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For Sylvia and Nicholas and Eden


What starts on the ground will end up soaking into the ground forever.

— ANNE CARSON
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THE GILDED AUCTION BLOCK


THE PRESIDENT VISITS THE STORM

“What a crowd! What a turnout!”

—DONALD TRUMP, TO VICTIMS OF HURRICANE HARVEY

America you’re what a turnout great

Crowd a great crowd big     smiles America

The hurricane is everywhere     but here an

Important man is talking here     Ameri-

ca the important president is talking

And if the heavens open up the heavens

Open above the president     the heavens

Open to assume him bodily into heaven

As they have opened to assume great men

Who will come back     and bring the end with them

America he     trumpets the end of your

Suffering both swan     and horseman trumpeting

From the back of the beast the fire and rose are one

On the president’s bright head     the flames implanted

To make a gilded crown America

The hurricane is everywhere     but here

America a great man is a poison

That kills the sky the weather in the sky

For who America     can look above him

You’re what a great a crowd big smiles the ratings

The body     of a storm is a man’s body

It has an eye and everything in the eye

Is dead     a calm     man is a man who has

Let weakness overcome his urge for death

America the president is talking

You’re what a great a turnout     you could be

Anywhere but your anywhere is here

And every inch     of the stadium except those

Feet occupied by the stage     after his speech will

Be used to shelter those displaced by the storm

Except those feet     occupied by the they’re

Armed folks     police assigned to guard the stage

Which must remain in place for the duration

Of the hurricane except those feet     of dead

Unmarked space     called The Safety Zone between

Those officers and you     you must not vi-

olate The Safety Zone you must not leave

The Safety Zone the     president suggests

You find the edge     it’s at a common     sense

Distance it is     farther than you can throw

A rock     no farther than a bullet flies
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I FIGHT HIM (ANN PARKER)

I fell and broke     my arm some time ago

’Cause my right side am dead     and me

I tries to crawl     / Off ’n the bed

I is a hundred three years old

When I gets back from the hospital

They ties me in this chair

I was a grown

Woman at the end of the war

The boy who helps me up and down

He wasn’t raised like me he don’t / Got the same manners

but     / We old ones know we still is got to be polite

To you white ladies

Daughter     did I tell you

My mammy Junny was a queen     in Africa

And I ain’t had no daddy

’Cause queens don’t marry yes     / She was a queen

And when she told them     at the farm

They bowed

She told them not to tell it tell     the master and they didn’t tell

But when the white folks wasn’t lookin’     / She was a queen

The boy     who ties and

Unties the rope he     / Says it don’t matter who my mammy was

now that we’s free

He fusses and I fight him and

he says a queen don’t act that way

Daughter     you make sure you tell him

’Cause he don’t know

And you don’t know

A queen won’t die a slave



EVERYTHING I KNOW ABOUT BLACKNESS I LEARNED FROM DONALD TRUMP

“Frederick Douglass is an example of somebody who’s done an amazing job and is being recognized more and more, I notice.”

—DONALD TRUMP

America I was
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DISPLAY FOOD




















SONNET FOR DESIREE FAIROOZ PROSECUTED FOR LAUGHING AT JEFF SESSIONS’ CONFIRMATION HEARING



















WE’LL GO NO MORE A ROVING




















AFTER CARRIE KINSEY’S LETTER TO THEODORE ROOSEVELT



























































PURCHASE




















IF YOU SEE SOMETHING, SAY SOMETHING



















THE ROLE OF THE NEGRO IN THE WORK OF ART

















THE BROWN HORSE ARIEL























AFTER A PHOTOGRAPH OF A TOWN HOUSE IN THE LAFAYETTE PARK RESIDENTIAL DISTRICT DETROIT





















AWAITING THE GUNS












GUNS WILL BE GUNS
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