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WINTER’S LAST
APPLE

An empty morning
rises with snow between our windows. The white pressing on our
sills tries to slip under the stoic wood, and has its words for us.
I hunger for the warmth of your thriving heart. I can see through
the shatters of snow the outline of your small room – the table,
the mirror, the closet door held ajar by your own flop-eared and
grievously tempting closet monster, even the anthrax sealed
envelope of your love’s lasting love lying unopened – where surely
you wait coiled in bed like a pity, dimly aware of the man across
but a brief way: the man thinking in his metal idleness of your
heart, and the warmth it might be in anyone’s hands. No, in
his.







A HISTORY OF
BIOPHYSICS

Once a drawer of
ghosts is filled

I shut it and
connect the latch

So it will not
slide unattended open.

Ghosts need their
routine. So I fold

And catalogue. I
note, about each,

Its circumstance
of special attributes:

So many
idiosyncrasies – but enough

Idiosyncrasies
pooled, and the lot of them

Make a colossal
ordinary. I cannot

Come to that
conclusion too soon.

Each ghost for a
while deserves

A modicum of
respect. But it is

Inevitable – tray
after tray of ghosts,

Each perhaps alone
a haunting of merit;

Taken together in
their great weightless mass

A background hum
that is just the noise

Of the Universe
coming, the Universe going.

It is my routine,
and I know it.







ALLEGING
ROMANCE

You assemble the
car out of ordinary things: cabinetry, dining room chairs, a bed
worn out, three chickens and an old dog from Henley’s. Its engine
is the heart of a bear. You draw the choke and the heart sputters,
coughs itself into rhythm, pushes blood into the axles. You proudly
slip into the barbed wire seat, pull a feather to signal you are
entering the public street. On her porch, your future wife is
turning over furniture, prying at loose boards – her long, rusting
chain dress blindly seducing the broken porch light – her mouth
worriedly wicking where oh where is my thundering bear?







CHILDREN IN THE
RAFTERS

I hear they
inhabit

The girders at the
tops of unused warehouses,

Comfortable in the
cramp

Of supporting
joists and bracing beams, yet

Buffered by all
the empty space below.

Even with rusted
skylights and missing panels,

There is still
enough dark left at the roof to eat them

Like the last of
this week’s groceries.

Listen: you can
hear them shifting,

Swaying on the
senile metal, wrapped

Four limbs around
a weight bearing pylon:

A building and a
subspecies indivisible.

I am not afraid of
them. Some

Say they will drop
molding ceiling tiles

On the unconcerned
passing below,

Piss on your halo
as you angel-step through.

My little
brothers. At home in no home,

Watching the
abandoned family abandoning,

Watching them
scurry at ground level while,

Almost human, they
claim the warehouse air

And the right to
drop whatever they want.

I am always
concerned, and when

I take the
shortcut through this rotting post-worth

Construction, if I
have one I drop

A penny or a
nickel on the floor,

Sometimes the
still grieving half

Of a cigarette. I
imagine I can hear

The shadow
excitement above me; and when

I come back
through, as safe one way as

The other, always
what I have left them

Is gone.







SEASIDE
EMBRACE

I remember us at
the beach. You wore one of those one piece bathing suits with the
cut-out sides, and I had full shorts and a t-shirt. The rapt pier
lights kept us far enough away. The water was muscling in crabs.
The crabs started picking at the fish. Then, they noticed us. I
could see their eyestalks waving. They collected themselves, claws
clacking out what only just then I understood was language. You did
not recognize it. I could not translate it for either of us, but I
knew it was a terrible language of injury and dissolution and that
surely its contents were directed at us. And then they came:
dozens, perhaps hundreds, perhaps thousands. You did not see the
danger, but, ever the dutiful lover, you ran when I said run and we
sped parallel to the shoreline, a gathering of crabs carving the
sand behind us. You seemed excited by your breathing. I was
thinking we could not run with only the water at our side: we
needed to turn and run inland. Likely you were never there and I
have never been to the beach, but I have been smuggling crabs into
the old barn out back, trying to translate the awful clack they
make between themselves, a language perhaps speared at us: crabs
clumsy but dangerous with their fearsome claws and untranslatable
pounding speech. Understanding why we would be the subject of their
conversations might be precious to us.



LETTER FROM THE GREAT
GRANDCHILDREN

Every day the sky
is a bit farther off.

The waves by our
place at the shore

Lack the crispness
they once had.

There is always less to
eat.

We still have
husbands and wives,

Make children,
mend fences,

Tend gardens, darn
clothes,

Marvel at window
glass.

I watched a man
fishing in a swimming pool.

We are still unafraid
to try new things.

We no longer keep
pets.

Barter has
replaced hard currency.

Each of us creates
our own prices,

Shops around to
establish the customary rate.

There is no lack
of advice. Any neighbor

Will tell you when you
have been taken advantage of.

Our hope sits by
the fireplace

Hoping we will
build a fire.

Wood is scarce,
and burns quickly,

Its cellulose
going slack in our developing circumstance.

No matter how much
hope whines

We simply share
each other’s close company

Until the first of
the heavy

Brown snow tatters in
from the loosened North.

Schedule and
prediction are dear to us.

We learned
calendars can be recycled.

At first, we had
the whole set right

And all the
numbers matched. Now

It keeps the order
of the months, nothing more.

We use the moon
for accuracy,

The calendar for
nomenclature,

And dream against its
fanciful pictures.

Time to fish.

Time to salt.

Time to hunt.

Time to weave.

Time to
forage.

Time to repair.

How simple our
lives have gotten,

How less trivial.
You would not recognize

Yourself in us.

Yesterday I met a
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