipping
up your ribs    
the dry walls laughing

death tastes like
the ceiling dust
you    kissed

     screaming  as phantom surgeon 
entered dorm room operating 
room     lights   surging

swatting at 
invisible    sniper
red dot       dancing 

on your     chest
ripping at the grey 
sweatshirt—  bullet-hole-to-be

    you asked for the goldfish one 
by one   told me to tell you
it would be okay

I called your brother
grabbed your cold forearm
held you from   it all

shivering   into light dreams
in the morning you wore 
a collared shirt   tucked

into neatly pressed
khakis, hair parted
from one linear swoop 

took a taxi to the airport













VERBUM FUGIT

I remember rhythmic case, 
time-set by the periodic tap
of Father’s ruler,
brushing away chalk and dust
from Wheelock’s 
cracking spine: light 

shed on that heft, 
Caesar’s Bellum Gallicum, 
clean with principle,
robust and hearty,
pounding into
thicker wood. 

Somnium Scipionis,
Cicero’s cosmic 
symphony dancing 
on the chords. Beauty in 
the broken. When the dirt 
was gone, only

pulsing awe
remained. A secret 
warmth. I remember how 
you made me feel,
but your face fades 
into the annals 
of navy blazer white space.

HOME

When darkness had flooded 
these hills, father and his friends 
rode in with pickups, no headlights,
flying through the backyard
utterly ruining the wet grass.

They tracked dirt everywhere.
Staring out my window, having
cracked it just enough to spy
on this midnight act, I saw
them pass the living room

couch over the porch rail, 
its weight too much 
for the smaller man
receiving it, corralling 
its absolute gravity in his chest— 

heard the swift and hushed Shit!
as it crashed into that fresh
mulch, its yellow floral-print
fabric pressing down into
mother’s lilies.





 

A LOVE POEM

I sit like a child at 
a haircut, stiff as the
 
scissors edge around
the ear, stainless steel

pressed cold on new
skin, because now 

my chin points to the top
of the mirror, my shoulders

locked and back, my fingers 
kneading palm ridges,

and my eyes track
your hand, twirls

a single blade, light
sliding down the honed

edge, having been worked
on the leather, sinusoidal  

forging, into squinting 
sharpness – the hair floats

onto the upturned blade
and folds over, splitting

under duress— and I 
feel that precision 

slice through the thick
soap, and graze along

stubble, deliberate 
strokes, the sound 

of heavy sandpaper 
leaving  something new 

from upper cheek 
down jaw bone,

held taut by your thin 
fingers to my throat,

I close my eyes, sinking
into the feeling 

of metal through 
neck contours,

my breathing shallow
as the blade inches

down the center
line, the last

touch— my eyes 
lift from their refuge,

shoulder’s released
from their hold,

and I smell the clubman
in your palms.














PULSE

Is there beauty
on this yellow
legal-pad?

As I peer
up and down,
eyes splitting

time for this 
imitation dance,
this fine point

having been pressed
into waiting
lines— losing itself

into these little
scribbles— finite
game of bleeding

out through 
these new semi-
permanent symbols:

and I know this sheet
will be thumbed
and thinned,

edges retired
from glory once 
crisp and straight,

to some curling, 
tearing limpness,
inching its senile tide

from every edge,
having been folded
and slid and pressed



out again for one
last glance
before being

forgotten in manila 
folder attics,

yet in this moment
my pen lifts and drops—
but does not lift again,

the loop-end of the a
deciding its brevity
too brief

it struts on
sliding in majesty
far beyond its intended

termination, jumping 
into the adjacent 
shoulder of forming c

curling over
the upper hook
and with one determined

pivot, gliding back—
back over itself:
iteration of shoulder,

of base, 
accelerating up
again outreaching

itself, crashing 
into near-vertical,
extending high 

and smooth
to crisp stop,
slipping down
its already made
self, invisible 
rewrite

and the ink
curls up for 
one last bow

flaring tail,
flick of wrist,
thinning to end

and then the sudden
lift and shift 
and crossing of t

and I pause
taking in the whole
page, its choppy

rushed notes
falling above
and below 

the flawless guide
lines, unfazed 
by the apparent 

rules to this little
world, yet
in the bottom corner

has come this odd 
stroke, its fluid
whorls stand

alone, equal parts
old-world and
revolution

having broken
the collegiate
anxiousness
returning to rhythm
of navy sweaters:
right elbow moving 

in unison to the teacher’s
tapping of blackboard,
to waves of semi-letters,

dotted directors 
to-be-formed, left
hand flat on the desk

pen sitting gently
in tripod hold,
aligning forearm and thumb,

copying those large
perfect loops,
always awaiting finishing

touches in 10:30
penmanship.














TUESDAY

When the first plane hit,
I was doing long division.
The teacher said there was 

a plane crash— my mother
picked us up from school,
plane two sobered

intent from accident. 
In the car, I thought 
my favorite lighthouse 

had fallen, I pictured
a prop-plane crumbling
on the bricks.

I asked why we 
had to leave school:
the smoke. I held my
 
breath between the
car and the front door,
found dad in the kitchen. 

I remembered the smoke,
ran my finger along
the soft window caulking,


they said it was in the city—
I pictured stone columns cracking
at the museum with wooly mammoths.

























ON WHAT MY BODY SAYS

I never saw 
the red ring,
but I know

you came: I
am the new vector
to your purpose.

	*
What do you 
say to the knees,
that grind bone
on bone? to the legs

that waste under 
bedsheets from 
morning to night?

fingers shake out 
a signature in regression;
elbows hinge on corrupt advances,

the Bannwarth 
circuitry to pain,
new weight
on my heaving 



chest: my words
no word to the 
objective world,      

daughters carried
to the bathroom,
sons come home
from college,

IV clinic in 
the basement:
malpractice
the only light,

Borrelia playing
tricks on litmus,
three bands

not enough for
Father’s eye:
he sees above

the churning 
and the aches,
peripheral block

to a simplistic  
bliss, eighty percent—
enough for a whole,


where is the
Mother to my 
suffering? 

So were you 
ever here?

the finer clothes
tell me no—
but my body 
wilts to 
another song.





















INFLECTION

And of this dark forest,
grey and brown, having lost
itself to its floor

color trampled beneath
me, the pounding of dirt
and leaves and my lungs—

is there anything left
but this woody death?
that bitter wind cuts

the last life, ripping
carefully formed stems
once green and wet, 

warm in the animation
of spring’s heat—
thrown into the blind

torrents of this new
dust-to-be.
I am working to get

these thin breaths, 
lifting my shoulders
and chest to force 


this November air
into my grabbing lungs—
this tree world

violent in its own 
end: jarring optic
from each pounding

stride, shaking
each bone
of these bare trees

in the haze of 
periodic peripheries, 
another stride

straining the propulsion
of these legs,
filling with acid

of burning through
and through, hinging 
on last stem

how much longer
can we stand this 
deciduous law?

until that red maple
having been made bare
on nearly every slender branch

bearing autumns last
heart among this sweeping
loss— its points piercing

undulating vestige,
anthocyanin holding
the forest’s final red 

blood left to pump
legs for this final
stretch, chest finding 

new life, driving deeper
into this thick forest gash.



INK

How do I think of 
the numbers 
and not forget
the words?

charts have cloaked
the faces— light 
dissipating in the white
space of this page—

dates and codes 
obscuring identity
under the guises 
and goodwill of protection.

Let me not forget
the names that I 
will never know— 
that they are names,

that behind these 
careful notes lives 
something fuller—
there is color coursing

under this black and white
world: to each there 
are strokes that
drip with amber life.  
 ON MOVEMENT AND CESSATION

Beginnings of Nuremberg 
and one hand:
two-hands tinkerer 
pins and wedges
tapered and measured

cut and set
undoubtedly failed
undoubtedly imagining

a new world
aligned in period 
to the tempo 
of the forward mind
but verge escapement
driving foliot bar
shining with the gleam
of wealth worn 
on the chest
is held to winding 
twice per day
hours lost in the carelessness
of gravity’s blind eye

and so the hands continued
bending and flexing
and curving from fresh metal
it wound tightly about itself
approaching equal count
until that mainspring
had been ticked enough

lost neatly compressed
potential: isochronism 
buried six feet under
the steepness of a torque curve 
all fleeting to the laws 
of a conserved world

what fine craftsmen
shall keep count
beyond the two-day life
of this balance wheel?

what is of time then
when these springs
and bars and gears slow
to swollen oscillation? 
to stop?








NESSUN DORMA

Water played on the countertops,
having jumped the docks and slipped the doors,

come up the three brick steps to the kitchen,
soaking through and through that navy carpet,

ripping into neatly stood books 
and the chess set that Papa carved by hand,

those horses swimming, sinking, the last game
and yet, above it all, three cabinets weathered

the great torment, absorbing 
that violent, dark spray— holding.

So that when they cleared the streets enough
for dad and me to return, and we waded through

trash and bikes and hauled the fallen trees
from the deck, and he threw away the keys

because the door was already gone— we
found what had been done, carved through,

swirled and whipped and slammed— we looked
for anything left, anything to bring back to prove

it wasn’t all gone, sixty years having been swallowed
and then we opened those high cabinets, 

wood softened and stained, found 
Papa’s vinyl records, pressed side-to-side

tall and thin, cardboard mosaic sleeves 
of blues, reds, and yellows and the occasional 

fraying edge. We loaded the records 
in plastic bins— and the rest: black bags

tossed into the blind dumpster, for three days
ridding the plundered.  

Years later, when the houses shined
with glossy floors and fresh white paint,

my father bought a record player
and on a Sunday morning we aligned 

that mess of wires, carefully laid the vinyl
on the platter, placed the needle

in a groove, and with an initial crackle
it began to spin— and through those speakers

came the confidence of Calaf, that triumphant
tenor, hope hanging from his booming 

unknowable words.


