getting going with letting go.

history, you keep us awake at night
your bloodless memories
leave our beds cold

i remember her and i at the shore
right where we should have been

i remember sitting on the crest

of a great wave

with history nestled in a coffee can,
shelved and forgotten,

right by an empty jar of wings

that we were wearing

when that wave broke
on that shore

she was gone,

swept away maybe

i remember going home
sitting to listen to the wallpaper
peel down from the ceiling

history tells us that
the sky is blue

well i say
“cheer up sky”



the bough may break.

you walk wintry wet streets

as though it were

the middle of spring, buoyantly
your un-muddied dancing shoes
skirt puddles,

a swan round a pond

i buy us drinks
and we smoke hash in the back room

you tell me about yourself

in a whisper

as we slow dance round the empty bar
in single words,

the things that make you:

“makers, knob creek, beam”

i buy another round
and you are after my heart,
to be sure



the light in the room changes then
you mention nascar

i begin a dale earnhardt joke

you leave

without saying goodbye

in a whisper, i say to the bartender:
“makers, knob creek, beam”

he brings my order

and says only

“the bough may break

the bough may break out in song”




it's all been made of straw.

i cannot promise that i truly am
what you might be seeing
you've made me out of sticks
and paper-mache

i've made you from lace

and the echoes of wind chimes

i will invite you to a sexy party
where we will watch

a yellow jacket eat snails

right from the shell

and wish we treated each other
a little better

in the unforgiving morning light
i will write some bad poetry

for you to read

to see if you'll always be nice
or always be honest

our vampires will refuse :
the dried blood we offer = _ =371

knowing before we do ~J S

that we've all been made of stray

regrets, i have but one:
you never showed me
your knee high stockings
and teddy



a prayer to contraries.

the wind bit the waves warm
on this shore

did i dare to love a peach?
woke with its sweets
sticky on me

our top-heavy ship,

she sinks

we tell ourselves

only a day like today

and i did dare

while the wind picked up
and we were together

like a box of crayons

left in the sun

the light never really goes out

but if it does

there’s usually a book of matches
in the bedside table

the mirror would love to forget you
while clouds ask which one of me
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the spine of our dictionary
bluntguts itself

and we still sing,

we were a song,

the briefest of melodies



the connection without an origin
makes us all responsible
or reprehensible

“it's all déja-vu”

it's all déja-vu,

all a remark

on someone else’s remark

we were a song

my voice is an echo

voice is an echo
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to leave one’s mark

on the page of the heart

make it all real

clean yourself up after fucking gently
and consider the sun set

“she opened up her shirt
and it is full of blood
washed in a daydream and a fever”

casual lines drawn in the sand
are not meant to distinguish

but to illuminate

not to separate you

from me

but to lead us toward each other
caught unaware



when you reach the other

the light so treasured

will end up being the calluses

\RX VWULS IURP \RXU ¢QJHL









