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  some of these poems have previously appeared,


  occasionally in slightly altered form,


  in:


   


  13 Myna Birds


  Black Poppy Review


  Former People


  Harbinger Asylum


  Neologism


  Piker Press


  Poetry Super Highway


  Red Eft Review


  The Scum Gentry


  Winedrunk Sidewalk


  Young Ravens


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  in the museum of unfulfilled dreams


   


   


  a house of bones


  built at the desert’s edge


   


  the gift of sorrow


   


  august’s bright blue heat carries over


  into september and i know myself to be


  blessed by any number of


   lesser saints


   


  i know the value of fear and


  the necessity of hatred


   


  god’s teeth filed down to points


   


  the maps of every town you


  no longer live in, those empty fields and


  dead end streets where we hid from the future but


  here it is and here we are


   


  distances filled with regret and


  the way regret looks like sorrow


   


  a house of meaningless words built by


  the hollow hands of ghosts


   


  and i’m 13 years old when de chirico


  forsakes america and then i’m 


  45 and standing in my own overrun back yard,


  late afternoon shadows crawling across


  scorched brown grass at the


  end of summer,


  nothing but weeds growing up where the 


  bones of christ have been planted  and


  that history never changes


   


  the last war has been lost


   


  a new one has almost arrived


   


  something to feel good about until 


  the first rotting wave of innocent corpses


  washes up to your door


   


  dying young or not at all


alone here in the
hottest part of forgotten afternoons

dreaming and then awake and
the smell of lilacs and
of gasoline

this idea of roads that go nowhere

of lives that burn like houses
and then fade

and what happens is that
everything beautiful is destroyed

everything we loved suddenly
causes us only pain

this man i've never met
jumps from the 98th floor and
hits like 15,000,000 bright red flowers

never has a chance to
say good-bye to his wife or daughter
and what i'm thinking of are the
times you told me you hated me

what i'm waiting for is the time
you say it again

your voice like sunlight on chrome
and the slow curve of the sky
and all of the rooms we've
been in together

all of the times we never
wanted to leave

taste of yr love
which is what keeps me going


   


   


   


  empty sunlight in the bluegrey years


   


   


  or the politics of


  unimportant deaths


   


  of empty lives filled with


  ignorance and hatred


   


  why be concerned about the


  patron saint of clenched fists?


   


  why debate the exact location of the


  desert between hope and despair?


   


  accept that it exists and build your


  house on the fault line


   


  bury your children


  out by the freeway


   


  there are worse ways to waste your


  life than looking for pleasure


  that causes no one else any pain


   


  we spend our dead-end hours


  walking down these dead-end streets


  in the shimmer of crows against


  a wet dust sky


   


  no god just the ghost


   just the shadow


   just the question asked but


   left unanswered


   


  overgrown lawns and the songs all


  played backwards on the radio


   


  the flowers in bloom


   


  the priests on fire


   


  nothing we can do for them in


  this neverending nowhere


  but pray


   


   


  empty hands and open


   


   


  believe in the


  spilling of innocent blood


   


  believe in pilate’s faith


   


  not hell but some upstate


  two lane highway at 


  the end of july


   


  not keith richards but


  kurt cobain


   


  chromium skies and


  faulty math and then all of


  the reasons why no god


  would ever love you


   


  all of the possible roads


  you could take back home


   but why?


   


  you will only ever be the same


  asshole you were


  20 years ago,


  or a different one


   


  you can only 


  eat the corpses of so 


  many butchered children


  before you die of


  starvation


   


  nothing left to do really


  but get down to it


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  the days too short and neverending


   


   


  the animals here insane and


  chewing their paws down to blood and bone


   


  the cages and the powerlines and


  the bright green back yards


   


  the shopping malls


   


  map tells you you’re lost and


  the children won’t stop crying and what i


  believe in is the


  empire of abandoned factories


   


  all those daughters getting fucked in


  dirty back seats in


  empty potholed parking lots by men they’ve


  never met before because money is the key


   


  you either have it or you die


  wondering why you were such a failure


   


  you have this son who sets dogs on fire,


  who laughs at their deaths


  and of course he has friends


   


  sickness cannot be contained


   


  a junkie is nothing more


  than a customer for life


   


  wait long enough for everything


  to go wrong and it will


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  dominion



   


  sunlight like the fist of god
and then all of the days
i've wasted with my eyes closed


   


  this quiet house on this
dead-end street in 
this dying town


   


  will you stand beside it
while it burns?


   


  will you stand outside the
room of hanged men
and count backwards from twenty?


   


  and what if it's here that i
finally tell you i love you?


   


  i believe in words
no matter how often they fail me


   


  i believe in july and in august
and that all of my promises
will be broken


   


  look at my hands


   


  both of them open and
both of them empty and
waiting for the moment to pass


   


  waiting for their mistakes
to be forgiven


   


  and whatever you say in 


  the silence that surrounds us
is never the poem that i
wanted to hear


   


   


   


   


   


   


  and all of us strangers, and all days wasted


   


   


  and when we finally had enough


  pills to make it work, we locked ourselves


  in a room filled with flowers


   


  licked each other raw and then


  slept & dreamt of fucking


   


  woke up to sheets stiff w/ blood


   to sunlight bleaching our skulls


   


  stranger crouched in the corner w/ the


  head of a crow and you smiled


  when he called you lover


   


  pulled yr heart glowing and beautiful


  from yr chest


  and my pockets were empty


   


  my hands were shaking


   


  opened the door and


  there was only desert outside


   


  closed it again and i was alone


   


  was older than i remembered but my


  fingers still pulsed w/ yr heat


   


  still tasted like yr sorrow when i


  put them in my mouth and when i


  tried to remember my children’s names


  i couldn’t even see their faces


   


  wasn’t sure we’d ever even met


   


  could only laugh about all of the


  pain i’d spent my life causing


   


   


   


   


   


   


   


  if you should speak…


   


   


  a good trick, disappearing,


  but only if you tell nobody


   


  only if the hills


  remain the hills, the sky


   blue


   


  a perfect afternoon,


  but late in the season and


  the boat has gone missing


   


  the tracks turn to memory at


  the desert’s edge


   


  and what to do with these


  false kings but let them


  drown in the cesspools of


  their own petty hatreds?


   


  where to point the gun but


  into the crowd?


   


  a true believer only accepts


  their own immortality


  until the blood begins to flow


   


  every act of faith is an


  empty gesture when seen


  in the pale light of


  september afternoons


   


  why the hell would you 


  offer me god when all i


  ever wanted was


  the truth?
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