
Backseat Sedan
A collection of Poems

What Do You Mean?

Behind a vintage lens
They wait for meaning…

Through a fiery rush of dusk 
it emerges as the moon.
cliché like amateur poets and tattoos
Revolutionaries of privilege and independence
capture it all.

Meaning dances with irony next to dumpsters and mansions 
conceals its definition somewhere in the middle of nowhere
glides through a cool night breeze of Northern California metropolis
with cigarettes and feathers and speakers
that ricochet the robot grinds of capital.

Re-define the times whispers an evening whistle of eucalyptus 
to the ears of those who beg for chaos 
and pawn off their fixes to Middle America.

Their phones draw blanks, show the time, stare back at them
they hold on to slivers of hope
but hope deserves more than the absence of words from lovers
hope is parents deep in a sterile nightmare of turquoise 
Cubs’ fans in 5 o’clock traffic
chilled aisles of industry in the wee hours of infancy
inner-city footsteps and the modern man .

Meaning shuts its door on decadence
leaves the realm of social media in a hash tag blaze
as it returns to its primitive ways of touch 
and lies naked in a forest of virtue
finds its soul, evokes pocket Motown grooves
self-identifies like Thoreau 
void of hipster academics
who speak of lakes like they’ve been there
who share loneliness with people through their fingertips
and smile atop their coats like Savio in the 60’s.

Meaning is Pabst in Milwaukee, not in warehouse euphoria
It’s love in cheap motels at the ends of the earth
where Vietnamese men scream for the cartoon chop of their homeland
It’s watery eyed Mexicans drowning in the sludge of fertility
It’s Puerto Ricans in a dream wash of everglade
removed from Tampa Bay Tropicana 
where houses agree with one another 
and Sinatra rebirths as a postman from the slums of who cares 
puffing cyanide into the west wind 
as it sweeps up Catholicism en route to California.

Meaning binds the universe with physics, Chevrolet rope,
and homosexuals from the Castro
It wishes for the light of Wednesday 
It cries on church steps 
It gets emo with acoustic chords and long hair
spits tobacco raps in Kentucky and watches NASCAR in Oakland
brakes computers and rides ecstasy spaceships
head butts hardcore Nazi Jew Christians in moshpits
and eats sushi with Kim Kardashian, Motorcycle Justin and maybe Preston.

Meaning searches for me
Wants me to meditate to the sound of afternoon sirens
in front of Blue and Green porta potties
Wants me to be a revolutionary 
Wants me to Instagram revolution and sunglasses
Wants me to have a guilty pleasure for Jack Johnson
Wants me to land on Google like Neil Armstrong
Wants me to hang with Hopeless romantics
who picture beer cans on bed stands and
ache for the methamphetamine rush of Thailand
Wants me to marry Stout guys and long dress gals  
who dance around lost instrument folk 
in early 19th century hardwood nostalgia.

Meaning wants me to be in front of the lens..
I think














I Used To Be Funny


When I fell in love I reclined into confidence
When I fell out of love my stomach ate itself.

Now I lie naked on a Saturday night
while women move their feet on sidewalks
and men pretend to enjoy Tequila
I am mad 
I am happy
I am Kurt Cobain
I am Costa Rica
I am my students at Carls Jr.
I am my lover in the desert
I am here now like Descartes.


An Ode to Days and Nights

Mom always told me to keep em closed
but my cousins a bro in the valley
revs the bike so Rhino Rick can remember
times when life flashed in front of his eyes

No one knew why Aunt Sue married devils
silver streaks, grease no teeth
Riverside rebels

Rhino rolls to the hospital with his cronies
Aryan homies strong as Russians in movies
“You’ll be alright son,” Rhino says
Eric never tried to fight plight
Now he’s dead.

Too many thoughts 
Drop me off at an intersection
Where Asian kids push neon Nissans on nas
		
			Should I cross?

Burn rubber
Chocolate brothers cruise
Single mothers
Down motherfuckers
Bump and boom to gangster tunes

Down on their luck casino hustlers lose
Buttoned up Caucasian suckers give
Their cocks to Japanese lovers
Soooothe, sooothe, soothe

Alvin sits in math class with a flask
writes raps bout Felicia’s round ass as
it moves…
Up and back, clap clap

Big women small city livin
Latin bell ringers products of Catholic visions
men on missions spit daily diction
that substitutes truth with fiction

Angela’s breath creeps up Salinas steps and seeps
beneath the doorstep where she’ll rest

Festered nails scratch five-dollar winners
Hungry Man T.V. dinners
the gristle grinds 
next to recidivist sinners

Tug your dick in front 
of bathroom mirrors confront
your deepest fears of sex
addicted queers after
a couple beers

Big time benefactor never
been a factor
he buys her glamour
she fakes laughter 
tales of a tax broker
socially broke cracker
a lovely disaster
happily ever after

Guzzle a Seven-Eleven slurped 
with late night fiends
it’s the low income scene
but out in the hills, or by the sea
they design drugs to dream

Of fantasy parties where
So-cal transplants rep Ed Hardy 
and Persian goddess slaves speak sex in Farsi

An ode to days and nights
It sounds gnarly,
Hardly. 







Backseat Sedan


Another typewriter scene in movies 
more faucets dripping misery into Midwest porcelain
Grad students appreciate the art 
as they become one with elevators 
and smile in airports.

We base our ambitious lives on quotes 
and forget who wrote them
throw laptops above our shoulders
and use metaphors in coffee shops
meet tens,  wavy blondes with hips 
and breasts that validate evolutionary psyche.

Back then some snorted sharpies
others talked to their science teachers
we judged but who were we?
Some slit wrists and bled Merlot
clotted on concrete like tattoos on old folks
others studied European History
traveled nowhere on honest southwestern highways
and threw Diplomas into the whips of a Northeastern Spring.

We asked the cosmos to be compassionate
discriminated our calls from the schizophrenia of a Santa Cruz night.

We lived and died and lived again
the world sort of paid attention

