Endless Squall

The wind is always blowing here.

It rushes down out of the canyon

to the east

like a cavalcade of rhinoceroses.

The cyclists

struggle against it,

the pedestrians

have to lean into it,

the motorists

spend two dollars and ninety cents extra
each time they gas up

to compensate for it.

The trees on the eastern edge of the cemetery
are bowed-

to the west-

and their leaves don’t fall

they’re ejected

like screaming pilots from flaming cockpits
at wonky angles

until they crash into the grave markers below them.
And the headstones are all weathered
prematurely,

names and dates and histories

erased

while below,

wrinkled shells dressed in sunday suits
sit in metal boxes

pretending

that some shred of them

will last forever.



Night Scene

Silent street

punctuated by a single stag
stalk-still

against the asphalt all around
ten points

facing up at the firmament
fixed frame

the steam on easy breath
pools, puddles.

Noble beast-

neither needs nor heeds my blessings.



Resist!

Don't breathe long and slow-

don't be carried downstream by the current

of the universe-

Fight!

Thrash and writhe and wriggle with all your might.
And of zen, well...

Fuck zen!

We are alive that we can go against

that mighty current-

for a while.

Don't waste your time in stillness!

Don't accept!

Be loud and fast, and fly in your own direction.

There will be time to be still,

there will be time to accept,

there will be time to dissolve into homogeneity,
more than enough time.

Don't squander the opportunity
to fight,
to resist,

to live.



Ode To Smoke

A steamy trail of particulate vapor issues from her lips
tracing the outline of her silhouette and rising

up,

up,

it diffuses into nothingness

Don’t listen to what your parents or teachers tell you, kids-
smoke is very sexy.
she exhales again

slithers languidly through the still air
stretching for something-

rolls across my coffee table

like dunes in fast-forward

drips off the edges-

-gone.

She puffs a thick ring at me

it crosses through the void space toward me;
| reach out to touch it- to grasp it

and it dissipates;

she grins-

such teasing.

Smoke is-

and

iS not-

it traces the airflow-

the negative space

like a jungle cat pretending to be
the light between the leaves

she knows this
and she can see that | know she does

Smoke

is why | am so captivated
So fascinated

S0 mesmerized



so transfixed
by her
and in general-

by women.



Madeline Had Visions

Madeline had visions of you falling down the stairs this afternoon. She was sipping her coffee
and reading a scrap of paper that had materialized on her table from some article about a meteor
somewhere and it hit her like a ton of feathers or a ton of bricks.

Doesn't really matter which.

She gasped back into the present and fell out of her chair spilling the tar-black grog she had been
pawing at to the oaken hardwood and sat staring at her hands there for a minute or more.

They were pink against the tan-ish floor.

Pushing against it she regained her footing and reached for the home phone her friends chided
her for owning and called me crying you won't believe what I just saw | can't believe what | just
saw | think we need to call her do you think she's alright?

| had just gotten off my flight.

I don't know I said | don't know who you mean where are you are you alright | just got back into
town | was going to grab my bags and catch a taxi do you need me to pick you up

She finally noticed the fallen cup.

Catching her breath he slowed her pace and started to stammer how she didn't know it didn't
matter never mind | need to go and make a call I'll let you know when | get out.

I still had no idea what she was talking about.

She hung up the phone and placed another call after a half hour no six hours no six weeks of
ringing someone picked up the line she had dialed and she wept and laughed and asked if
everything was okay and if she needed to go and if so how far she was a primed cartridge in a
loaded gun

Everything was silent and the room spun

A voice replied something inaudible and Madeline laughed and cried not cried and laughed and
wondered how she could have been so rash to believe a daydream like this

She rose and gathered all her bits
And together they walked her down the hall from her sun room to the kitchen down the stairwell-

And she fell.



And for two point five one two three seconds everything stood still but her and the world stopped
turning she couldn't hear her own gasp or whether she screamed or laughed or cried she just hung
in the balance she hung from gods fingers she hung above a pool of sharks and a pit of lava and
everything she had never done she fell far and fast and hit the ground

An no one knows whether that made a sound.



