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so often so terrible
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we live in a universe 

where our greatest certainty, 

our consistency, is that 

we are only ever a step away 

from being brutalized by chance.
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and we try to put a leash 

on it, something we can pull on 

to yank it back within reason, 

to make sense of any of it. 
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can you believe that?
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no wonder the gods are 

so often so terrible!

they’re in on it, and if 

they’re not in on it 

then they at least understand it 

far better than we do. 
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right?
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attached are the customers’ trends updated for this week
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if the shoe fits, 

if the blood runs, 

if the cows graze

and if the tiger stalks, 

––––––––
[image: ]


if the situation is too dire, 
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if, 
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if the moon turns purple

or green, if. 
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the foot is a loner, 

the blood is bitter, 

the cows fall over 

after the first bite, 
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the tiger limps along 

missing a foot, 
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the situation is too dire, 
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the moon turns purple 

then green then blue 

then yellow. 

––––––––
[image: ]


when. 
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when. when. when. 
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A.D.
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swelling, 

exploding; 

extinction-call, the dying of the star of existence. 

Bob Dylan is the voice of god. 

Bob Dylan is the four horsemen. 

ashes

dirty water 

the birth of Destruction. 

the last call. 

Jesus was wrong. god is a lie. 

Civilization. formality. 

sunset.    end. 
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the new year
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I got my first rejection letter 

of 2023

right around 12:56PM

on the 1st of the year. 

I imagine you thought of me 

in the midst 

of an especially bad hangover, 

and I thank you for that. 

the nights are thick and 

heavy, I know, 

and the mornings are stiff 

but not in the good way. 

you wake up still half-

dreaming, 

in a panic or frenzy, 

head throbbing, throat dry, 

body not wanting to move, 

and you think of something you need to do 

that can’t wait a day or moment 

longer. 

thank you 

thank you 

thank you 

thank you 

thank you, 

thank you.
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coalesce
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I have stared 

into the mouth 

of the beast. 

I have kissed 

the mouth of 

the beast. 

I have numbered the beast. 
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the coffee stain of the Virgin Mary, 

the wine stain of the death of Christ, 
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the “come-home” eyes of the human condition, 

bathing in dispassionate misery, staring off 

at some outer heaven. 
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we are not martyrs. 
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we enjoy this too much, or not enough. 

we are not martyrs. 
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the disappointment. the trembling. 
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some expectation of the weight to lift, 

some rest from the wait for life.
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we, the salt of the earth, crawl out 

from wormy places and know things. 

the knowing of all things and the understanding 

of nothing. 
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the knowing of dark and damp things.
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the knowing of sound as gospel. 
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we close our eyes into mustard-seed rest

on faith of one another. 
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we know that the truest scarcity of our 

existence 

is not one of self or flesh, or soul, 

but of place. 
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amen, to all things careless and serene. 
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amen, to well-thought profanities. 
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amen, to romanticism and electricity. 
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amen, to contraception. amen, to contraband. 
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amen, to humanity shooting into the 

barrel. 
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amen. 
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all things lovely and worthy of praise
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we will break all of our precious things 

we will gut beauty, pinch off the flame 

from the candle, lick the raw nerve 
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our walks will be out of step, our drives 

dissimilar, our music the grating noise 

of tortured doves 
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and we will call on god, 

we will fail to love thy neighbor 

as we have failed to love ourselves 
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we will hobble down the avenues 

of the dead 

atop bruised, twisted ankles 

with tourniquets on our legs 

long forgotten memories of dancing 

and long overdue our fall 
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and up the throat this new flower 

will spring, laughing and lovely, 

ripe to be cut off at its budding head 
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the rust and chaos, the coffee rings 

and pomegranate shadows 

the mandrill eyes of doom watching, 

our insect-clicking voices caught 

forever in repetition. 
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the shattering of the earth. the canon. 

the unbending. 
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despondent, distracted, vicious and romantic
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the looking existence

at your back, 

the watcher watching and 

slowly waning, 

slinking away an hour 

at a time, 

moving without curiosity

or passion, just moving the mind 

in hot steps down the pavement, 

ghosting with other spirits 

in the dingy moonlight, 

all the living souls, the 

living flesh, 

locked in bedroom, living room,

or taking showers. 
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