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worship of the moon brought us here
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a few weeks after we met 

she said she was going to Florida

with her mother

to visit some of her family. 

I bound up a small chapbook for her 

with copy paper 

with trial and error 

with staples 

and gave it to her 
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and she asked, 

doesn’t the world have enough poets?
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and I said, 

yes, too many in fact. 
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and now, almost 10-years on, 

she may still have that little chapbook 

lying around somewhere

but it doesn’t really matter: 

there are enough poems here in 

the office

and on occasion some of them 

are poetry.
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best to put the damned thing down. 

the music stopped moving hours ago, years ago, 

all time ago.

I grow a beard. I cut a beard. I grow it again. I cut it again. 

thou shalt not be victorious.

thou shalt not be any more than a

running pondering thing. best to sit down 

and drool on the desk for a little while. 

best to schedule an oil change. 

best to do anything but scratch the itch that 

is never scratched. 

away with you, bat-eared fox chased from yard. 

away with you, hyena laughter. 

away with you, motion-activated lights 

that turn on for slow shadows. 

you see? it’s not so hard. 

best to not dwell too long on such a simple matter. 

best to put it all down or away. 

best to set it aside. 

happy birthday 

happy birthday 

happy birthday 

happy birthday 

happy birthday.
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canker sores and kidney stones
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taking the trash out is real 

paying a bill so the water won’t get shut off 

is real, 

as is making the money to pay the bill 

so the water won’t get shut off 

hell, cable TV is real 

pornography is real, alcoholism is real 
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but this poem is not real. no, 
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you are reading a fake thing written by a creature 

that does not exist 
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lightbulbs are real, car payments 

and mortgages are real, phone bills are real,

diarrhea too 
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but not this poem, not this poet 
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the same goes for the paintings in the building 

out back 

they’re just colored paste 

spread on a surface. 

the same goes for the so-called painter. 
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he’s not real 
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but canker sores and kidney stones, 

that’s a different story. 
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schadenfreude
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wormy, and weird, it comes 

in through 

the bedroom window 

and licks the pillow, right next to 

my head.

I know how this poem starts. 

sound of basement crickets 

rush of blood 

human face on locust 

a lion’s body covered in scales. 

the sting is that 

ten years ago I 

would have smiled as I wrote this poem, 

or any poem, 

I churned out a lot of shit 

back then but I felt 

in my heart and in my gut 

and in my spleen and even appendix 

in my gallbladder, too, 

that if I was not onto something 

then at least I was a writer. 

but now I’m not so sure 

and I don’t know if I need to be sure 

and I work with men who probably 

don’t even know what a poem 

is, 

I sure-as-hell don’t know 

what a poem is, or isn’t, 

so my blood thickens to 

sludge

and my thoughts slow 

the giant squid eats the submarine. 

there. you see?

I don’t know why I said that. 

but I did 

and it stays 

and you can poke me with hot irons 

on Wednesdays but not 

Thursdays, 

in afternoons but not evenings, 

for this but not that. 

oh, kid. you thought you could write a poem?

give me a call in a few years. 

that’s when you’ll start to make sense. 
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shoebox
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old cat 

catches 

blue fish in the grass, 

heaven smiles 
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flopping soul still 

damp 

from floppy life, 

they like it 
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sun sets, moon 

explodes across 

glossy 

black 

sky 
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clouds move in, 

covering the 

scene, the crime 
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old cat, 

matted fur, 

possible rabies, 

messenger of god, 

catches the sparrow 

of death 

and pulls out feather 

and wing
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no shallow grave, 

no shoebox.
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too tired to cry
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I wanted a cigarette 

so I saw down and wrote this poem 

instead:

I am trying to make it 

right—to make good decisions 

for the betterment of myself 

and 

my future, 

so I may have a real impact 

for a better world. 
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bullshit. 
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if I smoke cancer 

into my blood 

and leave this world, then that 

will be that. 
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hell, 

the world may be better off; 

it will not think of me 

or my poems or my eyes or 

my smile, 

and I will not think of it. 

I will just go. 
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but I will miss the 

bleach-hot sun and the salty 

fishy smell of the ocean coming 

ashore, 

and I will miss the smell 

of campfire smoke, 

and I will miss the changing 

of the leaves as I 

button jackets against cool evenings, 

but more than this 

I will miss the smell of perfume 

and the softness of hair, 

the feeling of warm flesh against mine 

on the nights I was too tired to sleep, 

too tired to fuck, 
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and too tired to cry. 
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