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Carnegie Hall

Shiner

I wake up growling apples and dirt

naked and stretched under a barn sky

I cannot recall how I hurt my right eye

Arch of vessels gone grape under the lid

An army of red ants, a cast of shadows.

Good God. My eye has gone weak. Simply

put, I walked into an opening door.

The world is constantly changing shape

very dangerous. Two desert tortoises

duke it out on Arizona soil. By morning

one’s always left belly-up to boil.

Now you roll around with a rock

and see what kind of bruise you can muster

Dolefulness, caprice, regret, trauma

My bicycle has two seats get on

Carnegie Hall

Sometimes in life you need a little help Big Daddy

Free to compose something without tragedy

I note the screech of a limousine, your Irish eyes farewell!

Or Wilkommen! To timid rain, a ripple

on the flag of humiliation

All-beef dogs and luggage of innovation

Oh cross navigate puddles and disciplinary figures

I could mail myself as a violet

Recur as a nutritionist—

Monstrous

A beer’s better than a woman because it don’t get jealous

Shiny erect leg—a fake!

A jewel, a peach, hand in pocket. Thief!

Well it ain’t the doge but we coalesce

around these golden doors, adroit figures

riding gargantuan fish

If I had a coin to toss as in the Trevi

but I am already returning

You’re really pregnant, lady!

My hose casts a gray shadow

Turn of events, a veteran requests

no smoking at his table

in front of the ill-used cathedral

Roll tape—Golden Messiah, please let this move me

Rezando como no sabía—Yikes! Organs

terrify 6 pm at war with the rush hour moo

The organs win! Snap, snap, snap the Eucharist

with a dutiful Pentax as big steel pipes

sound off like slit mouths

Oh Trinity, Oh Cartier, Oh Hotel Dorset

Thick red flowers dying in a window display

Color so plush a peninsula

A gorgeous silver trumpet

steams up from the dermis

introducing the biscuit collection

I’m governed by a pair of functioning pumps

the white walk lights in dusk

Pendulous clovers of amber and onyx

I note that panhandling while eating potato chips

seems to reduce your chances

Voilà la Plaza and an array of vertical ties

Uh-oh Bomb-squad vans parked outside

I feel renegade and clairvoyant

amidst the secret securities

with doodads in their ears

Maybe it’s the President again

outside the St. Moritz

I pause at the lovely liatus

The sweet autumn clematis

Deep gray night of gray felt folding

and enclosing explosions

Almost there, to Carnegie Hall

to see—who else?—Ravi Shankar

It’s the Prime Minister of India

It’s a perfect circle of electric light

It’s an entwined raga round a daughter round a gata

It’s my fiancé birthed out of dashing sudden night

Red-coated ushers swim

in a sea of silk saris

Usher me in, gentlemen

Raw silk the colors of arteries

September 2

Dragging around some miserable wife

on a real hike, straight up a cliff

of corn, holding onto silk husks

for dear life—it’s a little odd

to vacation as your mistress, and as

the only one licensed to drive, but

no one seems to mind. A little

disturbed but making it through

Swelling up before noon, I dreamt

my abalone ring came apart

Live fish and shell peeled off

my finger, in a retail store

of which you were the owner.

This day smells like toast.

Wish Fulfillment

I saw Aurora bouncing down the street

in a thin gray undershirt, she had

no sense, she was a complete turnip,

her teeth flat and square like a horse’s

I saw Aurora, a blood orange leaking

in the east, beast-like, internecine,

yet promising the best cinnamon rolls in town—

What a load of hog! Summer of love,

hie! Hie! Shake your grim baton, drag me

under your spell of ethereal porn—

Have you a turn of phrase? A bee

in your bonnet? Jargon? Sherry? Fine china?

Don’t leave me with my hands full of snake!

he cries, then the sepia god stops by to confide

that he does not care if we think of him

as complex, simple, or not at all.

The good news is, in the history

of all this you will be remembered

as very handsome and deciduous.

Now let us target greed, regret,

fog-filled inlets, streets greased

with whiskey, any vulgar buds

in the garden of the unborn. Then

it all begins again with the bottom lock.

The World

The world is

reaching into

you deeper

and faster

and cheaper

than ever

before so

what do you

hope for an

afternoon

spent alone

with porn do

we live in a

world of

bodies or

not if the

falling trees

don’t kill

the chimps

the lack of

habitat will

they squawk

as they swing

from branch

to branch

o-o-o-awak!

with those

miraculous

hands the

butterflies

killed off

by the new-

wave pollen

you can’t hug

a Nazi and hope

he’ll change

such an idea

is an affront

to national

security a child

stands O-mouthed

in a doorway

learning evil

a bomb makes

more shrapnel

if it explodes

on cement

so never let

your guard

down, not

for one

minute.

Everything is

muted and blue

the tip-tap of

creation seems

cloudy, not crisp

and words know

nothing more

than I do, or

they’re not

telling. I grew

one seed, I

cultivated

one thing

a Christ-baby

who is what

he eats. A small

hot thing is

an animal that

smells good but

the good must

be sealed off

from the bad

or the bad

from the good

otherwise a

ghoulish black

vein might creep

up to the healthy

pink brain but

the earth is

molten and

made of

moods so

go ahead

blow it up

blow it up

your mouth

full of love

and anger

and white-

gold milk

a crack of

infinity will

pulse on in

one glistening

ovary so

believe

me, it’s

the voice

of a miserable

motherfucker

that whispers

you cannot

realize

your

world

The Beginner

I didn’t mean to hurt you, I am

a beginner beginning to lose

sight of what I was beginning, I am

beginning a house I am beginning

to grow filaments. I took you in, I took

you into my mouth into my hands I heard

the flutter of your creaseless heart

I heard your curls and your muscles

and the ongoing waft of detergent

Ka-boom, ka-boom

My heart, your heart

Two bodies, the color of egg

shifting under.

The Condemned Building

I lie all night

a lump of gum

sprouting knots

splayed as an encore

Your body missing, lifted

from the bed by bats

and carried up past

the fat yogurt moon

Mosquitoes smack

against the walls

and one stubby bulge

on the cactus refuses

to bloom. The city

will not release

its inhabitants, and dawn

is held back by a pin

At 5 am the fever breaks

runs around town

cries like a baby

A corona of hail renders

me speechless, as the crane

keeps dipping into the inferno

scooping out live cats and walls

I begin to pray, Come on

home honey, seek the Venus

under the sheet. Wake me

from the dream of the queen

who imprisons eunuchs

in soft white gowns

Make your bed of snow

in my mouth.

Times Square

Joy got lost, so lost

she
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