
 
a discourse on method 
 
 
soaring comes with a price. 
ask Icarus. ask Plato. ask  
the sun that used to hurl itself 
around the earth (well, that 
time, the sun won). Faust, 
short-term, came out on top, 
but toppled, at last, to his just 
shelf on the elf of himself. 
 
better to arc down, as the moon 
does, slightly, enough to shine, 
most nights, enough to light 
country roads, dim ways up 
from cave to daylight, to save 
eyes from blinding, toxic, 
unfiltered eclipses. better work 
from the bottom down. 
 
 
 
 
  



ask me yesterday 
 
 
anybody can predict the future. 
I predict the past, consulting 
what have you. haven’t you? 
 
What’s the Matter with White People? 
Joan Walsh asks. haven’t you? 
most of the past has yet to come. 
 
please donate your old eyeglasses. 
someone won’t mind looking 
recherché in them, getting older. 
 
you saw the new guy at the lunch  
counter wearing them. to him  
you looked like furniture, 
 
newly upholstered. he looked 
strangely familiar. this by way 
of answer to Walsh’s question. 
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I predict the past. all of it. 
how much do you need? 
how much can you use? 
 
TR will enter the House 
a la Groucho. Hypatia must die 
with her Library. shall I go on? 
 
I predict I did. over your unspoken 
objection, I seem to have struck a nerve. 
I will descend you from Apollo. 
 
10.2.2012 
 
 
 
 
 
  



a stage 
 
 
Romeo & Juliet agonize 
in Bears’ Ears. Lear 
weeps in McDonald’s. 
 
Where have all the flowers gone? 
just asking. flat. flat out. all  
foreground to a Cyclop’s eye. 
 
of the people, by the people, for the people 
forsaken, forgotten dreams, Balinese 
shadow puppet theater gone emoji. 
 
flat. that old flat earth slides back 
beneath us, a pizza stone promising 
a crispy crust, authentico.  
 
all the rage. rage 
against the machine,  
of the machine, & against it. 
 
space shrivels in the face of it. 
flowers adorn postage stamps. 
no need for a tongue to lick them. 
 
Where have you gone, Joe Dimaggio? 
Who will come to save the day? 
forget about having it your way. 
 
the fix is in. 
 
2.17.2018 
 
 
 
 
  



more abhorrences  
 
  for Ed Dorn 
 
 
monitor how ballots, half 
ostraca, half Vatican white smoke, 
serendipitously hang chads, tap 
& tally, scratch like tickets 
in a lottery, fail to get the joke. 
 
how earnestly pols preach 
chickens in pots to goobers, 
stuff tacos with donkey meat, 
treating themselves with $25 
burgers lavish with Kobe beef. 
 
evidence ought to convict, 
but won’t. jury nullification shows 
the side bread’s buttered on—  
& not their own—but whose, when few 
cadaver dog true from fake news? 
 
 
2.15.2018 
  



snow job 
 
 

the pirate’s X 
still elusive 

even algebra 
can’t say why 

 
 
whoever buried treasure 
on Oak Island surely had 
no hope of recovering it 
 
buried under mountains 
of cash the full faith 
& credit of the dream 
 
safe from shovel-bearing 
dwarves’ heigh-hos 
resonating in the mine 
 
the infallible mirror 
overruling flatterers 
a knife in the back 
 
fired, its outline 
indelible on the wall 
still eloquent, wry 
 
even reticent, smaller 
than a face, a thousand 
chips across the floor 
 
red eyes exploring  
their arcane text 
for the ghost of the most 
 
beautiful of all 
 
 
1.20.2018 
  
  



hung 
 
 
the jury will listen  
with the liver, lungs, stomach & guts 
Egyptian embalmers saved 
so the ka, the soul, could guzzle beer 
in the hereafter 
 
   (guts 
   count most, the brain 
   hooked out 
   through the nose (who needs  

brains in heaven? 
 
 keep hope alive 
 keep hope alive 
 
but the heart, that brightest eye, the glance 
that keeps the dance off its partner’s toes, 
a shrunken head, lips sewn together, says 
nothing short of rare nullification 
to resurrect too soon departed 
 
   (things, things alone, 
   indisputable as love or raised 
   hair on arms, on necks, attest 
   before verdicts to fear 
   clouded hearts, clouded eyes, give guts 
 
the last word.  
 
 
2.27.2018 
  



loose lips 
 
 
the first directive: 
shut the hell up. coordinate 
tortoise behind hare, so 
handicappers lose credibility. 
 
who’d underwrite insurance 
for a vulnerable boat? 
who’d cast a third-party vote 
to perpetuate a trance? 
 
who’d put the question so, 
moonlit, the new moon never 
illuminates whoever 
knew enough to know? 
 
the lips keep moving, 
broadcasting hieroglyphs, 
definitive buts & ands & ifs, 
avatars of anything. 
 
  



no stinger 
 
 
nothing succeeds like what 
precedes success. spontaneous 
generation, they used to call it, 
maggots nascent in flesh. 
 
as if flies signaled success. 
or zombies. or shit 
for fertilizer. well, 
maybe that. 
 

“Was you ever stung 
by a dead bee?” Brennan 
asked Bacall. “Were you?” 
“a hundred times.” 

 
bees, having stung, expire, 
savoring soldiers’ success. 
We lost the war, but hell, 
showed courage under fire. 
 
wars get won before begun. 
keep the finger in the fist; 
trim the casualty list. 
keep both sides the #1. 
 
3.4.2018 
 
 
  



low rollers 
 
 
anyone can think. 
thoughts 
 inch, one 
after another. they ought 
now & then 
to stop, not  
hopscotch 
carrying the kitchen sink, 
trying to save 
their mothers’ backs, 
studiously avoiding cracks. 
 
factors include sun glare, 
days since the last bath, 
consumption of frijoles. 
how long since the last spurn, 
the last defective product return, 
the goods on a betrayal? 
how soon does the last laugh 
last in the winter air? 
 
clever gets cleverer, 
then doesn’t matter. 
knockouts trump points. 
it makes some days 
scarier than others. 
it unbrothers. 
   
3.7.2018 
  



time for mime 
 
 
call your shoes, like a pet, Archimedes. 
always carry a lever, concealed— 
telescopic, microscopic, real. 
 
go anywhere. scale your reactions  
to the trees, 
experts on everywhere. 
 
don’t take my word for it. 
just slow down. take 
my word for that. frown, 
 
pilgrim, fulcrum, clown. 
you’ve got three-sixty degrees. 
go for it. 
 
3.8.2018 
 
 
  



by these lights 
 
 
light comes first. characters, 
empty as Adam & Eve, actions, 
consequences, rhyme later. 
 
dim, shadowy, blinding, what 
started in darkness emerges 
first in its own corners. 
 
photographs, once indisputably 
molecular in resolution, 
mutate pixel by pixel. 
 
animation doesn’t animate.  
you, actual creature, even 
pretending, did this or that, 
 
lit just so. you wanted to know 
what next, or to twist tomorrow 
secretly out of a bereft today— 
 
something a character can’t do, 
apparently, these or any days. 
why anybody dares to love you. 
 
 
3.10.2018 
  



because we could not stop 
 
 
alluring as a nestlery 
evokes its spiral stairs, 
a seesaw squeaks especially 
its contrapuntal airs. 
 
a contract, entered on, 
enumerates its terms, 
shields promisers from harms 
in oleaginous rapprochement. 
 
the limousine to paradise 
runs slow & slowerly, 
its passengers in svelte disguise 
of blithe familiarity. 
 
 
 


