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DEDICATION

To those who have come to realize (better late than never) that people who fear to suffer are already suffering from what they fear.
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EPIGRAPH

This is the world we now live in.

Artificial energy, faux soul,

superficial fashion statements.

––––––––
[image: ]


“...We live in a world where funerals are more important than the deceased, marriage is more important than love, looks are more important than the soul. We live in a packaging culture that despises content."—Sir Anthony Hopkins
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Imagine being 75 and you’re sad thinking about your life and how you never went swimming in the sea on a warm night because your thighs jiggled. 

Imagine realizing you never laughed until you couldn’t breathe because your teeth weren’t straight or white enough.

You never embraced the sun on the beach because of the stretch marks on your stomach and your hips.

You never allowed yourself to let go and have fun because the pressure to look perfect consumed you. Imagine being 75 and realizing you’ve hidden yourself away for the fear of being real.

Imagine realizing all the years you wasted hating yourself, but now it’s too late to go swim in the sea late at night. Now it hurts to laugh for more than a few seconds and you’re too weak to travel to the beach. 

Imagine realizing all this time you were perfect the way you were, but now it’s too late to do anything about it. Don’t let that happen. 

Live now, as you are. You deserve to realize you’re enough and always have been. 
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​Miracle Wedding
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“It’s nonstop work,”

she tells me

“keeping the look of time

off your body.”

But she’s living proof

nothing beats

a serving

of Grade A

fresh Botox.

Cave in

to your desires

yet stay in

complete control.

Just imagine...

your own

miracle wedding

with the illusion

of forever

presided over by

a messiah

you still haven’t quite 

recognized yet.
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​The Dead Board
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“Pull over,” she says

“I want to check the board.”

The names

are posted 

in a small display case

outside the door

of the funeral hall.

Velcro white letters

dangle from black felt...

always somebody

she knew.

It’s a drive-by

devotional and

everybody gets to play

this reverse lottery.

On this day

dying is a

team sport.

But it’s a

clean slate 

this morning.

Not even her

this time.
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​Pre-Heaven Exercise
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Once again ignoring 

notes to myself

on what to ignore 

I choose another

self-conscious

game-like diversion...

the needle slips without pain

into the vein

channel surfing

connect the dots

decipher the clues

and manufacture a meaning.

It’s been my boat anchor

since forever.

I’ve come to detest

the superficial

I must take everything apart...

It’s in there somewhere

somewhere between

unread pages

weeping tears of dust

and montage-driven 

action images

where truth is elusive

belly empty

hollow hungry.

If there’s a void

it’s in the hearts

that go looking

looking

looking

and not finding.

Anywhere but here

Any time but now

Anything but that.

Sooner or later

you get tired of trading punches

with the mirror

and the clock...

round for round

losing on points.

How pitiful it is

to see my output

so small

when I’m no doubt

so close

to the end of the road.

How sad it is to

think about those who

tried so hard

and accomplished nothing...

the mother who wanted to

give birth to the next savior

and finds she’s given 

birth to a

John Wayne Gacy.

Then I get tired of

the self-flagellation

and all of a sudden...

There she is!

today’s tabloid beauty

a talk show guest

with a new view

a new idea

a new variation!

Sound mute OFF

I’m loving today’s version 

of her!

For this escape artist

life is good again.
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​Under the Ether Believing
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It’s yours 

for the taking

complete with

cappuccino dial

and horizontal brown

oval sub dials

drop-dead chic.

Put this on and

you won’t even

be able to wait

for the halftime show.

It’s a one-man 

happiness machine

a not-so-solemn

sermon on vanity...

a true

Roman holiday.
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​“Who’s Cutting the Grass?”
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When I went in

to see him

my grandfather

was sitting

up in bed...

straight edged

rigid.

He looked at me

puzzled for a moment

and then asked

“Who’s cutting the grass?”

It was January.
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​Tenderness in Gomorrah
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Here it comes again.

Another coffee table 

daydream...

beauty without borders

Encore! Encore!

Who needs redemption

when you’re swimming

in a skin 

you love to touch...

at least 

before it breaks.
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​​Diggers
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Only men dig.

They punch 

and claw holes

in open fields

in the woods

in beach sand.

Piles and piles

all around them...

always digging 

trenches 

pits

ditches.

They dig to 

find something

hide something

plant something

anything...

the deeper the better

as if there is certainty

in emptying.

There are no women digging

no women working a shovel

except to plant beauty

maybe because they

see no other purpose in it.

But the men keep digging—

scratching away at holes

never deep enough

always another shovel full...

except for the grave diggers

only they know 

when it’s done.
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