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If the function of writing is to "express the world." My father withheld child support. forcing my 

mother to live with her parents. my brother and I to be raised together in a small room. Grandfather 

called them niggers. I can't afford an automobile. Far across the calm bay stood a complex of long 

yellow buildings, a prison. A line  is  the distance between.  They circled the seafood restaurant, 

singing "We shall not be moved." My turn to cook. It was hard to adjust my sleeping to those hours  

when the sun was up. The event was nothing like their report of it. How concerned was I over her  

failure to have orgasms? Mondale's speech was drowned by jeers. Ye wretched. She introduces 

herself as a rape survivor. Yet his best friend was Hispanic. I decided not to escape to Canada. 

Revenue enhancement. Competition and spectacle. kinds of drugs. If it demonstrates form some 

people won't read it. Television unifies conversation. Died in action. If a man is a player, he will  

have no job. Becoming prepared to live with less space. Live ammunition. Secondary boycott. My 

crime is parole violation. Now that the piecards have control. Rubin feared McClure would read 

Ghost Tantras at the teach-in. This form is the study group. The sparts are impeccable1 though filled 

with  deceit.  A benefit  reading.  He seduced  me.  AFT,  local  1352.  Enslavement  is  permitted  as 

punishment for crime. Her husband broke both of her eardrums. I used my grant to fix my teeth. 

They speak in Farsi at the comer store. YPSL. The national question. I look forward to old age with  

some excitement.  42 years for Fibreboard Products.  Food is  a  weapon.  Yet  the sight  of people 

making love is deeply moving. Music is essential. The cops wear shields that serve as masks. Her 

lungs heavy with asbestos. Two weeks too old to collect orphan's benefits. A woman on the train 

asks  Angela  Davis  for  an  autograph.  You  get  read  your  Miranda.  As  if  a  correct  line  would 

somehow solve the future. They murdered his parents just to make the point. It's not easy if your 

audience doesn't identify as readers. Mastectomies are done by men. Our pets live at whim. Net 

income is down 13%. Those distant sirens down in the valley signal great hinges in the lives of  

strangers. A phone tree. The landlord's control of terror is implicit. Not just a party but a culture. 

Copayment. He held the Magnum with both hands and ordered me to stop. The garden is a luxury (a 

civilization of snail and spider). They call their clubs batons. They call their committees clubs. Her 

friendships with women are different. Talking so much is oppressive. Outplacement. A shadowy 

locked facility using drugs and double-ceIling (a rest home). That was the Sunday Henry's father 

murdered his wife on the front porch. If it demonstrates form they can't read it. If it demonstrates 



mercy they have something worse  in  mind.  Twice,  carelessness  has  led to  abortion.  To own a 

basement. Nor is the sky any less constructed. The design of a department store is intended to leave 

you fragmented, off-balance. A lit drop. They photograph Habermas to hide the harelip. The verb to 

be admits the assertion.  The body is  a prison.  a  garden.  In kind.  Client  populations  (cross the 

tundra). Off the books. The whole neighborhood is empty in the daytime. Children form lines at the 

end of each recess. Eminent domain. Rotating chair. The history of Poland in 90 seconds. Flaming 

pintos. There is no such place as the economy, the self. That bird demonstrates the sky. Our home, 

we were told, had been broken, but who were these people we lived with? Clubbed in the stomach, 

she miscarried. There were bayonets on campus. cows in India, people shoplifting books. I just 

want to make it to lunch time. Uncritical of nationalist movements in the Third World. Letting the 

dishes sit for a week. Macho culture of convicts. With a shotgun and "in defense" the officer shot 

him in the face. Here, for a moment, we are joined. The want-ads lie strewn on the table.
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Words torn, unseen, unseemly, scene  

some far suburb‟s mall lot  

Summer‟s theme: this year‟s humid  

– to sweat is to know –  

pen squeezed too tight yields  

ink as blood or pus  

so the phrase scraped, removed  

offending thine eye: “Outsource Bush”  

Against which, insource what? Who  

will do it? Most terrible  

predicate – high above mountains snow-capped  

even in August in-flight motion  

picture Eternal Sunshine of the   

Spotless Mind infuriates many No  

action, no funny, plot too  

dense to follow, unless (unless!)  

mind‟s eye gives attention First  

blackbird signals many (synecdoche)  

Bumble bee wonders am I  

his flower? One hour shopping  

& the vandal‟s fled – him  
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we‟ll know not, never confront  

so recall the next day  

that anger directed at complexity  

as we deplaned in Seattle  

old battle never won, never  

gonna – sit now still beside  

Dungeness River to spot quail  

hopping about this untrimmed garden  

as dog walkers circle back  

jet trails in dawn sky  

thread cloud wisps, shadows sharp  

in the mountains – pen‟s cap  

placed aloft at the far  

end of the shaft, black  

ink bleeds into yellowing paper  

deep in the fiber, lines  

spreading as they dry, hours  

harbor us, hold the body  

still awhile, eyes, ears, all  

fading, as if to withdraw  

old ivy hides the fountain  

mountain half-peeking thru cedars green  
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against the morning‟s pale blue  

sky, my fingernail now etched  

with a permanent ridge – lavender  

as a crop smells sweet  

but I‟m staring West – Southwest  

as the sun behind me  

rises, cloud catches red pink  

then brightens into white – clock  

bangs ten at six A.M.  

its bell flat – quail still  

at the garden‟s rim, ignores  

buzz of red-green hummingbird overhead  

– then, minutes later, cloud‟s dissolved  

the near sky bare – boys  

by the trampoline in the  

dark discuss religion, say belief  

Here the park faces west  

making that Mount Baker, girls  

run naked through the sprinkler  

neo-retro-pseudo hippies mimic the Amish  

sans modesty, boys in tie-dye  

skip stones into the bay  
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alone in its corner 

You can see who’s awake 

in that highrise condo 

just by the lights 

but not who’s lying there 

sleepless, alone 

angry or sad, in pain 

there in the dark 

traffic already constant 

at 5 in the morning 

Dear Chris, hello 

that generation 

already slipping away 

A fan with a broken blade 

Of course there’s a story 

The only tile 

there above the stove 

chickpea puree 

beside the perfect trout 

sprouts roasted 

alongside apples 

in maple cider 

so the first taste is sweet 

Cranes in the brain 

in the rain 

       in the pond 
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beyond which 

a train 

silhouettes the horizon 

which, when it whistles, 

sends these long birds aloft 

The pansies are planted 

after a harsh winter 

Last fall’s last leaves 

finally raked 

Roger across the road 

digging in his tiny 

hillside garden plot 

Up the hill, barely audible 

woodpecker’s paradiddle 

but no leaves yet 

or barely any 

tho the grey forest 

starts to tinge green 

just from the buds 

not warm yet 

but the cusp of warm 

Many birds go silent 

at the advance of crows 

At the high point of 

this hill the oldest 

barn in Philadelphia 
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but behind me 

on the far side 

of the river the loud 

whistle of a train 

I hear a tractor’s 

soft distinct growl 

the coo of a rock dove 

tho these robins 

are as fat 

as they are 

silent, honey bees 

plump with spring 

O wild ancient house 

with hand cut  

stone pillars you 

wade into garden 

then crouch something 

yellow something 

barely purple butter 

fly no larger 

than the nail of this finger 

Repent! Says the barn 

Dreams in which 

I come home & 

the computer’s destroyed 

the books are all missing 
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& no one will explain 

The four tunnels  

of the Pennsylvania Turnpike 

the distance between 

rage & sadness 

the former but a mask 

for the latter 

Where the Monongahela 

meets the Ohio 

red bud trees 

at forest’s edge 

the way cows 

when resting 

tuck their legs under 

Why is Glenn Beck so sad 

Books mean nothing 

save for what we’ve read 

high sky made low 

by misty rain 

By river 

to the Gulf 

& later by train 

all the way to Philadelphia 

remains of Fort Pitt 

the bridges deliberately picturesque 

Obscure fact about Pittsburgh 


