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unresolved worship of your body

1et's fuck with our clothes on

this travel trailer that doesn't is cold
let that be reason enough for tonight
tomorrow i'll think of a better one

here, let me just unzip

you lift your skirt

pull those panties aside
there, isn't that good enough?

no? no... not for me, either
stop, stop. we'll sleep
masturbate tomorrow

you at your place

me here

this travel trailer that doesn't
is my place
.1 suppose
if ever there was a pldce for me
your body's in and out contours
tho i will never know them
are no place for me
atheists do not belong in Notre Dame

here, i like that we can see

our breath hover as inaudible

cartoon wordless bubbles merging

as oversized/overstated spacing of this
typewritten silence in a fuckless night
i like that...

i'll never want to see you disrobed
you'll leave me for it eventually

i know this

you do too

here:
flannel pd jama bottoms
an XXL OSU sweater



draw the curtain before you change

there are extra slippers under the sink
check for eight-legged critters
before sticking your toes in
they've been claiming refugee status
in this travel trailer that doesn't
ever since the rains came

use my toothbrush if you'd like

tho the paste may be frozen

ahh
i love the way women look in pa jamas
sit here on my lap-Z- help me
with this bottle of port
with this game of solitaire
there, much better played in pairs

you like playing the bohemian with me

you like my typewritten homelessness lies
you even like, i think, me. i like

your poor taste in men

all the same :
i will pnever want to see you unclothed
you will leave me for it, eventually
you will take my pajamas with you
you will wear them
Some winter other than this one for
some man other than this one
good man with a good job
well liked, well bred
you won't wear them long
he will playfully take them off
with his teeth and properly fuck you
without any clothes on save for S0CKks
you forgot to take off in the hullabaloo
leading up to an orgasm
or two

leading up to morning when
your good man will see my name on the tag of
your pajamas laying on the floor and

have a few stories to tell of

§3§rw§§i nights in trailer trashdom

stories of a temporary boyfriend

who never did let you disrobe

long since written off

a8 gay

a8 an eccentric 4afraid of skin and
you two will chuckle and fuck again

a proper resolution:
a three line summition of why
i'll never want to see you without clothes

but in spite of these disrhythmic keys

you have found sleep and i know everything of
you with the exception of the vody i worship;
you will wake before me to read this nonsense
i will not take out of this typer and in that
i think the proper resolution

is simply to curl up
next to your clothed body
and leave this like this




homesick

she says

i make her pelvis sob
and the tears drip out
the largest opening
south of her navel
running the length

of her left leg

in a marathoned attempt
to try and find me

she says

it wouldn't be so bad
if that was the only
part of her that

i made cry

!

H built by sentences

there are women built by sentences.

there are women built by the sentences
of preschool illiterates; subject/verb, pres-
ent tense with nothing more--- incapable of
anything more. they are the bare bones of
anorexia dreams where shoulder blades have
more prominence than tits which makes sex a
guessing game: which end goes up again?
they're interchangeable - subject/verb or
verb/subject - right? it doesn't matter.

there are women built by the sentences
of Kant; 2.000 words per sentence held to-
gether with 600 commas. they are women of
corpulence - of aestheticless plaid striped
gshirts - of elumsiness without a foundation:
2.000 words trying to stand on feet that fit
within a size two shoe.

there are women built by the sentences
of almost Germans; women built by the sen-
tences -of Kafka--- buxom beauties with the
forgotten elegance of dreams sliding thru
peripheral sight upon waking. if you can
entice them to stay then they will stay ob-
Jects of longing, watched for hours over
asylumed mess hall meals and absinth aperi-
tifs. watched until they stand and excuse
themselves to pies or menstruate and then it

is seen as they walk away: they have no end-

ing worth mentioning, they have no ass.
they are women without gluecose or muscle.
they are a paper page plane with that black
dot - that period - that asshole that ends
beauty so poorly.

there are women built by the French as
well; women built by the sentences of Camus.
simple, almost attractive whores with little
tits that should be sensitive but twist thenm
as tho you were trying to break a pocket
watch amd watch them not make a sound. they
will never admit to feeling anything but ab-
surd passion for their absurd lives they do
not even like; but they will be intriguing.
tied to your headboard they say things you
would prefer not to know as you ravage every




overused orifice; but it will not stop them
from saying anything wrong--- or anything
you would want to hear.

there are women built by the sentences
of Celine. dot-dot-dotted... freckled to
mar the gestalt 6f their appearance... pock-
marked in the soul. a soul that burns moon-
shine morning porcelain heaves against clen-
ched teeth and out an unwilling nose: an
ugly soul to hate. but after so many soul-
less sentences and women you take to building
unplum bookshelf shrines in her honor--- agk
her to move in so you can watch her - night
and days of unemployment - as her anti-
semitic dreams bloom sheet metal blossoms of
hate ripping in the intestines of anthropo-
morphized aesthetics. . the remedy is a juni-
per bloom herbal gin and, returning bottle in
hand from the liguor store, you are not sur-
prised to find her gone - but it would have
hurt less if the shower curtain, light bulbs,
records and ice cube trays were left behind.

there are no women built by the senten-
ces of the Russians; not that i have seen
and, if there are such women, i hope the city
of Paris has stolen them all and locked them
away in labyrinths where rats will eat thru
steel walls for eternity to get to their de-
composed perfection. this world is not meant
for women built by those sentences--- the war
for Leda's daughter does not need to be re-
lived in a world of nuclear stockpiles.

there are women built by the sentences
of Nabokov, sure, but he is not one of THE
Russians. hils women are those of sophisti-
cation and power who refuse to reveal any-
thing. it takes patience to see them as a
whole, peek over the doors of Victoria's
secret dressing rooms as they try on under-
garments and then you will see: their nipples
dc not guite line-up--~- making them comical
rather than erotie. up those Jacob's ladder
legs of bliss there is nothing but the iron
phosphate reality of women built by Nabokov
sentences. up those legs is nothing - no

twat, nothing to offer you - not even if you
read between those legs with a machete will
there be a slit enough worth your time.

there are women built by the sentences
of Americans, too. not by Whitman; he built
16 y/o boys. Twain built circus attractions:
bearded ladies, mermaids, atheists and other
nonsensical creatures. Faulkner and Stein-
beck built real women but i've never fancied
real women. Hemingway had those ugly bitches
that he shit-shined in sueh a way you would
propose to them and not realize what they
were until the morning after an annulment is
poesible.

there are women built by the sentences
of Henry Miller; women with those long, run-
on legs resembling something like importance.
maybe there is something in those women - 1
never looked in all too many places. never
looked further north than the apex of abdc-
men triangle pointing down to all the mean-
ing i. cared to take from his sentences.

there are mangled messes of women built
and broken by the beat poets; they look to
be models for Le Mademoiselles de Avignon.
women who only profess love after their
third emergency room vacation--- women who
have Just enough spirit that it never gets
tiresome trying to beat it from them.

there are women built by the sentences
of Bukowski; women raised on meat and Pabst,
cultured on whiskey and roll-yer-owns.
blowjob gueens who use too much teeth and
enjoy having their ears grabbed or their
hair wrapped in a clenched fist while the
man in the next stall waits for his turn.

there are no women being built today;
there are no Pygmalions of words anymore.
they are only summoned thru literal library
liturgy but always disappear when you look
away from the incantations of the book. the
architects of words and women are dead; t.
robbins, palahniuk and eggers could not even
dress a woman let alone build one.

fantasies: that is all women are now---
they no longer exist.




changed sheets

broke down and washed the sheets today
they no longer smelled like her
they simply smelled
that smell of
aged sweat and
coagulated cum
that smell of sex gone stale

and it is hard to believe
that something we shared
with such enthusiasm '
ecould go stale

so guiekly

for awhile i pretended
pretended it was the smell of
my old wine bottles molding
my George Dickel and opiate breath
my contorted cold-sweat withdrawals
pretended it was the smell of
me that disgusted me
instead of the smell of
us

and
for awhile i did more than pretend
for awhile i lied to myself
for the first few nights
when 1 lied by myself
when the pillow still exhumed
the smell of her shampoo
when the blankets still held
the must of her twat
i'd lie awake in bed
warming the sheets
before getting up
to piss and
brush teeth and
i'd tip-toe back to bed
crawl in on the other side
pretending the heat radiating

from the empty spot
was her

trying not to wake her

i let my feet hang from the bed
kept cold toes from her

while dreaming delusions

in those first days

before sleep

came

and

i felt

if not loved

that at least

there was someone .
close by

that i loved

but that was

two months ago

two months of

sleeping in pavlovian sheets
and i cannot remember
anything of her

save for that

stench

maybe that is unfair
but it's all she left behind




grammatical{}z

we were laying in bed

in an overcast december afternoon
but in the way you think of a

"december afterncon"
in august
not december

and she slept with her head
in the divot of my body
where nothing is natural
but the butts of
shotguns, rifles
and the heads of women

to rest

amd. it was good

at 13:21

her mouth went off
like a shotgun blast
in an overcast
december afternoon

she left ears ringing

shoulder throbbing

as she walked to the shower
naked \

telling of her need

to order in chinese food

of course
none of this is true
humans get laid
in bed at night
there's no laying
eome morning
in the morning
humans e¢an only lie

waiting on the next reaection

she is addicted to words.

and i know what 1 am. i'm Jjust a junk
dealer--- throwing out 1/100th of the true
stuff - of the good stuff - but it's hard
to get the real stuff around here. so she
gsettles far what i can provide.

providing a line here and there---

lines like:

he worked 18 hour days in that wire coat
hanger factory so she would never have to

feel the pain of labor.
or a line like:

i don't care what hue man is as long as
his woe has something pink to share now

and again.

and she takes them, eracks them a-
gainst a CD case w/ her driver's license,
divides my lines into lines and snorts them
thru a stolen starbucks straw.

Just last week i caught her in the
bathroom w/ a stanza in a spoon, lighter
held beneath it--- the ceremony of the
needle at the ready. i don't know what

stanza it was.
maybe something like:

we made love ini the bathtub
like love was crystal meth
cheap
illegal
labor intensive
and so the whole
god damned neighborhood
could smell it

or maybe something like:




the first thing we did

when the world ended was

Weé renamed the constellations and stars
0o more ursa major or minor
0O more orion or cassiopeia
no more leo, libra or cancer

filling the sky w/ stories we wanted told

then we set out to re-populate the world
w/ people to hear them

whichever it was, it would not melt---
it kept burning away. hotboxing her in
that tiny room as a consolation.

but she keeps me working - that's one
nice thing about her - because i see the
way she glances at the works of my friends.
it's not her fault, she's Just a word whore
now aml i waste so many wine-laced phrases
in the compliments of night which she has
not figured out how to smoke/shoot/snort
yet. so these days are spent at the typer,
beating out 8.5" x 11" black-on-white hate
erimes to keep her fixed on me.

and i know what you're thinking. you
thirk you can do better than this--- that
you could steal her away from me. and i
don't mind; try it. please. it's worth
the effort as her accepting lips slip a-
round your... ego.

please: try it. _

there aren't enough of these words to
£0 around and i could use a line or two
farmyself someday.

1mgreeaion8

women walk

steel heeled 5
trying to punc
ho{es in the earth

raising a4 foot
they wait

for the world to
rise to them

then something gives
either woman or world
and the collision comes
before you can tell

nc hole
no dent
no scratch
to be seen

80 shifting hips
1ift the other

to try and punish
the pavement again




nightcrawlers

the sidewalks are crawling tonight.

rain, christ the rain... makes a 35F
night unbearable - makes everything ache -
five miles walked since midnight, shin
splints sounding w/ each step.

each step trying to avoid the night
crawlers - six to eight on each cement
sgnare, each sgquare a yard long, five miles
of sidewalk - the gidewalks are crawling
tonight. cannot avoid them all; first few
hundred can be tip-toed around but this
rain won't stop and it's drown or be
crushed at dawn when the tiresand soles of
the sculless start out. dawn is too far
away--- the inevitable, the immediate is to
be avoided now:

don't drown.

it still gets to you on the sidewalks;
inescapable. seeps in. breathe it in and
every mile is stopped to piss it all out
again. don't eat anything - as if that is
the usual problem - otherwise it seeps into
the intestines and softens everything and
every few miles is a race to a shitter;
something impossible to find on 03:00 side-
walks. locked office buildings; locked
public buildings; locked apartment build-
ings... it is the decorative planter out-
gide of the omnipresent coffee chain that
gets the watered excrement at six miles.

shit.

bullshit.

don't bullshit us.

so say the self-addressed stamped re-
jections when they find their way back.
it's shit, or bullshit; don't waste our
time w/ this--- slush piles are the down-
fall of the industry, they hold up my work
as example. asking, always asking:

-Where's the heart? Submit something
again when you put s ome heart into it...

nightcrawlers have four hearts--- oI
is it five? maybe three. been a long time

since that eighth grade dissection of my
nighttime companions. should set them at
the typer--- let them show me how it's
done; how to put some heart into it. they
would have emotion instead of these heart-
less observations, these second-hand
stories and dull fictions echoing the dull
apartment lights always observed at odd
hours. SO many of them the humdrum blue
percussion of the television left on,
sleeping to the sounds of infomercials.
any sound is better than ‘the one an idle
mind may make.
~ saw one person reading tonight; one

in five hundred windows literate.

most were long since sung to sleep by
what 1 wade thru to watch them.

and i hate them. having a place to
gsleep while i'm swimming these sidewalks
w/ worms; hate them for making me wonder
which are my peers: the mindless heartless
or the mindless w/ hearts? it seems there
should be another combination to associate
w/ but i've searched the 1lit windows and
wet, reflected sidewalks for far too long
and have yet to see it.

have yet to see - tonight - that
light go out--- basement light where i can
sometimes sleep. Janitor is still there.
usually gone by sun-up and the sky is
blueing. reminds me of christmas eve,
counting down to morning hours. parents
leaving lights on to fool - make fools of -
me and my sister--- thinking t hey are still
out there, still wrapping up the night long
after they found sleep.

and it is 05:18.

duped.

but why risk it? santa taking back
gifts? Janitor calling disco-1lit ecars to
evict me? i've never risked it.

forty-five minutes and the coffeehouse
will open. an hour after that and the li-
pbrary opens and my night's sleep can begin.




start walking; few more miles and it
will all be alright.

someone else is out here... five or
three hearts cannot save these crushed

ones. garbage trucks. the night is almost

over and my companions cannot crawl fast
enough. soon it will be Joggers; head-
phones and perpiration and trails of
erushed hearts in each stride.

bullshit.

don't bullshit me.

i've seen yolr hearts.

i've cut you open myself.

i've gquantified you, measured you,
filled out diagrams. i know there's more
in you than this, hiding in the shadow of
parking meters and telephone poles from
the streetlights all night and the bluing
clouds that won't stop falling on us.

sanctuary won't be found by dawn.

two more miles.

i've eaten -.88¢ french bread - it
is fighting to get out. come on librari-
ans, open up. i see you moving in there.
cannot make it to the coffeehouses and
you don't have decorative planters here.

need a bathroom.

need to get this shit on paper for
more SASEs to find their way back to me.

need to get off these sidewalks be-
fore i'm drowned or crushed by dawn's
children who have little regard for those
who crawl thru these nights.

the impotent congueror

the Jacob's Ladder's rungs
between your legs
were littered
w/ snakes

all the same
i made it here
standing on this last step
scribbled w/ the hebrew equivalent of:
WARNING! This is not a step!
the liability of perfection
gcovered

but i cannot raise myself
over the ledge -
too many pain pills/muscle relaxers
to raise anything but another bottle
and a few excuses
and the question:

When will I be

"this close to

bliss again?




she asked

she asked me to take off my shoes.

hers were still on but it was her house
and not an unusual request--- i wanted to
come inside so i took off my shoes.

then she asked me to take off my socks,
dirty--- unwashed in weeks; so 1 took off
my socks and stood on her cold eoncrete
porech.

then she asked me to take off my hat.
80 i did, holding it because she didn't
offer to take it.

then she asked me to take off my coat.
and 1 did. hat switching hands as alternate
arms pulled thru. a dog - short haired
dachshund - limped out w/ a smirk as shivers
started; only thinking of coming inside.

then she asked me to take off my shirt.
and 1 did. set the coat and hat on the
ground, undid the first two buttons and slid
it all over my head. nipples hard; arms
tight to my body--- hat had already blown
halfway -down the street. loved that hat but
let it blow, i wanted to come inside.

then she asked me to take off my pants.
and i did. pants piled on shirt on coat on
socks on shoes. hat no longer in sight.

then she asked me to take off my under-
wear. «nd i did. peeled off the skin-tight
white things like glue off the palm of a
four y/o; like a first orgasm off the palm
of a twelve y/o; like underwear off the
clenched ass of 4 freezing man standing
naked and cold w/ shrunken testicles on a
concrete porch because he wants to come
inside.

then she asked me to follow her. and
i did. thru her living room of shattered
glass and mold and the carcasses of rotting
fish from aquariums w/ golf clubs still
lodged in decorative rock. didn't ask
questions--- just tip-toed thru it as she
and her limping, bleeding dachshund led the

way into her bedroom. still only thinking
about coming inside.

then she asked me to call my mother.
and i called my mother. well after mid-
night--- waking my mother who stated her
inconvenience at being awoken in words
that did not sound right coming from my
mother's near-asleep mouth.

then she asked me to ask her when i
was born. 1 asked; my mother answered and
i relayed it to the woman as she started to
put it into something like a star chart.

then she asked me to tell my mother
that i thought she - my mother - was a
whore. and i dié it as she deciphered i
was some kind of quadruple leo. told my
mother i loved her then hung up on her
screaming obscenities.

then she asked me to lie on her bed.
and 1 did, bleeding at the foot of her down
comforter.

-then she asked me to put peanut butter
on my testicles and let the dog lick it
off. and i did. it was already on the
nightstand. then pulling the sides of her
bed in clenched fists as he licked and nip-
ped and tore into all of it then - when
done - he curled to sleep under my chin for
warmth which raised my head to look at her:
undressed; smells of crabs and syphilis and
gonorrhea and h.i.v. and scabs all came
from her unwashed, two-day-away-from-men-
struating snatch which - bellow her belly-
button - was labeled w/ a tattooed chinese
symbol for bliss,

then she asked me to slide inside.
and i did. burning inside and out as i
did--- handjobs w/ inverted wedding rings
felt better. but each pump made it nearer
to numb and then - w/ each thrust - it al-
most began to feel good.

then she asked me to scream. and 1
did. i screamed ineffable names,




and then she asked me to come inside
of her. that was all i had wanted to do
from the beginning. and i tried and i
pumped and i thrusted away inside her---

then she asked me to tell her i loved
her. and i pulled out my near-hard and
undrained piece of bloody meat--- walked
back over the fish and mold and glass,
thru the door and sat on her cold concrete
porch - naked - picking glass out of my
feet before gathering everything save for
my hat and drove héme.

first
we lied with our legs tangled like sheets

that tell bad lies. unable to tell whose
legs were whose without touching; our han
ds were busy elsewhere so we went without
knowing. my fingers traced the wires dow
n her training bra; eannot remember where
her hands were which means they were no p
lace interesting--- maybe they felt her w
rithing legs thinking they were mine? ma
ybe. summer of '92 - sleeping on a tramp
oline because we were white trash - tryin
g not to move much for fear the sounds of
the trampoline springs or the saliva echo
ing in our mouths would find their way to
the open window of my aunt's bedroom. it
was the first time my lips touched a girl
anywhere; i was not oreative enough to pu
rse them against any other part of her---
that would not come for some 50 or 60 kis
sed girls later: moving beyond the earlob
es/neck/nipples. that was the first time
and the novelty has yet to wane. that ti
me we lied with our legs tangled like she
ets that tell bad lies. unable to tell w
hose legs were whose without touching; ou
r hands were busy elsewhere so we went wi
thout knowing. my fingers traced the sea
m of her blue jeans where they met her sk
in; ecannot remember where her hands. reste
d which means they were no place interest
ing: maybe they felt her writhing legs th
inking they were mine? maybe. might hav

€ even been the summer of '93 - undulatin
& on a trampoline because we were white t
rash - trying not to move much for fear t
he sounds in the trampoline springs or th
€ saliva echoing in our mouths would find
their way to the open window of my aunt's
bedroom. i wonder if it was the first ti
me her lips touched a boy anywhere? wond
er if i am her first kiss story--- i enjo
Y being in other people's stories. wonde
r if she tells of the time a stranger and




she lied with their legs tangled like she
ets that tell bad lies. unable to tell w
hose legs were whose without touching; ma
ybe she could recall where her hands were
tho - probably - she would simply remembe
r the boy who prodded at her training bra
as tho it were a bloated corpse and his f
ingers the sticks of small children. but
we were more terrified than kids stumblin
& upon & corpse: trying not to move too m
uch for fear the sounds of the trampoline
springs or the saliva echoing in our mout
hs would find their way to the open windo
w of my aunt's bedroom. it was the first
time my lips touched a girl anywhere; but
that is not what i told my friends--- no!
i told them it happened a month or two be
fore that: a hotel in Virginia; a girl na
med Brandy--- a southern belle who pronou
nced MeDonald's as MackDONalds. she wasn
't completely fictitious; we played in th
e pool together - splushed and talked tog
ether - then she gave me her room number.
i told my friends. they told me i had to
g0 to her room that night: that's what me
n did and we had convinced ourselves we w
ere men. and i went to her room - that m
uch is true - knocked on the door answere
d by her father. she and her sister or f
riend sat in view on the bed - giggling -
as the large man chased me away/chased me
down the hallway. i hid by the ice machi
ne; no longer afraid of their father, no!
afraid my friends would know the truth if
i came back too soon. 80 i waited by the
ice machine for the amount of time i thou
ght it would take to be with a woman and,
five minutes later, told my friends the w
onders of women. i didn't know they coul
d entertain for any longer than five minu
tes; not until we lied for an entire nigh
t with legs tangled like sheets that tell
bad lies. unable to tell whose legs were
whose without touching; our hands occupie
d so we went without knowing. my fingers

wires of her training bra thru
:{ﬁ%ﬁ? :i:'t remember where her hands Wer
e which means they were no place interest
ing: maybe they felt her writhing legs th
= e mine? i'd like to think

hey wer
:ﬁkinﬁu;mei of '92 or '93 - trampoline sl
eesing because we were white trash - tryi

o move for fear the sounds of the
ggazggline springs or the moans we felt o
in vibrations thru our faces would so

mehow find their way to the open window o
f my aunt's bedroom. 1t was - in all hon
esty - the first time my lips touched a g
4rl anywhere; i was not creative enough t
o purse them against any other part of he
r--- that would not come for some 30 or 4
0 kissed girls later: another dozen befor
e i moved away from the earlobes/neck/nip
ples. that was my first time and t he nov
elty has yet to wane; that time we lied w
ith our legs tangled like sheets that tel
1 bad lies. unable to tell whose legs we
re whose without touching; our hands busy
elsewhere so we went without knowing. fi
ngers begging her training bra to dissolv
e uner their touch; cannot remember where
her hands grabbed me which means they wer
e no place interesting: maybe they felt h
er writhing legs, knowing they were hers?
grobably so. definitely in the summer of

93 - sleeping on a trampoline because we
were white trash and it was the only AC a
vailable to us - trying not to move too m
uch, fearing the trampoline springs and ©
ur bodies' friction being audible thru my
aunt's open window. and i wonder what sh
e looks like now; if i'd be proud to clai
m her as my first--- or if she would be a
shamed to claim me as hers--- or if her f
igure found its way to emulate the traile
red women around her: wonder if i would W
ant to lie with her again as our legs tan
gle like sheets telling bad lies; able to
differentiate between our legs now simply
by their length/girth; neither of us buil
t like twelve year old boys any longer...



Rebecea

she doesn't mind
when i call out
another woman's
name

and i don't mind
when she calls me
two days later
after repeatedly sayi
that first night: s
Remember,
this is only a one night thing.
I don't want to talk to you again
after this... -

leaving messages on the voicemail

that calls me by another name
saying:

Give me a call

if you'd like to come over
tonight or soon...

and she smells
like the other woman
whose name i eall out

and if clenched eyes
open at the right time
when her head is thrown back
and only her chin/lips are seen
she looks like the other woman
whose name i call out

and she moans the same
as the other woman
whose name i call out
but it is impossible
to get hurt this way
and it is only coincidenece
they share the same name

women on the fire

up throv ing women on the fire.

s °n§§dwa§ nearly chilly. there was little

-way of keeping warm.
Otherourywalletspwere emptied of recepts,
business cards from forgotten people, ameri-
ean currency of every denomination and
pencil written names next to numbers on
Keno cards we meant to dial someday but
never will now. piled together. 1lit with
the last match in a book of bar matches that
was added to the small flame.

all the kindling was used to get the
fire going. little to begin with--- only
what we could find: the white picket fence
around us, the neighbor's shutters and the
adamant hammer-dismantled gazebo four gener-
ations of my family were married under.

and the logs burned as the night
burned but there was more night than there
were trees we could fall in this city blook;
so we ended up throwing our women on the
fire.

we were drunk - wine bottles littered
the lawn: emerald abortions of a good night
bleeding their last bits of life into the
ground - maybe that is our excuse--- maybe
we were too drunk to be cold and we have no
excuses. but we were not warm so we ended
up throwing our women on the fire.

you went first with what was at hand:
that heavy blonde, the one who disliked feta
cheese and had an uncanny ability for asxing
the time when it was exactly 8:43, morning
or night. maybe it was because she was the
first or maybe it was because she was the
fattest or maybe it was because she flailed
around the most or maybe it was because i
hated her. whichever, she burned blue and
the flames were higher than the house.

and you. maybe it was the fight to get
her into the fire but you were sweating.
you looked warm.




she did not burn long - always knew
there was little to her - so0 i went next
with the brunette who would only undress
With the lights out in her red-lit bedroom
from the five digital eloeks she set every
night and still slept thru their alarming

sounds in mid-afternoon. she did not fight

much; only screamed like stars when they

fall--- but she warmed the night in a brief

glow.

80" wWe opened more bottles and alter-
nated: you followed with a chianti and the
short, well-built girl who read Hegel in
coffee shops to meet men; the one who al-

most understood the bocks but never the men.

1 opened a malbec and threw in the
girl we called the "cut-me, beat-me, rape-
me girl"™ behind her back because - in the
bedroom -~ she liked to be cut, she liked to
be beat and she liked to be raped. she diad
not put up a damned bit of fight.

on and on until the sky blued - until
the dew started to settle on us and we knew
no woman could keep us warm - then we went
inside where it was heated to sleep until
work called wondering where we were.

holy wallet

;itgiﬂk statements

ch like the Bible:
ggzgnggng all in black but
towards the end
all the big parts
are in red
and the bits of black
do not seem to be
too substantial

lately

the bills leak into
this tiny apartment
like love letters
gslipped thru

my door slot

by a relentless stalker
in too-tight blue s&grts
dro deceptive es
cla fgﬂg FINAL NOTICEs
but there will Dbe
another few

tomorrow

lately
my holy wallet
full of grace

but nothing else
keeps me from leaving
keeps me here

prisoner in an unlit alter
of delinguent love letters

and the only faith found
is that someone

will come

to collect me

someday




flashi red lights
in strobed wEI%e black skies
not flashing red lights
in sfroﬁeg white Sfue skies

doing something resembling work---

it's for a builder. painting houses,
running errands, walking dogs. he phrases
them as "favors™. phrases paid under the
table or in alcohol. now it's opening a
house for a realtor by 17:00, giving a sales
piteh; trying to make him $235.000 to earn
myself a bottle of scotch.

it's 16:34 - already december dark -
and a line of us are waiting for the train
to pass. a slow train that stops as men
hop in and out and check on--- something.

no one is going anywhere.

the guy in front of me is yelling,
beating the steering wheel as the lady be-
hind does the same to her kids in the back
seat. who knows what the dozens behind her
are doing. and here i'm watching time
measured away by talk show radics eritiquing
classical french albums and the dings which
coincide with flashing red lights.

flashing red lights.

fog softened flashing red lights. the
delay between 300.000.000 me.pe.s. and the
299.,999.999 m.pe.8s. the watered air offers
cushions the eyes enough to be mesmerized by
the waxing and waning of war god's orbs.
even the cars facing us - inconsiderate
enough to leave on their lights - seem to
play a peaceful game of peek-a-boo between
the wheels of railroad cars. and the places
where the fog doesn't guite fall is filled
with the exhaust of cars; too cold to turn
off in 22F weather or in the presence of
white strobes in black skies.

and the radio says the sky 1is...

heh, it says the sky is blue.

but it said it in french.

one of two french phrases i know: c'est
la vie - and - le ciel est bleu.

funny that should be the only olip of

loum they play. :
o afunny that the train isn't moving at

a morxree.
g ?ﬂ high schoel, in this town, a girl
from Marseille made me repeat bits of
¢rench before touching me. our first date:
gpent with a pizza in a midnight parking
lot. she was high on blow and knocked on
the windows of the few empty cars trying
to find someone to give her a smoke-~-- she
would not take mine and refused to buy a
pack herself because she was quitting.
she was fun and she was cute.
she reminds me now of a Henry Miller
character. tho glad i had not read him
then; can see how the comparison could be
less than flatteringe.
she pretended not to know what a
french kiss was so i would show her.
our first kiss.
the men are just standing about the
train. the exhaust from their noses blend
with those from the cars and they don't
seem to be doing much of anything. people
behind are pulling u-turns but up here we
are locked in too tight. 1t's 16:42 and
it looks like i may not get my bottle of
scotcheee
she was my first fuock.
homecoming night, senior year, and
they tried to keep us from going; closed
the gym ‘door when we walked down the hall
and threatened to call the cops. but we
were dressed up and drunk and we were
going to dance. found our way thru the
girl's dressing room into the back of the
stage then came out onto it as the cover
band sang:
-Every girl's crazy
'bout a sharp dressed man
i was sharp and she was crazy and we

were both dressed. :
a tattoo showed itself when her skiampy

dress constricted with the bouncing of her




breasts as she danced. she danced an 80's
molly ringwald dance, mostly hopping. and
i was mostly grinding, wanting to get a
better look at that tattoo.

g0t a better look in the back of my
car. an old ZB80SE Mercedes we parked in
the back of my 0ld middle school. a well
used german car with a well used french
girl and a nervous, overeager 1il' yank in
the back.

a4 sorry performance.

even at seventeen - even for the first
time - knew it was a sad showing.

it was awkward, more awkward than the
look of the word "awkward". she pulled
down her dress at one end and up at the
other while trying to find her underwear---
leaving necklaces and bracelets strewn over
pizza boxes and coffee cups on the floor.

i apologized.

she laughed; kissed me and said:

-let's go to a party!

80 we walked to a friend's house, to
an after homecoming doughnut party. we
danced more/we drank more. feeling more
inept/ashamed as it went on and avoided her
after that night.

tho i kept her trophied cheap neck-
laces on my rear-view until i sold that
care.

she never seemed to0 mind my avoidance.

she was kicked of the exchange for
using not too long after that.

the train is moving. the brake lights
in front of me are flaring even tho the end
of the train is still out of sight. more
premature excitement fits well here.

sophomore at uni when 1 heard of her.
some mutual friend said she came back and
started stripping--- said 1 had knocked her
up--- said she had it coathangered after
returning to franee.

the end is in sight. »
the car in front is creeping forward.

the lady behind has stopped beating
B k:g:.arms are going to rise soon; it's

- i ma et that bottle.
16.563336_ thoyigmay have remembered it if

ch time had not been spent on the
ggb?gct -~ i cannot remember her name nowe.



Yay!

"Yay! 1t stopped rainingl!"
the little voice yelled
outside

a8 1 listen to the rain
beat on my roof

inside

that has to be
the stupidest fucking kid
alive







