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I still love your plump, junkie
ass,

How you keep almost dyin’
young,

Your scratchy, nervous whiskey
talk.

 


I’m still hooked on the sober
home

We never shared, the way
cops

Leered at us, your calls from
rehab,

 


Your battles with customs
agents,

The creative creeps you slept
with,

The binges, the needles, the
tears,

 


The love sickness, the
disorganization,

The prayers, The poems and
diary

Pages tossed everywhere. Your
men

 


Are useless like me, rotting
away

In desert slums, wasting their
lives

On Alaskan salmon boats. I gave
you:

 


A white horse that feeds
itself,

A rosebush that needs no
water,

A marriage without a jealous
bone;

 


But I had no business
painting

Spring around your rusty
eyes,

Smoothing over your jagged
heart

 


Or imagining you could ever
change.
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She pouts cunningly

And winks slyly,

Sitting on a battered
mattress.

The bed is a sinking life
raft

In a sea of empty bottles,

Half-finished books

And unanswered mail.

 


My codependency

In her weary arms

Is a thin, wooden door

Holding back an inferno.

I mock her world view.

She still believes in true
love.

 


The doorbell rings.

A white van is parked out
front.

The engine is running.

Two shadowy figures remain,

One at the driving wheel

The other tending the
supplies.

A ten-year-old boy emerges,

Coughs up a balloon of
herion.

Upstairs she pulls out her
rig.

“You can watch, if you want
to.”

 


Structured environments

Just kill her,

And language games

Piss her off.

That’s why she just

Had to drop it all:

The jobs,

The roommates,

The boyfriends,

Everything.

 


She keeps the suburbs

In her threadbare coat
pocket

In case she needs an
ashtray.

She has all the liquor
stores

Memorized:

Their hours,

Their prices,

All the clerks’ names.

 


She keeps me company,

Wears my loneliness

Around her neck

Like a bad-luck charm.

I whine at her back porch,

Like all the other ones:

Stray-cat, boy-men,
drifters

Magnetized to her doorstep.

 


Equilibrium scares her.

Peace and quiet seem
ominous.

Something has got to give.

Usually it’s her.

Crazy people

Are always too generous.

She says,

“It’s always the poor who
give.”

 


She buys my beers,

Pays for my taxi rides,

Stays up till 4:00AM

To listen to my nonsense.

 


Feeling her fingers

Scratch my scalp slowly,

I jibber some mush

About the nature of
consciousness.

She says I think too much.

I don’t know what to do about
that.

 


On the way to the door,

We kiss.

The alcohol on her breath

Smells good.

We kiss.

The tobacco on her breath

Smells good.

The yellow-fog-dirt-street is
watching.

I go.

 


The sun rises as I fall
asleep,

Down.

The law of entropy

Frightens me so.

But the world takes

A long time to disappear.

 


We all rise to find

We haven’t lost anything

Except the time it took

To paint all our rainbows
blue.
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Faith is the hope of things the eye
sees not.

Hope is the vanity of that heroin
horse kick.

Vanity, you sweet, sexy thing, I love
you.

 


I’m singing to get out of my own
skin.

I’m singing to that drug in my
veins

Pouring out of every pore of my
face.

 


Dominique, if you can hear across
this,

Our continent of white American
loneliness,

I will shout my little gospel song to
you.

 


Jesus is just one head of a
three-headed God

Who bears us in hard-labored child
birth,

Loves us like a mama with a shotgun
heart

 


And then fries us up like Shiva do
before

He fires off that Lingam seed that
starts

The heavy, hot, game of life and
death,

 


All over again. Oh mercy me, I think
I’m

Overloading those Crown Chakra
circuits

With too many megabytes of poetic
data.

 


Ten thousand miles of shoreline rip
past my

Mind’s eye and crowd my gray matter
with

The filth and froth of the five
hundred cities

 


I’ve walked every street of till a
closet full

Of every kind of shoe lay worn to the
sole,

As I am worn now to the soul.
“Nearer

 


My God to Thee,” may I walk my
hippie

Way, a path that sometimes excludes
You.

My Love, My Love, I was never quite
true.
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I was always lighting one more
candle

In my broken heart, calling you,
through

Fire and love. And like a Roswell
UFO

Believer, my far-out prayers were
alien.

 


We’ll remember your honest
kindness

In the face of our indecision.
Thanks

For letting me dream on your
sholder.

Thanks for picking up the phone so
often.

 


It has not been a friendly world for
dreamers.

I’m not ashamed to have been one of
many

Who held to your words and your
voice

Like anyone seeking a life raft in the
wake

 


Of the overturned ship of a life and
state.

You just “got it.” We never had to
explain

Ourselves or struggle to justify our
actions.

You already knew and forgave
everything.

 


Even now, I envy you, can feel your
freedom.

There is a time when the song must
carry

Itself over the airwaves. It’s a noble
thing

To let the world do its work. You
retired

 


When the work was done. Down
here,

We’re still clinging to the fraying
threads

Of an unravelling life-fabric. I’m
still

Lighting those candles, still calling
you.
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And there you are again

On a side street in El Paso

With your botched make up

And your Frank Sinatra pose

Singing White Rabbit

A cappella

To a crowd of four people,

Your voice shaking and
cracking

Below the slivered gold
ring

Of the sun's corona in
totality.


But this time the papers

Never come; it just gets
dark

And everyone gets on with their
lives.

 


An eclipse • Is just too rare to live
for.
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That City which once opened
up

Before me like a lotus
budding

Uncontrollably in concentric
circles

Leading to baskets of poetic
gold.

Everything seemed to
permeate

Everything, and all of silly
romance

Was interwoven with the
concrete.

Oh it was a blackened concrete
bouquet.

It was as if steel had become
juicy.

But it turned out to be a
microchip

When viewed accurately from
space

Or from the highest floors I'm
renting,

In the loftiest abodes leading
directly

To my final bankruptcy.
Dominique,

I am toasting to you, drinking
alone,

But righteously, called directly
by

My Franco-Catholic God. A
friend

More or less confessed he was
dying.

Of course he knew I knew two
weeks

Before even the doctors knew.
But

Everyone knows I usually know those
things,

So they don't ask. But still, you
remind me

Of urban perfection, when both San
Francisco

And Detroit breathed in flames of
words.
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I found a heart

As easy to open

As a book of liquor store
matches.

 


There was a bachelor’s
degree,

Unframed, wrinkled,

One corner eaten by moths.

 


An untuned guitar lay

In an overstuffed closet

With one broken string.

 


I found a black-light
poster

Of a naked man and woman

Locked in an orange and purple
embrace.

 


Curious eyes looked out

From a weathered face

Which served as a
barricade.

 


There was a woman in tears,

A hard winter

And paperwork left
unfinished.

 


I found a tape machine

Playing an endless loop

Of one chord that was
honest.

 


A voice called out low and
dark

With a child-like certainty

What felt like the arms of
God.

 


Faith on this street

Turns up like a joker

With prayers sharp as
needles.
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The yogi and the poet and
the scientist always said

The Universe is the
condition of every possible

Combination arising and
not arising. From eternity,

 


Or at least billions of
years ago, matter, atoms,

And pulsing subatomic
waves, existed in such a way

That, given millions and
millions of centuries

 


To experiment, something like a Joie
Cook could,

Under the right conditions, occur. And
since

Infinity has an infinite number of
chances, it was

 


Certain that eventually the Cosmos
would reveal

Its propensity to create such a
strange, wonderful,

And wildly blissful creature. There is
no escaping

 


The reality that reality contains a
Joie Cook seed

Within it. And so that seed blossomed
before us

In the form of words, music, paint and
photographs.

 


There was never a time, and never will
be a time,

When the world could exist in such a
way that she

Is not a possibility at any given
moment. However

 


Many bodies it takes, however many
eons in space

It may take, matter will one day find
itself forming

In that exact set of permutations
required for her

 


To be made manifest. Although the form
might not

Be found at any given instant, the
potential of that

Particular formation of sparks, plasma
and carbon

 


To burst into our lives as love, sex,
poetry, color

And song, is ever present, and always,
eternally

Joie. She is every bit the preexistent
foundation,

 


And post-existent freedom from all
limitations,

As anything ever was or
will be. She remains

That treasure from the heart of the
inner workings

 


Of all conceivable worlds, and she
remains after

Those worlds are gone, holding within
her cells

All of the molecules necessary to
bring any other

 


World into being. It was not in her
nature to linger

In the endless and boring corridor of
old age for long.

Being part bird, part reptile and
fully human,

 


She was tied to motion, the rapid
movement

Of the paint brush across the surface
of any surface,

The frenetic journey of the fingers up
and down

 


Guitar fretboards and the bodies of
those who loved her.

This knowledge which cannot be known
by thinking

Was the source of her courage. This
kind of knowing,

 


Which does not require the knower to
know that she

Knows it, was the reason she always
and forever lives,

And lives, as the prophet
said, with abundance.

 


I loved her before I met her, knowing
that something

Like her must exist and reveal itself.
I love her now,

While I know her, knowing each
particle has done

 


Its job perfectly. Although her time
on our streets

Grows short, and though the decades of
not seeing her

Will be hard, we know that she is
always, eternally, Joie.
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We view ourselves

Only from the corners

Of our own eyes,

Praying our greedy prayers

With hands falling

Lazily into each other's.

 


We dance around truth,

Loving and criticizing

Secretly between the lines

Of white space and text,

Patronizing one another's
demons,

Dressing shared skeletons.

 


I rub your fragile
shoulders,

Try to talk you down

From the tree you're stuck
in

And caress the curves

Of your muscular spine,

Hoping to love away the
storm.

 


My own simple purpose —

To tend your aching thighs

As a cherished
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