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I

[look i am king of the happy poets]

[all the kings are dead they lost to image]

[i woke up screaming & i ran about the]

[honey this morning take your time with]

[meet me at two at lucien we will talk]

[my memory includes all the pretty girls]

[your stubby slavic fingers be not far]

[so you will let me love the slug]

[that it may never end my dirty-work]

[did i ever tell you that when you]

[do you keep your eyes for me to groan over]

[my breath of cigarette smoke passing]

[i imagine the knocking of your hooves]

[& now you must follow ah snowfall is]

II

[the woman holds an angelfish in]

[the ash leapt in place on our foreheads]

[consider anal eroticism like a small breeze]

[beneath your arms there lives a longer]

[in the heart of pennsylvania there]

[what i’m going to tell you about from]

[try this apparently & at the line of trees]

[to be a poet you must understand how]

[what we say is strange & how o]

[i followed the wave to the shore a]

[i want to play with your playthings &]

[i’m taking one thing i know so well &]

III

[hello little one i no longer glue]

[i wanted to write a ballad today i]

[the sound of paper tearing makes your]

[we must not buy new windows they are]

[the curtains are up this morning i’m]

[a woman loves to see her man with his]

[it’s not the body’s fault & you know]

[to find you i had to remember the classic]

[though she weeps & howls all night long]

[i am almost a slave to the three of us]

[perhaps i think people should not love]

[i forgive what we do in silence]

[the bird didn’t blink if we are not too]

IV

[i don’t believe the old when they walk]

[what do you know about it my hands]

[will you become a postcard for a little]

[there should be room for i wept something]

[but the roads are bad my dear he said &]

[so is there a world i know too well]

[get outta here i said to this fly once]

[when i’m done what i have to do is]

[pleasure forever what a funny thing]

[like nightfall itself when you smile your lips]

[i’d follow you nowhere which is a place you]

[on the new & accurate map of the world]

[let us circle the stones & commit]

[i’m out getting the peaches which are]

[the monkey was lucky he was so immortal]
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I


[look i am king of the happy poets]

look i am king of the happy poets

& spend all my days where i am

buried i will leave a baby on the steps

of your door where the little field mouse

licks its tail in the mirror of the nail

i will leave a baby who will grow

to tell you i am just a stranger

he will ask you to teach him things

like how to whistle through two

fingers & make love to a girl so

she likes it it will take him time

to get at what you are hearing & he

will learn to say the things you

love & be king of the happy poets


[all the kings are dead they lost to image]

all the kings are dead they lost to image

who has many children one called peter who

went to the track to watch his true love run

he loves runner’s shorts & tuesdays

because no one else loves tuesdays & because

who wouldn’t love a woman’s hand i trimmed

my pubic hair he told her smiling joy

recurs between the legs of lovers &

sometimes you can never summon it &

people go to the doctor for this kind

of thing or learn how their tongues

disappear into the sea when i left my

country i came to your body & tasted

the sweat pooled in your belly button


[i woke up screaming & i ran about the]

i woke up screaming & i ran about the

house calling out my cat’s name

you said what’s the matter with the cat

i said i realized something i just like

breasts they come in various shapes

like pills your breasts are tylenol-3

with codeine & it’s so hard to stop

smoking isn’t it my love it’s like

something it’s like borrowing against

the value of torture it’s like tango

it’s like leaving a place & leaving

it over & over till the clouds

appear below you i think not even

the lightest of birds could do it


[honey this morning take your time with]

honey this morning take your time with

breakfast strut around like a baby

elephant & pursue me what is it

you will ask yourself i felt at home

again a hundred yards from home the anthem

of mallards in the creek break the air

like a baby’s fist or what the heart

becomes with dark paints the beautiful

girl who would put out only in the church

someone forgot to save her name she

tried to hide but left a trail god

will tell you was small & perfect &

holy her name was jaquilin she lived

four houses down from me & had pretty eyes


[meet me at two at lucien we will talk]

meet me at two at lucien we will talk

in french & you will shake your head

at my accent which i will purposefully

make worse & start speaking to the french

waitress about pretty boys who order

beers at the bar she will color in

my eyebrows with a red crayon & say

voilà tu es hungarian & i will laugh

scratching my belly & you will pinch

the pretty boys’ asses all of them &

speak perfect french into their ear

& i will get up on the table & give

the stuck-up old french woman a strip

show they will throw us out &

we’ll laugh at how fun jealousy can be
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