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advanced praise:

 

john compton is a poet who marches to the beat of his own drum. Yes, “the thud of my heart dances” when I read about his speaker “nursing [] fingers out of rigor mortis.” And, yes, sometimes the titles (“you’ll never want me because your wife’s too clingy”, “i’m afraid you’re only as real as your ghost”, “i wear you like a blood clot”) masterfully say it all. compton is clear-eyed (“i understand how to become lonely”) and forever optimistic (“we can be beautiful again”), adamant in his refusal to let bleakness take over. Seeing compton’s work, I am left with so much hope about poetry’s future. Our young poets are going to be just fine.

—Michael Chang, poet and author of Toy Soldiers and Synthetic Jungle

 

john compton’s house as a cemetery is a raw and unfiltered look at grief, queerness, and the emotional aftermath of living through trauma. These poems don’t hold back—they expose what most people try to keep buried. There’s anger here, and heartbreak, but also a sharp honesty that makes the work impossible to ignore. compton writes with urgency and purpose, making this collection feel less like a book and more like a necessary act of survival. 

—Emanuel Xavier, poet and author of Still, We Are Sacred

 

Poet john compton has crafted yet another haunting poetry collection in house as a cemetery. Although the aura of death oozes through each of these poems, there is also a sense of titillating and masterfully described sensual voyeurism in poems like “the almost certainties of death” when the speaker describes “the pearl fattiness glistening” from “the bight & warm layer of meat,” and “my fingers nurse your fingers/out of rigor mortis” “I found them executing your wounds.” There is also beauty in the presence of death when compton describes a photograph of “a man/kisses a lady… their white frowzy hair/speaks depths” in “inanimate stranger.” 

 

I love the way compton evokes the image of the tulips as “a sonata drifted in the backdrop./ i was elated to see his mother” There are times where compton’s speakers are Vampire like delighted with the details in of death in poems like “i brand myself so lovers know” when he describes, “my lovers will have their eyes chewed/like olives from a martini.” Elegant and often unexpurgated view of limbs, muscles, body and private parts, within these raw descriptions lie the genius of compton’s voice and work where he can find moments of beauty in lines like “you wrote a eulogy/ on the scaffolding of my back.” In lament for the dead. My favorite Poem in house as a cemetery is “i want to sew stones inside” where the speaker eloquently laments:

 

“beat. exhale. heartbeat. inhale. / a rumble of stomach. the giggle  / hollow from your lungs through / your chest to my ear to my brain— / i love you in many languages / yet silence is best.”

 

house as a cemetery is a perfect addition to john compton’s memorable and eclectic canon of Poems. The way this poet faces death of beautifully will inspire every reader to dive inside and cherish the life outside the spine of this dark yet masterwork of mortality, expertly resurrected by john compton.

—Adrian Ernesto Cepeda, Editor of Anger is a Gift: An Anthology of Resistance and Response Poems to the 2024 Elections, Poet & Author of La Belle Ajar, We Are the Ones Possessed and La Lengua Inside Me

 

In house as a cemetery, john compton leads us “on a tour / identifying every dead thing.” On display is the grotesque, the sensual, and the transformative, as one poem reveals to us a ghost whose “eyes bleed a sunset / that makes my horizon / break open.” The poems here are also alive with writers like Anne Sexton, Allen Ginsberg, and “caconrad in the backdrop immolating poetry.” Through the death-drive and an ever-menacing world “where gay men / are sin,” rises an urge in these poems to celebrate the body and reincarnate. And always through them, shines language, as the author sings, “i will seize your city, / plant words / in every inhabited region / & let a forest / with my gay poems / breed.”

—Paul Hlava Ceballos, poet and author of banana [ ]

 

In his latest collection house as a cemetery, john compton continues to sing his solitary song with the voice of a pure poet. He is a poet of rare talent whose work cuts the cloth of everyday language into a magic carpet of longing, lust, and love. His work transcends his life and thus triumphs over the stark realities of a world on fire and the constraints of his everyday life. A house is a cemetery – a graveyard of singing restless spirits who speak through him and to him. john’s work has a rugged honesty and a relentless insistence on bold images that swirl around his words. He has managed to publish an impressive quantity of work at a young age ---yet always he demonstrates a unique ability to create more brilliant and captivating work with each new publication. He is a born poet who will die writing beautiful poems in a house of spirits that is a cemetery of memories.

—Jim Dunn, poet and author of Angry Bull’s Cadence

 

A poet can tell you things you know but don’t quite articulate: “somewhere in the universe / you are collecting a solar system,” john compton tells us, for instance. A poet can also surprise the way something ordinary can be seen anew: “the mind is a safety pin” we are told in this book. A poet can make us feel that a line of verse is not unlike a Chagall painting, where “the steel roof flutters / like a bird, a broken wing”. Next time you are in London, look at Big Ben again friends, and remember that john compton said “big ben hovers like a broken finger”. See, friends, poets look at the world and see it anew. Do you need more proof? Well, forget London, next time you are in your house, remember that a house “sits, skeleton bare to the elements”. But most importantly, sometime the poets tell us like it is. So, next time you see our 45/7 president embarrass us on TV or in the news, be consoled that john compton has told us that “his flags flap on the back of big trucks— the scripture of small penises.” And that, friends, is the truth.

—Ilya Kaminsky, poet and author of Deaf Republic

 

john compton’s house as a cemetery is a tapestry of eclectic free verse that reminds me of Samhain’s veil, as it escorts readers into the pulse of death’s kaleidoscope. Each poem a window into a different point of view, many poems from a speaker who teaches us something new to see about rebirth, belonging, about demise. Enlisting strong diction that’s both wise and gripping, some of compton’s poems invite us into the womb, while others take us to the end of the beginning, from inevitable endings, like reaper angels guarding an unusual artist’s reborn holy scripture. compton also weaves tributes to poets, assigning diverse poetic structures that evoke tears and beg for fresh new questions. “the moon hovers like a street lamp,” so readers wax and wane with her, cycling through an unforgiving world, of which compton enlists razor sharp imagery. The result is long overdue reckonings, the brutal braiding with the beautiful, like life’s many graveyards. This brilliant collection of poetry is a breath of fresh afterlife, in an era where mailboxes hoard grief and too many bills, and apologies yearn for a good old-fashioned love letter. I would recommend all of john compton’s poetry collections, but house as a cemetery contains a poem for everyone, a headstone to reverence or burn down within the reader. john compton reminds me why poets can heal and salvage a world full of far too much fear, too many thriving cemeteries.

—K.R. Morrison, poet, educator, and author of Cauldrons
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i have found terribler things

in words               they’ve forced me to realize

 

lineage          between embalming fluid

                     & the origin 

    


    
the almost certainties of death 

a few snips & the blood is effortless:

like ribbons:   like worms:   like paint:

     the palms of their hands

                    are rich with code blue.

 

the men come away with the skin

mad on methamphetamine.

 

i ponder, wide-eyed 

& paralyzed, how the underside

of my abdomen appears.

that bright & warm layer of meat.

the pearl fattiness glistening.

blood dripping from the edges

of the cut flap.

coagulating.      the brine smell.

 

the thud of my heart dances

studying my breath     trying 

to calculate the pain—

    


    
i found them executing your wounds

(your laughter

is as golden

 

as the skin

of mowed wheat

we dance on)

 

i ran

toward dogs

 

flagrantly 

 

one of their heads

raise from your stomach,

blood-masked,

to search my voice—

another’s mouth

chews on your hand

unbothered

 

i lay beside what is left

of your carcass

 

weeping into your hair

matted with saliva

my fingers nurse your fingers

out of rigor mortis

    


    
post-pregnant lady holding her baby

the gray man

is curious

 

at the

widow

 

thumbing trails of embalming fluid

from her son’s cheek
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