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Escape Clause

PROWLING THE STEAMY, fetid swamp

of the flickeringly-lit, rhythmically pulsing nightclub 

against the strobe-light 

backdrop of undulating bodies,

as chalky clouds 

of burning almond marijuana smoke float past,

Joe maneuvers his hulking frame between groups of other prowlers,

toward me. 

"Hey, man," he uncharacteristically pants 

in my face,

"that white girl is really down with you, man! 

She keeps asking for you like every second!"

All I can do is force a rictus smirk

tasting battery acid rising into my throat

in a cocktail of disguised disgust.

This just wasn't my night. 

I furtively eye bouncers at the exit and entrance, 

both portals (and their respective Januses) 

slightly larger and better-kept than Joe, 

but not as funny. 

Drops of perspiration fall anxiously 

from his gerri-curled slab of a forehead 

as he gives me the stink-eye, 

which I parry and counterstrike with my own. 

Now he shakes his head 

in mock shame

and sorrow. 
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THE CATCH 

is that he could dig her; 

more than I ever could. 

I raise an index and middle finger before his nose 

to simply state

"two meals. 

Whatever, 

whenever." 

He smiles broadly in agreement,

breaking his face into creased halves.

"Deal." 

He wipes beaded still-dripping sweat 

from his brow and flicks liquid 

outward onto a smaller reveler's 

already-wrinkled and soiled shark-skin suit. 
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THE YOUNGER MAN TAKES it, as he must. 

Joe returns to the dance floor to intercept 

my erstwhile suitor, 

face afire, 

her bleached blonde curls stuck 

to emphatic burning red 

cheeks. 

I watch slightly amused for a few seconds 

as he breaks out "the running man," 

and some other moves I'd never attempt,

and breeze past the sluggish heavily-muscled bouncer 

at the main entrance, 

to leap into my 85 Fleetwood

and speed off 

into the howling night.  
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Another Home
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Like a slobbering, 

slurping fat man 

sporting an uneven thin comb-over 

and wearing a t-shirt two sizes too small 

for his prodigious girth  
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CLUMSILY WADDLING INTO a creme brulee 

pastel de nata shop just opening

its doors yawning wide 

hungering for customers 

as the man’s mouth involuntarily

salivates upon being summoned. 

the nata responds to the man’s quavering 

siren call

Like the mou(r)ning dove cooing sweet lamentations of misplaced love,

From lifetimes lost.

Its voice reverberating 

against nearby conifer trees, 

carrying through wafting menthol breezes,

that cause leaves to tremble

Its soft flute call beckons listeners feathered (and not) to bow head in respectful solace. 
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LIKE A TEN SECOND (or longer) morning 

embrace where your head fits 

snugly just below my chin, locking into place, 

as my arms wrap around yours 

and pull you tighter, and we both deeply moan.

Home is like when my weary shaven head, 

brow furrowed deeply in unnecessary paranoia, finally surrenders to the day; 

its neck muscles sag 

upon your extended shoulder

meeting it half-way, catching 

its gradual downward slide.

We sit as one, watching another 

mind-warping,

inane other-eye-of-Polyphemus 

flickering TV truffle. 

It's not about the glazed facade. 

Never was.
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Ode to a Pig
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I meander past

abandoned empty

solitary stone

faced

cold, damp

standing obviously-obdurate

ruins 

decorated in endless cursive streams 

––––––––
[image: ]


OF SPRAY-PAINTED GRAFFITI. 
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I PEEP SUSPICIOUSLY, surreptitiously, 

through tired eyes 

and a gaping square

in rusted metal fencing facing a family 

of rainbow-mottled pigs loping along

their constrained garbage-strewn course field. 

When I whistle Mozart, a small round wet 

pink snout leading crusty bereft eyes juts

innocently toward me in recognition

through rusted-rotted knotted wire.

I hurl a handful of large, thick wrinkled carrots over the leaning fence

to communicate that
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THEIR JUST-SO INNOCENCE registers.
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Elevator to Hades
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The grey, turquoise sky sorrowfully weeps 

my name

In heaving gasps
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ITS SPIRALING IVORY cotton letters drip down through hot stale air

Pregnant with paused expectation, 

and an occasional gull wafting through
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ITS DISTENDED BELLY ripe with prickling dread

From the drooling infant’s mewling maw
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OF SILENT HEAVEN.
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When falling twilight pales 

before your glowing gaze

your glimmering visage outshines dawning light

The rising moon yields its envious place

while stars dim faint below your humbling might

Your raspberry lips swell, then burn and flame

Their sweetly salted taste rich velvet red

One more nervous kiss would wake the world, too tame,

And leave my slow-smoldering soul to rapture wed.

Ravishing wife, let me wondrously wander where your warm baked breasts rise,

To savor fruited flavor blossoming from your sighs

Throbbing heart, your beauty’s sacrifice

would serenely surge within your soul 

that cannot die

For in your kiss, the storm’s thunder sleeps

And home resounds, in each sound, and breath, from your delish lips. 
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Round and Rounds 
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Another dragging, thankless night 

drifting to my shift

Through shouted torrents of resentful rain

spat against the windshield,

wipers waving as fast as they can

Goodbye 

to gold-colored phlegm 

A thumb in my eye to get it out, 

while I repeatedly wash my face and head to prepare for the overnight onslaught.
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MAKING SOLEMN ROUNDS

climbing through the (thankfully) empty 

office tower.

Each cubicle betraying departed partner

With displayed memories
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A WEATHERED FAMILY photo, 

action figures acting 

as avatars for forlorn fantasies, 

colored pens their occupants will never use, 

belying supposed “family” staffing

frayed photos of celebrities they’ll never meet, locations they may visit one day if fortunate. 
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STEPPING THROUGH THIS lonely cemetery, occasionally I chance upon a silent break

room still bearing sufficient food 

for a decent pre-dawn snack, 

sometimes stop in somnambulistic shamblings to let the vacant eye of a wandering  chimera camera observe me as I suspiciously eye it back, 

aware of its soul-stealing ways; 

a careful truce agreed upon before 

staggering out back 

into another hall or elevator. 

When I reach the rooftop, I stand there swaying

The night winds shoving me 

closer to the straight line precipice, 
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JUST AS I STEP BACK and bend my knees 

to resist their determined entreaties

Each gust increasing in force. 

I relish the quiet peacefulness sometimes

just being able to rummage through the dank basement of forgotten memories

Dreams

without anyone but the wind 

and the night

somehow working through their disagreements

toward a common goal. 
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