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Sidewalk Bone

Semething majestically clumsy was slaughtered,
Devoured and then its thigh bene carelessly
Tessed en the sidewalk or rather by night
Trash cans are raided and expressed.

In daylight that bone is sheddy and degrading

Like a specimen frem a shallow Indian grave
Sprinkled with sapless leaves like scales eor ashes.
But at night it is brighter

Than ivery and glewers

Beside these cans as if it might

Batter them inte urns er‘kettledrumse.

Alse it flies through gaping eyes te detonate the back of my skull

Where darkness invades like melten lava
Until I am entranced like a bucket rusting
On a pump primed se that that filthy bene
Siphens my strength

Like a leech er a skin

Filling with wine er a grape

Bending its vine teward the greund or a seed

Erupting inte a jungle where twining branches seal the air like
cattle inte pense




In Grandfather's Glasses

They cleud the nmirrer, when I put them en,
The way a leaf spatters a clear pend er
Snew peunds like breath upen a windew pane.

Their velvet boex was hidden
By an eil slick ef scarves like
A creature crouching in bright leaves.

And when I put them en their fine geld wires werned inte my ears like

Tuning ferks er high-pitched tenes that
Dynamite miniature benes shivering like flecks eof dust in light.

Yet when he died I didn't meurn the way my sister
Dide I walked te scheel and
She was taxied past me in the carj;

Tears raked her eyes like acid er a claw but
I saw her, though bleating like a black sheep with

My sympathetic gang.

But that was evershadewed as a childheed fright until

Teday I saw
His glazed sight tap eur mether's mirrer like a

Cane eor

Meth er

Plane clenched in insubstantial cleuds tattering like cebwebs en
wings catching flame.




Easter

Spring limber dances twirls and lifts up handse
Se Grandfather on a juvenescent day
Came striding frem the grave as

Naked as a ghost i1ll-fitted

In a flat fedora,

Divested ef decay

Came marching threugh the deere.

Himself beyond a deubt

Since he was mantled

In retired years,

An air eof being kite-like te our fleer.
Of ceurse our sheck

Was strong but greater still

His charge of net recalling

Where he was

Or why

Why memery

Shoeuld reappear in life-

Begotten shells te shoot without the
Walls of our dried leve

Te crash like hyacinths past statiened
Bulbs past ceffin shreud

And raise a fragrance quite beyend themselves,
Small wonder that he sighed and

Faded eut again
Or we were whipped like tinder threugh the wailing reem.




Transplanting

‘ransplanting was a dance beneath grey clouds as

oots like spider legs or thin barbed bait heeked briefly en
nvisible strands ef air and reeled the

louds toward earth like large-mouthed basse

Wr maybe the sky was near because that sandy seil looked
Wlack just as the sterm would turn the cleuds like
light er skin flayed thin with stars for peres er
Balt waves breaking like glass jars on recks lecking a shere like teeth like
headstenes in a jawe

Bo roots jigged quickly in the air like mating flies
Ihen gagged ground gaping like a baby bird
ile rain was generating like mesquites en a pend and
orms wound silky @s a breeze areund the roets a sense of pregnancye




Pet Stere Fruit Bat

Bat, it was such a wild relief to find
You tarred in these black wings,

Swaying like Italian cheese or sausage
From the ceiling ef your cage,

With a face soft as a doeg's
Or mild as dawn rinsing the night frem our eyese




The Shed

The shed transcepts the summer air;

Its wermy planks swear

ireen-veined camisoles with vines,

Or shadew, tent-like, sun-bewizened thoughtse

And in these feliate eyes of flies,
Dust peregrinate ships airj;

Dark dreams are weaving basketis;
Perhaps seft silence stiffens in a bex.

The shed insinuates: a garter snake, :
A dark-green glinting weed, the suck and clamer of a buried clam o o

Vet hanging gardens barge away from it ; 3 :
When mernings swathed in brazen rays erase the spireme nighte




Green Steckings

Green steckings are tying rese branches around
An o0ld fence that
Rets by the path te my yard;

They bind fence and plant inte
Siamese twins or as
Tendons match muscle and boene.

But why lavish such trappings on a bush?
Maybe a can-can dancer
Crippled with age

Laced with her silk branches like
Love birds gilded with a golden cage or
Flowers with a percelain vase since

She can de nething with herself

Plain as a shadew Or Sparrewe
New wind can whip these steckings te a kind ef tret and

Therns impale them like
Marieus bees or needles transfusing
Their tint like spurieus bleed frem branches much greener,

Se after all this resembles
Varicese veins hiding a weman's
Legs as decrepit as that meldering fencee




Transient Poem

Here is my last meal in
This apartmenty I'm nearly finished
Moving away with enly the kitchen half=empty.

I snatch dinner at twilight like
A hummingbird stealing a real amid flight and
Life comes from outside since my radie is gone and

I've wide-opened windows te dusk as in

A hospital where death chambers are aired as 1if
Dying is everywhere &

Vacuum collapsing walls like enaciated cheeks,
But I'm leaving with ne great regrets since
I've lived here alene and lest nething I cared much te oewn yet just new

This place seemed almost beautiful,
Almest like straying inte an eld graveyard and catching
Birds flash like ashes through cremating skye




Shadew of a Ladder

I sailed ever the shadew of a ladder
Slipped frem the reof eof a parked truck by
Street lamps and the meen.

That was very simple climbing;
I felt like a lizard flicking ever ribs tracing a desiccated cow er
A squirrel or menkey lacing a tree like vines.

Birds pause seo en telephone wires before
Riding swift winding currents;
It was like walking en air er water.

Or it was being a fish gliding cloud-like ever

Trees outlined in mud and even

Sidewalk cracks were scratched in wet sand by the tail ef a turtle
relinquishing land fer the sea.




Child's Marble in the Leaves

Oh I passed that thing se many times
It was a familiar
Sight like an ex eye yelked te a clouded specimen Jjar.

Perhaps it watched me tee the way
Stars stare a: everything through
Gravitational heeks and lines; and se I flew

From it like a kite like paper crucified
Losing interest, fer awhile, in everything but
That egg or seed dermant in leaves like breken shells.

And then naturally it hatched inte
A dream abeut an embryenic face
Perhaps my own but it was hard te tell en a platter like

An Aztec calendar spinning
Like a psychedelic disc mesmerizing
Me until

My brain was & blister
Pierced by a passing bird snd flung like meat in a zo0 te
A pile of leaves peinted like beaks and trembling like lava sur-
facing er an ancestral fish being seduced by land and pressing
its fins te reets cheking the sand like handse




Wwhat if Flannery O'Cenner

What if Flannery O'Cennor when she died
Found noething?

What if she just blackly fell asleep
Like a deg?

What if her skin was pinned te her bones

For nething?




Boredon

Is a cleud of dust er
A tumbleweed that

Rattles my arid brain where
Thoughts disperse like drying leaves

Or rats with empty stemachs
In a barn swept clean of graine




My Eneny

My enemy is my ex-landlerd whe

Evicted me because my deg, he said,
Might chew furniture, spread fleas and
I seemed attached te the dege

But there's & girl with a cat right

Next deer wailing and rank but, he said,

Her husband's at war in Seuth Asiaj

My deg's an extravagance, her cat is a keepsake, a diamend ringe

S50 I had te get out since he insisted

Dogs are for hunting while cats are attractive,
Alluring like tiger lilies or perfume at nighte
He meant better I sheuld live alene than

Keep a deg in a reem like a Dboxj
Degs beleng eut-ef-deers and sheuld
Sleep at night with ether degs like healthy beastss

He meant my enemy is myselfe




In Reference te a Bleodless, Bleeding Art

The girl before me is a peet or

Anyway she leeks the part;

Her blend hair reaches te her waist and
She meves lithe as smoke

(I'm a pallid brunette with a deg)e

The night is a daenk cave and like gusts of perfume eor
Magnolia petals the cleuds are

Flapping areund stars keen as snake eyes or

Diamends in jewelry stere engagement ringse

We follew the same sidewalk for awhile then

She turns sside and I take the deg straight home
Te the seclusien of a catacemb where

I write this peem te remind her ef

My feetsteps in her shadew

Rattling behind like a chaine




le
Te Cheryl

Cheryl is five years yeounger than I but

Blend and well-reunded and

Her twe-year-eld sen charms like a wild buttercup
(I teld her he leoked like a cherub but

She didn't knew the word)e

She came teo use my phene te
Call an eld leve; she was lonescme because

Her husband was eff fer the night;
He's a wenderfully jealous man and ence
Commanded her net teo visit me because

There might be beyfriends but

She guessed that wasn't a preblem,

I played with the child while she fooled then
After she left teeok my dog fer a walk and

A sly wind unbuttened my ceate




2e
Cheryl Again

Later she teld me that

The beyfriend she

Called frem my phone had years age
Fathered a 1ittle girl kept now by
A grandmether in another tewn;

She worried abeut

When the 0ld lady might die and vewed
She was still madly in leve with him,

So she must have had that first child when
She was feurteen er fifteen and

Ged knows what pain it caused theugh

New she leoks as undiminished as a sunbeam or
Wildflewer er honeybee,

I wish I knew what te say but

The enly things we share are the phone and
Glands hidden like seeds er like thernse
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Cheryl

When I leok at my sen Wayne semetimes
I den't see 2

Little bey or

Little girl but

A cloud ever my eyes like

My grandmether's cataractse

I have twe children but
Own enly ene and semetimes
I can't face Wayne because

His shadew leeks just like the girl.
I feel my sex cracked inte twe parts like
A clam yanked eut of its heles




Needle of Ice

Semebody whe at the time seemed
Te love me sald

He felt at my core

A needle of ice in centrast te
My best friend whe was

As warm as a seuthern field
Saturated with neon sune

Se he turned te her and
I was left alone to contemplate

My womarheed stitched tegether
Like a snowflake or

Frest barricading a windew pane.
I see myself a barren tundra
Never wholly penetrated by sweet

springe




The Gelfceurse at Night

where we raced
was meth-covered,
tongue-like

under the moonj
inte our brains
spun an old game,

a summens, a challengee.
where we gathered
like arrowse




Giacometti's Art

I bought Giacemetti's etching of Anette because
She was recognizable like a sister but

It's beceme like placing a skull en my desk;
She is the wraith of myself entangled

In his lines like a fly in a web eor

The shell eof a fly, paper-thin and stark like the last remaining leaf
like a gourd dry en the vine,

f rattling




Twins

I'wins, I read somewhere, committed suicide by
Running a hose frem their car's exhaust and
Sucking deadly gas as they once shared an umbllical cerde

They did it because they knew they were homely and
Esch accused the other like a mirrer;

They saw ne way to deny that

Nothing en earth ceuld maske them whelees

They were just girls, fifteen or sixteen, and
Se full ef their oewn impertance that

hey demanded te be bern again
1 S

a stunning diaphaneus light but
4-

the end they were just like twe sides of a nut in a shell or a brain

in an autepsy skulle.




Breken Hip

Sprawling en the night, she slipped

And broke her hip as if it were & shaft of wheat,
Dry as bene, buried in those years of premenitions
That this was how it would just have to be,

That her telephone was a thing te crawl teward,
Painfully, acress the fleor like a snail,

But shelless, without suppert, ferever after fallinge




Before the Sterm, After the Funeral

quiet new
because the petals have faded
inte grey dust;

but this grey air fidgets like
a nervous hand in
some garden where

petals will still be
falling like raindreps er
lids for dry eyese




A Crenatory

here is a paper beat
waiting on dark waters,
ashes after flawme.

under the ice,

your shadew's
grey fingers
unlacee

there is ne sound
when a curious swan
swins in cempletiene




Suicide liote

I saw myself under & nicrescepe with
The clarity of a researcher catching beth
A bacteria and its antibietice

Or I saw with the confidence of a diver
Leoking threugh clear air inte dark water that
I could easily drown myself like

A rock heading straight fer
The muck like
A homing pidgeon.,

But first, befoere I died, I had te tell you that
I saw what you knew
All aleng: myself as monstrous as a praying mantis that

In extrenis eats itself alive,
Se in that nete I relived
Mrs. Curran inferming the five-year-eld me

I was worse than the weeds in her garden and hew
Her words were frost on a seed;
Then I related my inane dream of

Being in hell while my family waves gaily from heaven at
A flower of flames opening around nme,
A worm dead center in their werlde.

And as I wrote te you, a friend remote enough te

Understand and seo forget‘ these fla@es S
Shirmied up my childheed's dry remalns and 1it me

A crackling pyre until s e
That nete blurred te a spinning tep as finally
My sightless eyes reolled dice~like in my mindless skulle




Recalling Dreams in Verment

The cottage in Verment beheld the lake,

And now unmoor the lake, the hill, the field

All swaddled in the wind, New England =air,

And raise the sails of theught with threads eof 1light,
Oh, launch us winging like ten thousand birds

Behind the dayset clouds ef summer nighte.

Then frem the perch we crept with dreams threugh night
And fell beyend ocurselves te test the lake

With fins ef fish that ferried us like birds

Whese veices were the waters of the flelds

When we were children, spiders traced the light

With webs that lingered in a crescent airs

The moon was always spider ef the air,

What haunted threugh the branches eof that night?
White birches taut, aspiring, bent with light
Like ribs around the whispers of the lakes

They arched like dancers gathering in & field
Where dreams floed deeper with the passing birdse

Time's meurning is just pause in threats ef birds
Whe glide like children's beats through anxieus air,
Go larking inte seng then our still field

Must rise and fall with denizens of nighte.

We 1ift, unfinished creatures from the lake

And 1live to breathe the nightleng water's 1i¢ht;

OQur dreams must scull like galleyslaves of lighte
Se beg for wings te join the distant birds

Wwhe wheel and sing in dreams above the lake,
Conniand slack threads te tighten in the air

And turn the whele scene dewn te cever night
With green desires stalking in the field.

The lake could climb the hill te reach the field
And we were hauled in nets beneshed of 1ight
And then the moon would gulde the dance of night;

Once dremms could make us weightless as the birds
Whese moving shadews recollected air :

And dove like ghosted fish beneath the lakee
Vermont once made for us & field cf_li;pt

Where birds could deathless circle in the air
And night was washed with dreams about our lakee




Freaks of the Zeo
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chinme
the nightime,
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her tune, oOn
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pity
the shamblese inte

a spidery light

our nerves
come weeping and

cling like
bells

te the moon,
the shank

and the rib
of night, the webe
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thinking
fails oen thin
black wings

dive lower
in my brain,

fleck south
diluting sight

with epen airj;
death is thread-

bare life, quick
sail to there,
Je
the edge

of dreaming 1is
a drewning time

where all that's
said is hove

in dark lungs
of the air

and there 1is
nothing left

te de but
sing ef duste




First Poen

leaves

spread hands
acress the path,
across the snow
se where

I walked

their small bones
died

and underneath
would ge (and then)
Go far,

Go wide
s0 where
will find
last way to listen
voices small and
steady

inte

Snovwe




Thinking On Sidewalks

Now wander beyond that seft dove day by
Sidewalks skimmed at night, in wayward
Fabric clinched on headleng needles of light;
The stars upsurging sweep like snakes

Past lidded eyes, uphaul

The drift, the veyage of uncharted thoughte

Veering en byways as light bends toward dust;
And I sm touched with immaculate distance where
My casket swiftsails ever moonlip

Sidewalks like a febrile weed

Or a grey cardbeard bexX.

Heigh casketl shell of this windy nighte

So shaken the soul can de little but

Waver both blinded and deused with wild air,
Singing aflame and swilling bright water;

The arrew arching overwhelms the bowj;

And the last prayer scatters, unbreken volley,
Covers these salt=splintered beardwalks wave over

‘.‘J&VC.




Suicidal

Night air in autumn brandishes new knives
As sharp as stars er fast feelhardy dives
Through jet-black water still half-stitched with ice;

It spins my summer Jjacket inte straw;
Such wind tears snarling through Octeber fields
With harvests scythed and stacked for Halleoween,

And so tonight I'11 slash my hairshirt skin
Until I flail beribbened from my spine
Like rags unlucky teurists heist at sea

Until eyes bright as falling stars cemmerce with sand

Because then wolf packs prewling in this air
May scratch a meaning on my pearl-smooth skull

For desperatien wells like marrow or
Like bleed frem weunds that flare out in the air
In imitation ef the wind-thinned spouts of whalese




Shadews

My shadews war-danced a crazy quilt under the street lampss;
At certain junctiens ef light and movement they
Split like ameebae or a malignant cell,

Sometimes there were two of us, then three or
Four or maybe five; I was a dervish or a
Top spinning eut of the cerners of my half-shut eyes,

They scared me like muggers or a
Psck of welves half-hidden behind
Snew banked areund trees with branches dangling like flayed sking

I flew home with that fleck fellowing my
Every meve like carrien anticipating
My fleshe They sprayed 1ike bleed frem a weund then

At last rejoined semewhere inside me where

They lie in walt, ready te slide
Out like my own ghost taking te night like an owle




Decapitated Bird

The edd peint is net that
This bird is dead but that
It has semehow lest its head.

Perhaps a cat bit it off after
The fact but skulls must
Taste like pebbles er marblese.

More likely that cat killed fer
The invielable glee of
Censummating vielence or

Maybe the bird itself
Sang higher and wilder than
Ever befere recalling its

Head te clear air like
A wave leaving en shore
This shell of a bedy feor me,




Emeraude

I imitate my grandmother and wear
Coty's Eueraude which smells
Like Shalimar but cheapere.

Still for me it is a petent charm and
Must be lucky because
It snared her a marveleus husbande

I have a friend who swears her
Great-grandmother's cold cream always
Conjures the past

Like an old diarys
For anether friend it was a
Grandfather's after-shave st111 haunting the family Bible.

S0 Fmersude is my tabernacle vell;
I am a temple dancer and
My feet trample 1ike rain flewers in the duste




Shanties in Autumn at Dusk

A train in passing clicks dry peds like wayside castanets
And files rough rails te silver while

The sun pelishes leaves like apples

Werth reaping fer their geld.

And in that light the shanties loom

Like yachts sailing acress unfrozen water;
Or twilight paints them clean

As blowzy curtains billewing

Threugh windews open te
Alr shimmering like a sheet of folls




The Fishpend

se light in

the
the
and
the
are
air

pond is

wind's web

fallen leaves like
gills of fish
certain of

and waters




Thinking of January

without the white moen
clouds could net
bruise like smeke the
bene=thin branches.
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Christmas

turns us as if
we were lanterns and

the air is a
rind fer eur memories

and bells are ringing as
straw and dry as

swinging basketse
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Night Trains

whistle woke me tonight fer
time in months since
from a room rented near tracks where

. ing train shecked the house
» & cat shaking a rat and
Whistle blasts shrieked through my ears like locometives off=tracke

Yet tonight that distant sound was as nmarvelous as
A conch ringing eut frem a cliff or
Seals barking in foge.

And inveluntary as a mating cry I thought ef trains
Streaning beneath my windew when

Three-years-eld I watched from high in a New York apartment;

I would press against the glass te see them flash

fish belew; I was a nestling bird ef prey and
swift river I weuld suspend in my talons theugh it
reared with uncounted waterfallse

Like slippery
They were the




Geing Back

I left them furieus
Or not quite furious but se
Relieved te find the wind outside closed windews and cles

I left them quite indifferent teo my read
And sailed as if I levitated

Like a flag
Or kite the way we brandished them in fields

Beside that read. Se buried mele-like in eld memeries or
Like a child I turned around,

back was like cellapsing
a stermg
aved inward like a sodden cracker bex;

Or, strange to say, I faced the wind te crumple like a cracker in my cages
[he air sustained a hurricane of unfed rats;
They nibbled in the grain areund my benese
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Tin Can

Senebedy kicked a tin can in the night

And I was in a speedboat at the Falls;

The trees were filed away in paper sheets

And frem the eaves the bats swung out like bells.

My mind was ringing with the swipe of time,
The stars were rattling in a comet's wake;
The air exhaled like sand inside a wave;

A heartbeat was a parachute downwind.

I waltzed, a speck of dust, through specieus skies
And heard clear rust impinge en tripping veins;
Semebody kicked a tin can eut ef sight

And epen windews battered dewn the nighte

a3
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Fire Hydrant Peem

The night sky stilled me teo

A pagan uninitiated te werds er

Reason and then I saw that

Fire hydrant butting out of the grass like a stumpe.

We were enclesed by buildings and
Dissected by sidewalks but fer

That night enly the hydrant and I were
Tegether beneath the sky that

Seethed as with migrating birds

Tossing like bebbins yet

Seethed by clouds like spilled milk or streaks of white hair,
A The hydrant and I were nething

Cempared te thaty we were like
Anchers buried in sand er

2 Boats stranded en land and

s Dying te be washed away, I with bleed, it with water,
/sf':

,:}.




