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wAltziNg the hurriCANe

If women only knew how dyslexic they can turn men by only holding their gaze on them 
for a few extra seconds.

Waterslide architects have been spying 
the smooth of your back,

mapping blueprints
from the finger trails
adoring up your spine
stealing your design. 

Do not keep asking me for more revelations, Dear
or I will just keep sending you to the back of the Bible.

Revelation 12:7
And there was war in heaven.

It’s still there.

In this light
I can see through your body.

I witness a sea of war.

Enemies sliced by the wit in your lipstick. 
You dress us in silence.

You are a Sunday porch I could do nothing on 
and feel like everything was happening.

Let me pull my clumsy hurricane move—
a move to turn your gilded fortress to shrapnel—
to wind-scorch your overbooked rickshaws,
melting your slippers into glass formula.
Girling you out.
Bursting your leggings
into pink shredded wheat.
AAAAAAH! 
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Andromeda Carnivora
envy of novas 
zing your flesh across twilight 
and rest in me.

Stay asleep 
so the aircrafts aren’t drawn to land 
on the Christmas lights 
crackling safety signals 
from your eyes. 

I saw you 
panting in the oven of your skin.

Aren’t you tired of awakening next to lost armies?
Sick of people looking for jade in your nostrils?

Subterranean teeth-gnashing orchestra. 
Zebra killer. 
Flexed duchess. 
Carved cha-cha-cha. 
Zirconia sass rock.

I want the theater without the drama. 
I want the opera without the soap. 

Lay in the stillness of a fighting-saints fairy tale.

Your partner is here, 
a frog in a coma of kisses.
You, dressed as wonder,
screwed me backwards
with your 
dyslexic kiss.

Fairytale saints fighting a stillness.
Kisses of coma.
Here is partner your.
Wonder as dressed you.
Backwards me screwed.
Kiss dyslexic.
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the sileNt fAll of New YorK CitY

I had never experienced a real NYC blizzard before this and I had never heard the 
city silenced before. It was the most beautiful time with fantastic people. I couldn’t stop 
laughing and no one was saying anything.

New York City fought the quiet for too long. 

Taxis poking through the white 
like Corn Pops in cold milk. 

A sneak attack of slow down. 

It came to us 
the way a kiss turns into 
a sudden veil. 

The blizzard has sent down a bride. 
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the dAwN of weird

I don’t know why I have these visions, but I do.

It was the Dawn of Weird 
and I had woken up early. 

There was no difference between 
sky and sea, 
so dogs chased tennis balls into the shore break 
of cumulus clouds. 

Sea lions flew point 
in the formations of sparrows. 
Fishermen caught birds, 
apologized 
and set them free. 
The birds were understanding and as a gift 
brought back worm sandwiches 
which were surprisingly tasty. 

Airplanes landed safely underwater 
as mermaids guided us in with pop-electric jellyfish. 

Guns had turned to black licorice. 
All the cops were nibbling on shotguns 
and one by one all the criminals cried 
and turned themselves in 
to the dentist. 

Hospitals morphed and became 
rubber bounce castles. 
They had to call security 
to usher out the scalpels 
and to keep the elderly 
from hogging the twisty slide. 

Billboards became drive-in movie screens 
replaying what our feet looked like 
when we were chasing our dreams. 
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Everyone walked home.

And all the tombstones 
in all the graveyards 
crumbled into seeds. 

Flora bloomed immediately. 

Bees halted on the outskirts 
of the cemetery walls,
reverence for the ending, 
the passing of all. 
With antennae bowed 
and honey blood starting, 
they pledged to stand guard 
of the bright human garden. 

The largest pile of flowers…
It rose from your name.
The wind swelled a whisper
that said, 

‘They’re O.K., they’re all O.K.’

My Lord, it was a solid mountain of sunflowers.

The world blazed in color and I welcomed the change.
It was the Dawn of Weird and the morning of strange.

Amazing how all this 
did come to pass, 
just a child 
cutting loose 
in a poetry class.
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with the guidANCe of dolphiNs 
When you write and wait, the dark spots can be considered the sweet spots.

I found the coordinates for the pay phone that rests
at the bottom of the Pacific near the Channel Islands. 

Soon you will get a call from me. 
You will know in your stomach before you answer. 

I am binding barbells to my boots 
for the stroll to the lightless floor. 

Change in one fist. A zip-lock bag of air in the other.

I stand at the shore and stomp on the sand 5 times.
Blind bottlenose dolphins arrive—
guide me in slow like secret service.
They had done this before.

30 feet down my head feels like it will explode
as it did whenever I saw a typewriter.

I dwell on the idea of who started the fires in Hell.
Who built such a place?
I understand that it wasn’t the devil.

My arms lift unto him.

There are things we don’t talk about
that can only be talked about on this pay phone.
Now in front of me:
The damage in our foreheads—
The hands cut off for stealing ideas—
The hearts donated to lost and found and lost—

The empty, 
like the way you kissed me goodnight
after your second abortion.

Love, your phone is ringing.
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how to feel

I find myself screaming out loud in futility at the television, like a guy watching sports 
telling the coach what to do. The only difference is I am watching the news. Consider the 
sitcom and the reality show a kind of news.

‘It’s not looking too good, but he is alive.’

Kid is bleeding all over doctors.
A family is crying on a reality show called Shock Trauma.

Son has been in a car wreck.
Disconnected his head bones
from his spine. Skin intact.

After a commercial break, Dr. Cooper meets with the family.

‘It’s not looking too good, but he is alive.’

Dad says ‘Thank you for your candor. He…He’s very important to us…’
and breaks down.

The doctor says, ‘I understand,’ and leaves.

The camera stays for the weeping.
No one tells the camera to turn off. 
The camera moves around the family, like a feeling

My leg hits the remote.
The next channel has a beautiful woman offering me something.

The perfection said to me,
‘What do you want?’

I said I wanted what all guys want:
to smack the beauty back into you
with a light bulb revolver,
to call down fire from the holy spirit
and watch you incinerate in a cheap party gown,
to rip you in two and make you notice
how close we are to death when sleeping,
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to awaken that four-letter beast
roaring like a fistfight in your throat
that unsleeps the chaos inside you.
I want you to become one of us,
a clumsy, feisty, anti-zombie,
hungry for that famous arrow,
pounding at confusing walls
like a foreigner at the gates demanding a chance, 
like a bomb reaching out of the cathedral for light,
I want you to know when to tell the cameras to pull away, 
to know when the world knowing about you doesn’t matter, 
to learn nothing from the tears of others
until yours come. Until yours come.

A boy was bleeding on another channel.

I had forgotten all about him.
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to the lightNiNg teAChers 
All this you are holding is because someone said something encouraging to me once as a 
kid in elementary school.

To the teacher that said
‘The world is your oyster—’
These poems are the pearls 
I spit upon your plate.

To the other teachers of now, 
prepare your flints.
Speak with the hum of Fahrenheit 
in your hearts.

Teach them to be artists.
Teach them that artists make people aware
of what they already know
and really know
what they themselves think they don’t know.

Teach the champions the necessity of losing
for the sake of personality.

If the kids are hard to reach
wearing jackets made of knives,
it’s time that we
dressed up like porcupines
to show there’s a bit of them
still poking inside us.

Hey you prickly mother! Exhausted docents and masters. 
It was never about the pay.
Is the kid under your bed dying every day?
Dying to play in the mud, dying to snap all your friggin’ pencils,
dying to understand fireflies in the tree line.
The greatest teachers are the everlasting students.
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Go get them, teachers. Go get the young you first.
We should all recall our teethy youth, now lighting kids on fire
unless you are a literalist,
or are from Salem.

I praise how you bring us an astral storm of ideas.

Lightning strikes the tree—
the tree is budding with pinecones—
the pinecones explode—
the seed spreads across the forest—
new trees are born.

You bring them the lightning.
You bring them the sauce.

I was a bag of dirty pennies from the year 1973
and a teacher, Mrs. Shin, rolled me around in hot sauce till I was clean.
She knew I wasn’t the Ivy League type, but she still brought ignition.
“Oh, you all went to the school of business—
Derrick went to the school of none of your business.
He is different.”

She taught me that the word is dangerously pure.
It’s good to look a dream in the eyeball and not look away. 
It’s good to have a voice that can speak the language of resuscitation. 
It’s good to be beat down like the sun to prove you can burn and rise.

The future is our youth dressed as roman candles 
ready to burst open the gray evening sky.

12 pens in a bandolier! 

A vending machine on campus full of envelopes 
addressed to the White House!

A megaphone inside each lunch pail! 

Tell kids everywhere— 
The world is your underwear.

It’s time you changed it.
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Blood test

Sometimes when I begin to drift off to sleep I hear a gunshot that was never there. When 
I am alone for too long, madness and then horrible comfort.

At 10:35 pm I got real quiet inside 
like you said I should. 

I shook like a dog in a cage 
trying to run from the sound of fireworks. 

Hungry for the language that could make you know this. 

Terribles were forming in the place where the tongue 
grows out of the neck. 

I went inside. 

It sounded like tunnels exploding. 

I’m not sure if I came out.
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hot for sorrow 
This is my favorite ballad. In Munich, I met the kids from a mesmerizing group called 
Broken Social Scene. I asked if they would let me use their music when I do this out loud. 
They are gracious people and they are Canadian. The poetic terrorism guys use lines from 
this one when tagging up places. Written in Chicago after the Green Mill show.

When the police helicopters showed up
I grabbed onto the skid
and they flew me cross town
to your house.
I watched you through the glass as you slept
like jewelry in a coffin.

I screamed out

“Hey!
I don’t want to be the best lover you’ve ever had.
I just want to be your favorite.”

File me under hot for sorrow. 

When I couldn’t find your picture, 
I ate everyone’s unwanted videotape and dreamt. 
When you appeared, soft-focused,
outlined in lasers, 
embarrassed of your little T-Rex arms and seaweed hair,
we danced on the ceiling like Lionel Richie on crack
until it was time to walk you home 
from naked class.  A+.

This cross-eyed sniper 
misses you so much. 

The heavy solo night music 
tells me what is buried beneath our city: 

Ambulances hooked on one ballad— 
A sky turning red over its opponents. 
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Night melodies of helicopter switchblades
slice through this city.

The noise tells me there is still crime down here.
5000 air machines cannot stop crime.
5000 searchlights cannot stop crime.
5000 police fully moustached, with a John Wayne box-set, 
and our names on every baton
cannot stop crime.

I now know that what I feel for you is crime.

This is why I like the sound of police choppers:
not because it makes me feel safe and watched over
but rather because it is the music of war,
and tonight
they were playing our war.


