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will be just about right for what you need, 

for as long as you have attention for it. 

It’s winter now, but a sixty-degree memory 

of spring wants us to never forget, 

so all the seasonal gears necessary to render us

amazed and helpless are mustered up,

when only last week it was 

below zero for days.

And now cardinals play in the field 

like streaks of red and brown questions, 

new insects are born out, swarming into light 

as if they have more than a few days at it. 

The squirrels jostle old leaves as if snow

isn’t called for by the weekend. But for whatever time

it all lasts, 

for however clueless we beings seem,

there’s always someone nearby willing 

to remind us softly: 

it is what it is.  
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Animal, thou shalt
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take down your prey by the kicking hindquarters, 

the ragged and flailing tail, the muddy hooves, 

sink and tear fangs through hunched and bucking 

spiny backbone, stripping flesh, spraying blood, 

clutch the quickened, tempting pulse of throats 

in the finally exhausted young, the slowed pulse

of the infirm and aged, nip the heels and howl 

the long songs of sweetly soaked readied meat,

run rivers red with news of your bright kingdom.  

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Relief within Arm’s Reach
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A giggly laugh blankets 

with its mumble of waiting,

sweaty with unsteady ink, 

flapping over us

like a self-appointed angel, 

out of breath with a rush of half-promises, 

wing-halted on the inner-glass

of the inescapable room

of emergencies,

folding in on a slow creep, 

three-in-the-morning-chaos 

and a lethargy no one escapes,

scent of vomit

just under bleach and perfume

sweetens

unanswered grunts and groans, 

names darted out

over the rocking vessel 

of pain – cloud 

of seated misery without oars, 

set adrift each night, 

thumbs working, cells chiming, 

bouncing knees, nodding heads, 

drooling homeless man leaning nearer 

the girl applying fresh red 

to lips, all 

Murakami dream-swirl. 

A blanket-swaddled tiny service dog yips

at the Elvis-looking custodian 

rolling though with a clean-up kit,

double-door still refuses entry

no matter how long you stare

and wonder who’s back there,

writhing, lurching, 

stiffening, then, 

finally, a form of sleeping.  

There, a mask, covering what? 

An illness brought in, or 

something to avoid? 

Some choke down the obligatory coffee

long-cooled and bittered, ghost 

of what it should be,

it, too, wondering, when the sun comes. 

At around four-thirty everyone inhales

that same prayer, familiar, 

let us be gone from here

when we awake, let us be free 

of this vessel of hell,

this next cursed breath.  
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Tale of the orange-throated whiptail lizard
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Is it an idea the creature has, this changing for the better? 

Too early in the stage to call it evolution, the thing

only knows a millennial-long discomfort passed on 

by stories, expressed now in its own life, a quirk 

or such in its day ranging from bothersome to deadly 

inconvenient. It can’t go on like this, the animal realizes. 

Can we assume it’s like that? That down in the well of DNA,

something without ears listens, has been listening, forever, 

and finally hears, shifts, sends words out over the millions 

of miles of twisting backbone, one to the other to another, 

at such infinitesimal levels the thousands of births 

aren’t noticed. Until one day, in one year, in one clutch 

of eggs, under a rock in a single strip of desert, one male 

lizard slides from the softened egg, feels a blinding sun  

in its fresh eyes, raises and stretches its triangular head, 

exposing an out-of-the ordinary orange throat, so unlike

its brothers that would soon struggle in vain attempts

to out-finesse him come the first mating season. 
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The pair in the woods
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traded some warm home clothing 

for the nakedness of despair,

are night-bitten into clumps 

of fresh battered flesh by daybreak,

day-bitten by angry flies 

dispatched from the one true sun god 

scolding anyone volunteering 

for a month of such masochism. 

The growing limb of nameless illness 

turns a third eye on itself, wonders 

on a newly borne face reflected in the green pond filth 

disturbed by a rippling hand of thirst. 

Hunger is that progressive skin and bones 

installation at the new gallery we’ve heard about,

an archaic companion last witnessed 

under the sure streetlights of safety, 

where one steps from clean sidewalks 

onto a film bus, is prepped up with a makeup 

of dust and determination. Fright.  
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The woods blindly fatten up
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on bark song and limb whisper, 

patient in wide waiting for falling sounds 

to gentle down over hungry soil floor. 

Animals help the night feeding,

clicking flattened teeth or fangs 

with mouthfuls of soft river pebble,

claws tapping through softening clay,

paws sweeping fresh leaves away 

so the ground might better follow 

along, the music sometimes tending 

a mind of its own before finally landing,

catching hovering eddies in the air,

fattening itself on the sight of sun 

dappled woods and sightless trees

with endless mouths open at the roots.  
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