
Having a Coke with Frank O’Hara 

 

is more fun than exploring the outer limits of high-end theoretical epistemology 

is better than fighting with the waitress who has forgotten to bring my toast (again) 

 than having box seats at the opera on opening night 

 than waiting for the train and thinking about what will happen next Tuesday 

 than anything on TV. 

 

Frank O’Hara, you are long gone, fallen into the shadows of last century’s yesterdays 

but having a Coke with you, Frank, imagining you 

smiling crookedly beneath your beautiful, busted nose 

seeing your raincoat collar tipped up beneath your ears, your back to me as I enter the lunch 
counter on one of your breaks from the museum 

leaning back with you on a sofa at some artist-party, discussing the weather in St. Moritz or 
Elizabeth, New Jersey 

means more to me than thinking about what I would do with a winning lottery ticket 

but maybe not actually, since I’d use some of that money to go to Paris, because that would be really 
great 

though I suppose you’d come too, wouldn’t you? 

 

Frank, these things I do with you 

inside of someone else’s memory 

within the white, deckle-edged borders of a photograph in which I do not appear 

these things are more precious to me than the feeling 

I get when looking at a Jackson Pollock painting 

or knowing where the mustard is when I’ve already made some hot dogs on a Sunday afternoon. 

 

Frank O’Hara, having a Coke with you 

      is so much fun 

that I am almost jealous of anyone 

who could actually have done such a thing for real— 

 

almost, but not quite 

because, Frank, 

  this – this 

    is just between 

        you and me.  

  



How You Sound? 

after Amiri Baraka 

 

I want this to be useful 

 I want to 

  make something 

that does something, that makes something: 

 

look around you— 

the trash, the beauty, the 

undeniable everything— 

 

You are here. 

I am here. 

All of this belongs to me:  

the cars rushing up the street, 

the kids shifting in their seats at school, 

disasters and non-disasters unfolding in real time; 

snow lies silently on the ground and 

also fills the spaces between the surface of the weightless sky. 

These are mine. 

These are also yours— 

 

All of the noise of the TV 

is here: 

Senators, Congressmen and women,  

and those who set out to tell us what they mean: 

complaining, explaining, declaiming 

competing with pharmaceutical anxieties,  

with fantasies of perfect skin, or teeth, with 

desire, translated into zero-to–sixty automotive victory laps 

against seen and unseen neighbors; with new floors, new couches,  

with the genocide of millions of microscopic bacterial colonists, with 

sound investment strategies, and dreams of a good night’s sleep— 

all pitched against my sanity, creeping into my ideas 

like filthy water rising from a broken floor drain. 

 



These things are ours; 

we can not escape them,  

can not selectively take the beauty 

and not the ugliness, own the high ground 

an ignore the fens 

we can not hide ourselves in hermetics 

encase ourselves in Ziploc bags of theory 

marry ourselves to useless diatribes. 

 

We must take it all, must see it, say it 

tell it with some sort of honesty. 

We must. 

 

I want this to be useful 

I want this 

I want to be useful 

with this, 

in this. 

and by wanting to be 

can I say  

I am? 

  



Why I am not a poet 

 

So, the other day, I was 

online, looking for all the poets 

being poets, watching them 

do that thing they do— 

it was like a party in there 

but everyone was either 

dead 

or already friends with someone else 

drinking cocktails made of esoterics 

and gossiping about their MFA programs. 

 

I sat down, next to one of the dead ones 

(I won’t say which, 

as he’s still a bit on the shy side) 

and asked him: 

“What’s the story here?” 

but all he said was 

“I’m just a ghost here, myself.” 

I could see I wasn’t getting 

anywhere, so I left. 

 

A bit later, I wrote this down, 

whatever this is—it’s not a painting 

that’s for sure 

but not a poem,  either, not having 

a degree or anything— 

 

I just wish Frank was there 

at the party, I mean, 

‘cause what’s a party without him? 

and besides, he would have told me what to do 

even if he is a ghost— 

and if he couldn’t, 

at least he would have shown me 

where the oranges are. 

 

 

 


