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Her Skin Is A Comfortable Thing 
   

Her skin is a comfortable thing, a suit   

of easy care, able to accommodate    

by will or whim.    

                             She’s the only one I   

believe, the only one not a liar to   

some degree.   

                      Her words are not gospel   

but they’re more pure and true than   

my own, less burdened by entendre. That   

alone makes them slightly holier. I   

dip my fingers   

                          in her purified spit and   

genuflect before her honesty, seeking   

penance in her unblinking eyes and   

gentle tongue.   

   

11/22/2000   
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Economics 
 

Row upon row upon row – I would 

love to buy every obscure seven 

inch import, every out-of-print 

free jazz masterpiece in the store 

but it’s not going to happen. Not 

this week and most likely not the 

next one either. 
 

The guy who runs the place seems 

nice enough and has a cute little 

daughter but his prices aren’t 

quite so nice and cute. I know 

he has a living to make and I  

have mine as well. The shame 

is how seldom they intersect. 
 

Row upon row upon row – I pick 

up two dozen things to look at 

and put back down again, knowing  

that it’s just not going to happen 

next week and probably not the 

one after that as well. 
 

11/20/2001 
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Punk Rock For Hip Statisticians 
 

There’s a Nirvana tribute band in town. 

That’s what the ad says – Friday night 

at some anonymous suburban bar. You 

can see the whole ugly thing, though, 

can’t you? The Cobain stand-in with 

unkempt hair, three-day stubble and 

jeans ripped just so; “Rape Me” played 

note perfect from memorized sheet 

music; all those amazing songs stripped 

down, gutted, reduced to the clinical 

core, like punk rock for hip statisticians, 

like your dad’s old records with tattoos 

and a nipple ring.  It makes you think  

that if Kurt was still around he might  

just pick up that shotgun and do the 

same thing all over again. 
 

11/29/2001 
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Untitled #126 
 

The sounds surface with an electric 

crackle, a subconscious pop, the love 

cries of a burning saxophone, the 

force of Albert Ayler’s spirit ascending  

from the New York River where they 

found his body all those years ago. 
 

You’ve got to love all those strains, 

compatible or otherwise, braided into 

one bitch of a knot, Gordian almost, 

and the critics hacking away at it lamely 

with penknives, dissecting like it 

was a laboratory frog. 
 

I came to Ayler late, having been born 

a year before he died. I found  

out about him from someone else, 

someone saying that Albert played 

as if he had to, like the choice was 

out of his hands. The way all 
 

callings, good or bad, seem to work. 
 

3/20/2002 
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Poet ™ 
 

Jesus, 

if I had a gun 

I’d shoot myself 

just to end it 

all, to stop the 

sound of the 

goddamn poet 

(with a capital 

P) 

coming from the 

radio, the smug 

self-assured voice 

prattling on about 

the wonders of 

spring and rebirth, 

about spring as 

the (quote) 

poet’s season. 

Fuck you –  

there’s more 

honesty in an 

old man’s rant 

to the newspaper 

than the smooth, 

articulated noise 

of some trademarked 

poet. 
 

3/26/2002 
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Naked (Is How I Wish Her) 
 

Naked is how I wish her; 

naked in bed, on the couch, on the floor; 

naked on the plaid chair in the corner; 

naked beneath her robe, beneath her coat; 

naked morning, noon and night 

           for breakfast, lunch and dinner; 

naked behind the newspaper, in front 

           of the television, sprawled out 

           near the stereo; 

naked in the window, on the porch, in the garden; 

naked in the car, at work, at play; 

naked in a painting, in a picture, in a poem; 

naked in every conceivable way; 

naked is how I wish her and 

naked is how I’ll have her. 
 

4/3/2002 
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(Something Like) Contentment 
  

Nine o’clock on a Thursday evening 

and I’m sitting here talking about 

contentment, about the fact that 

my chest pounds slower now and 

less frequently, that I breath  

with a bit more ease, my exhales 

aren’t quite so measured. 
 

I’m going on about my amazement 

at arriving at a moment with at 

least trace amounts of grace, a 

lightheaded sense of okay for 

now. And as I stare this thing  

in the eye, as I taste the tongue 

of this phantom, I'm at a 

complete and utter loss.  Years 

and years of pissing and moaning 

have not prepared me for this, so 

convinced was I of it’s nonexistence. 

Do I break it’s legs to keep it 

from leaving?  Find it’s dirty secrets 

and blackmail it into staying? 
 

Or should I simply let it pass, 

inhale it’s dust and hope the 

disease fills up my lungs? 
 

5/30/2002 
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(Bring Me The Head Of) Stanley Crouch 
 

Stanley Crouch 

Stanley fucking Crouch 

I’ve never met the man so all 

I have to go on are his words 

but damned if his self-esteem 

doesn’t hover somewhere in the 

stratosphere. He’s like that 

relative at every family function 

who mugs you with some generational 

bullshit about how things were 

and how they should be, the one 

who always has a way of sawing 

off the legs of you most innocent 

comment. He’s the guy who makes 

you sometimes hate everyone else 

his age, the guy you simply endure 

until he finally goes home. 
 

6/26/2002 
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Pictureless 
 

Pictureless and awesome, Pynchon 

could be anyone, anywhere 

could be my mailman or my mother-in-law 

could be the pain in the ass at the store 

or could have even been my just-dead grandfather. 
 

I have no idea where he lives or what he 

looks like. And that’s the beautiful point. 

At a time when we can watch open-heart 

surgery on TV over scrambled eggs 

and toast, it’s nice for someone to be 

so knowingly invisible. 

So knowing and 

so invisible. 
 

8/22/2002 
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The Sound Of Inarticulation 
 

I was pissed. Don’t remember the 

problem at all, but I was pissed 

with her, a vision of inarticulate 

fury. There were no words at my 

disposal – only a guitar, electricity 

and the ability to bend the current 

back on itself. There was nothing 

musical about the sounds bouncing 

around in the cement and panel 

basement, just violence with the 

knobs turned all the way to the 

right, feedback for it’s own squalling 

reasons, a slightly fractional Pollack 

moment and all the rage inherent 

to it.  If she had descended the stairs 

just then, her ears would have surely 

bleed. And I would have been okay 

with that. 
 

9/1/2002 
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The Beauty Of An Open Mic 
 

The beauty of an open mic is that 

everyone gets a shot; and the horror 

of an open mic is that anyone gets a 

shot, making you feel like a dog 

sometimes – every minute the damn 

guy reads passes like seven. You try, 

you really do, to listen, to follow,  

to give a shit in general. But by  

the time he hits the 18th stanza 

of his 63-part epic, you’re hoping 

for the coffee machine to explode, 

a massive car accident outside the 

front window, an alien invasion, 

anything to make him stop, even if 

only for a moment, anything to 

move you that much closer to your 

spot on the list. 
 

10/10/2002 
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A Modest Request 
 

Give me an axe and invincibility 

and I’ll chop down every utility pole, 

enough anyway to make her a 

necklace of streetlights, an overwhelming 

urban smile. 
 

Give me the extra hour in the day 

we all say we want, and I will not 

waste it – I’ll write, paint, draw 

and strum simultaneously, strokes 

of genius with every limb. 
 

Give me the gift of sleeplessness 

and I’ll listen to every scratchy  

record I can lay hands on, read 

every musty book liberated from 

the corners of damp basements. 
 

Give me the ability to fly and I’ll 

soar endlessly, touching down just 

long enough to balance atop a  

pyramid or carve our initials into 

the Great Wall. 
 

Give me everything I want, grant 

my every last wish, make all my 

fleeting thoughts a reality and 

I swear I’ll ask for nothing more. 
 

10/10/2002 
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Circa 1974 
  

It’s an all vinyl day, spinning 

thirty-three times a minute on my 

donated turntable. 
 

Today is about nothing but scratches 

and pops, sounds that somehow match 

the grayness outside and it’s steady  

dampness, a score for the scenes  

of my mid-week sick day. 
 

Dollar bin finds, garage sale 

refugees, some long out-of-print, 

others re-printed 

           re-mastered 

           re-packaged 

           re-issued 

           re-everything. 
 

It’s a one-man radio show circa 

1974, spinning the black circle, 

grooves as thin as razors, as wide 

as corduroy, twelve inches of analog 

compression touched by a diamond 

chip and bouncing amongst the walls 

of my living room. 
 

10/16/2002 
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Sound For The Sake Of Sound 
 

Barely-lit room, stripped to 

cotton boxers, listening to myself 

breathe, following the exhales where 

they take me, something like a 

calm creeps around the edges 

and the window vibrates with 

a hundred or so watts of pure bass, 

the throb existing for no apparent 

reason except for it’s own, sound 

for the sake of sound. It’s 

midnight on a Tuesday and nothing 

moves but tree limbs and 

leaves, stars slamdancing to an 

ancient beat amplified, the music 

of the spheres sucked down 

and turned back out through the 

trunk of a parked car. 
 

10/24/2002 
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Watt 
 

Still living the econo life and 

doing it magnificently, an 

inspiration to all of us semi-broke ones. 
 

At a time when so many are so 

desperate and horny to sell out, 

to bottle up whatever passes for 

dignity, Watt keeps the integrity 
 

intact, like a partly kept secret, 

like the uncle who’s cooler than 

your parents want you to know. 
 

Watt, master spieler, keeper of 

the thunder broom; Watt, still 

a Minuteman, still ragin’ full on, 

still the flannel-clad model of 

efficiency. 
 

1/23/2003 
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An Observation On A Frozen Night 
 

It isn’t some obscene ring or 

tears of jealousy, not a tattoo 

or an apology; it isn’t pre-arranged 

and it doesn’t stay together 

for the sake of the kids. 

                                        What 

it is is the bundled-up couple 

on a 20-degree night outside 

some punk rock club, wrapped 

up in one another and oblivious 

to my idling car at the stoplight. 

It’s the fact that maybe they’re  

not in love for the week or the 

year but what they taste right 

now on one another’s tongues 

is more real than any Catholic 

ceremony, more binding than 

any Orthodox tradition. 

                                          I, most 

likely, will never buy my wife the 

oversized ring nor alter my flesh. 

with her name. I will, however, 

huddle with her any minute of 

any day beneath a punk rock 

marquee. 
 

2/11/2003 
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A Nervous Breakdown By Degrees 
 

Idling in the car at the stoplight, 

yet another frozen morning, thinking 

of nothing and everything simultaneously, 

I wondered what a nervous breakdown 

felt like and if you could have one by 

degrees. 

              I felt suddenly like a  

scarecrow, at the mercy of the 

elements and shat upon by birds, 

my face glued in place, my spine 

disappearing a vertebrae at a  

time. Every nerve went on strike, 

eyelids weighted by lead, remaining 

upright a supreme challenge. 

                                                    It 

was months of exhaustion and joy, 

of sadness and loneliness and desire  

just sitting in the back seat, 

waiting for the right moment. 

A brick to the head wouldn’t 

have worked any better. 
 

3/13/2003 
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Callahan’s Lake Michigan 
 

Sailing the ship of her body,  

riding the wave to it’s frothy 

crest, opening my eyes to see 

Callahan’s Lake Michigan, c. 1950 

 - a body of water I’ve never touched 

in a year I never lived 

in a state I’ve never been. 
 

4/22/2003 
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Surfacing 
 

Come downstairs and let me pour 

you some water fresh from the  

de-humidifier – mix in some whiskey 

and we’ll call it a drink. 

                                         We 

can sit by the bare light bulb and 

watch the rain run down the un 

                                            even 

stone wall until it seeps into 

the floor.  It’s quite beautiful  

in it’s own filthy way. 

                                      I’ll 

tell you about the crawlspace 

and the agreement I have with 

whatever lives in there. 

                                         And in 

the morning, by the window, we’ll 

watch the feet walking past, 

trying to decide who’s coming 

and who’s going. 

                              Eventually, one 

of us will check the time and then 

we can debate whether going back 

upstairs will be worth it after 

all. 
 

8/28/2003 
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UNTITLED (or Phillippe Petite as metaphor) 
 

A man walked on the air between the 

two 

tall 

taller 

tallest 

buildings he’d ever seen. 

He was an example of suspended grace 

every step, every breath has lead 

up to this dance with physics, 

           this balance atop the molecules. 
 

A man claimed the real estate between 

the concrete twins, the monument 

built for the rich 

         by the rich 

         for the rich 

         to get richer 

nihilism as an art form 

solipsism as a blueprint. 
 

A man took the sky as his own, 

no thought of what came before 

or after, thankful for nothing 

but the buildings holding up his cable, 

             buildings that would one 

day be invisible, betrayed as 

nothing but the raw material they 

always were, buildings that 

housed the only proof of all the 

buildings they destroyed and 

replaced. No future scientist, 

no archeologist will stumble 

upon some lost civilization there, 

discover hints of the way we 

once lived. Destruction begat 

destruction begat more destruction. 
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A man couldn’t defy gravity there 

anymore, couldn’t bend the atmosphere 

to his will, air still thick with the smell 

of fuel and skin and retribution, 

with last wishes and confessions, 

with greed and envy, spite and anger 

every particle mined, 

every atom waiting to be split. 
 

A man once walked on air, became 

weightless, became nothing and 

everything all at once, became the 

long, drawn-out moment bound to 

inspire and yet doomed to disappear 

like everything beneath him. 

 

9/25/2003 
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She Is A Split Atom 
 

Sometimes it seems the body is more 

mine than hers, so often do I think 

of it. I have her hands travel fresh 

paths, have her lips speak a new 

language. I make her tongue draw 

hieroglyphics on my back and tell 

me stories of invented action. 
 

She is every historical figure when 

I wish her to be, every whim of a 

favorite writer, every three-in-the- 

morning love song, every painted nude 

with a heartbeat and impulse. 
 

She is melting ice and dripping 

wax, fireworks and a windstorm. 

She is a split atom without the 

destruction, a chemical reaction, 

a beautiful poison and its cherry 

flavored antidote. She kills me daily 

as I willingly offer up my neck. 
 

11/6/2003 
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Endoscopy 
 

Okay, doctor, sedate me and slip 

your camera down my throat. I’ll 

hold my wife’s hand and you can 

tell me what you see. 

                                     Maybe you’ll 

find a second heart, maybe the 

outline of a soul or the blueprint 

for my re-incarnation. 

                                      Will you  

find that my ribs are made of 

papier-mâché and stuffed with 

nothing but candy and trinkets, 

a man-sized piñata with working 

lungs? 

          Who knows – the lens might 

find a copper-plated esophagus  

and a stomach lined with aluminum  

foil. Or organs shaped from model 

clay and glossy with shellac. 

                                                 There 

maybe a village living inside of 

me. Or just smaller, stackable 

versions of myself.  There might 

be a treasure chest to the right  

of my lungs or just your every 

day collection of muscles and bones. 
 

11/6/2003 
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An Approximation Of Flowers 
 

It was a conversation that had to happen 

in the dark –  

the light would have made the words 

harsher than they needed to be. 
 

A conversation continued from many times 

before, a 

conversation of requests and refusals 

                         of yes and no 

                         of pushes and pulls 

and even a metaphorical punch or two. 
 

A conversation that trips itself up on 

the details, the semantics, the double 

meanings, the hanging thread of some 

half-assed argument. 
 

It was a conversation that ended with  

an approximation of flowers sent the 

next morning and the mutual wish to 

never have the conversation again. 
 

11/7/2003 
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Untitled #138 
 

I’m all about session players, 

opening acts, 

the second string, 

journeymen. 
 

I’ll take the runner-up every time, 

silver-medal winner, 

the also-ran 

who flies home in coach. 
 

Tell me about the third-party candidate, 

the write-in vote, 

the understudy, 

the assistants. 
 

I want to know about the B-sides 

the rough drafts, 

the bootlegs, 

the alternate take. 
 

I don’t want new and improved, 

biggest and best; in a room full 

of six-footers, point me towards 

the guy who’s five-foot-ten. 
 

11/7/2003 
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Air & Space Museum Gift Shop 
 

Come on down to the Air & Space Museum. 

Come on down and touch a piece of history 

still warm from all those bombs, still sticky 

from all that napalm. Come on over to the 

inter-active village and make sure to  

destroy a straw hut, burn it to save it, 

just like in the old days. Just following  

orders. Step on in to the replica cockpit,   

imagine what it’s like to fire below,   

check out the view of all those instant  

orphans and widows, admire your handiwork,  

your indiscriminate aim. Maybe the folks  

at Air and Space should mine the floors,  

re-commission some bombers, station  

a gunner or two, make it all a bit more  

realistic, more bang for the buck and all. 
 

And before you leave, make sure to stop 

off at the gift shop, pick up a cluster bomb 

or daisy cutter for the people back 

home, some skulls for mom and dad 

to use as bookends. Grab a little surplus 

uranium for the kids and a life-size 

print of that Vietnamese girl, naked  

and on fire, to hang in the living 

room above the couch. 
 

12/9/2003 
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One More Goddamn Writer 
 

What the world needs is one more 

goddamn writer, right?  One more 

smartass, one more clever poet 

with answers to questions that 

no one has asked. Is there a 

sudden shortage of references to 

obscure French philosophers?  A 

dire need for yet another drinking 

story? 
 

“NO POETRY” the signs all seem  

to say, like bright orange Hazmat  

stickers for all those workshop 

graduates ready with a metaphor 

and armed with a simile – as  

useful sometimes as Canadian  

pennies in Mexico. 
 

So I’ll ask again – are we in the 

mood for one more poet full of hope 

and anger and love and hate? Do we 

really want another sad soul as 

clueless and desperate and wanting 

as the rest of us? Yes, I say –  

depending on the day, yes. 
 

3/17/2004 
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Untitled #141 
 

A Saturday night 

with the boy, 

listening to the  

Ramones over 

and over and over 

the same two songs 

back to back – he 

makes me join him 

makes me jump and 

bounce around the 

house like an idiot 

not knowing or 

caring that I 

seldom dance anymore 

that I only move 

with her now and 

only so slowly 

at that 
 

4/24/2004 
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The Service Of Deflection 
 

Say you’re walking along 

with a friend, talking, 

and say a bullet enters 

your left side at the 

shoulder blade and say 

the thing doesn’t hit your 

spine but for the particle 

of some nerve or another 

that does you the service  

of deflection and then 

say the bullet exits your 

right side at the shoulder 

blade, almost like it never 

happened except for the 

matching holes. Say you 

make it to someone who 

might be the enemy and  

say he helps you all the  

same and say in six months 

time, when the bandages 

are off, you have no choice 

but to pick up the notebook 

again and install some eyes 

in the back of your head. 
 

4/27/2004 
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The Fine Print Instruction Manual 
 

Trace the money and then trace 

it again and again once more –  

I believed then and I believe 

now that it all leads to a  

handful of men (and it will 

be men) in a hidden room  

somewhere, their fingerprints 

on every filthy cent that drifts 

into circulation, dollar signs 

and decimal points in place  

of chromosomes. 
 

Listen to their conversations 

and then listen a second time –  

translates them into another 

language and translate them 

back again while reading the 

words in a mirror. They’re 

not sentences at all but simply 

a string of code words, a 

blueprint of sorts, the fine 

print instruction manual for 

our eternal screwing. 
 

5/19/2004 
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Spring And Her Blue Skirt 
 

Spring and her blue skirt 

worn to turn the earth and 

try her hand at creation 

dirt beneath her fingernails 

and all I can think of is  

what waits underneath, a 

vision of her nature and its 

accommodating feel, a planted 

seed of a different sort. 
 

Spring and her blue skirt 

she pulls the weeds and kills 

the roots but that’s none of 

my concern, I'm turned to 

still more earthly thoughts 

and how my hands will feel 

fitted around her waist, 

leaves and stems trampled 

by desirous feet. 
 

5/31/2004 
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Nurse 
 

Heal me, nurse, heal me with 

your special instruments of 

mercy, show me the secrets 

kept in your perpetual black 

bag. 

       You’re not in any type of 

uniform today but that’s okay, 

I’ll take you at your word  

and spin with the thought of 

your knowledge of nerves and 

pressure points. 

                            Keep me, nurse, 

keep me in your hip pocket for 

an afternoon or two.  Restart 

my heart, inflate my lungs, 

crack my ribs and steady my 

spine. Take some time to show 

me the hidden clause in that 

oath you took. 
 

7/6/2004 
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Earthbound and Sleeping 
 

I thought I saw her body in the clouds 

all billowy and full 

conspiratorial  

in just the right way 

so symmetrical but not perfectly so 

everything more or less in its place. 
 

Everything, that is, save permanence 

as rotation had its way, breaking the 

particles for its own needs, off to 

an appointment in some other sky, 

no ladder long enough to retrieve  

all the drifting pieces. 
 

And yet she remains a footstep away, 

earthbound and sleeping 

head near the fire 

waiting for the noisy entrance of 

her still awe-struck man and his 

ever-humble words. 
 

8/8/2004 
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The World According To Howard Zinn 
 

Make that anger mean something, 

make it valuable, tangible. 

Don’t turn it inward, like a child, 

like the world doesn’t know you. 

Because it does, it knows you’re 

tired and broke and forever 

verging on the inarticulate, 

frustrated into silence, 

tempted by submission. 

Don’t let the weak ones win. 

Don’t ever let them win, least 

of all with something of your 

own design. 
 

Take that anger and wire it up, 

treat it like the weapon it’s 

always been, leave it in the 

public square, watch it explode 

in a dozen brilliant colors. 

Take all that fear and loathing 

and shape it into something 

grand, something statuesque –  

shat upon, perhaps, faded and 

worn but scrub-able and lasting. 

Take that anger and give it life, 

give it a pulse, give it muscle 

and bone. Make it as big as 

an empire and twice as strong. 
 

9/2/2004 
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Untitled #144 
 

Hanging, 

full and ripe 

waiting to be plucked, 

up and under by 

forefinger and thumb, 

surrounded by prickly 

brush and bush, 

the anxious raspberry 

could explode with 

the slightest graze, 

leaving stains across my hands 

     and sweetness on my tongue. 
 

10/24/2004 
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A Post-Election Thought 
 

Every man wears a target 

on his shirt, has wandered 

unwittingly into the crosshairs. 

And 

each man has a bullet somewhere 

engraved with his name; some 

men keep a place hollowed 

in their hearts for just 

such a thing.  Some men 

live in oblivion. 

Tonight 

I hear the scratching of 

pen and paper, the hatching 

of plans, the questions of 

logistics and escape. 

In the 

(perhaps not so far) distance 

are the sounds of popping 

corks and joyous fireworks. 

Just beyond, 

though, the sounds are muted 

and raw and not quite so 

celebratory. 
 

11/4/2004 
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A Piece About My Wife’s Tits 
 

I know they’re attached to a woman 

who is smart and strong and funny, 

warm and kind but it’s hard to get 

worked up about her virtues sometimes. 

Her virtues never harden in my hands. 
 

Fried eggs, someone said breasts 

resemble and I’m fine with that. 

I’ll happily break my yolk over them, 

share the protein of my eager thoughts. 
 

I could set up camp on her sternum 

and call myself a pioneer, string them 

with tiny lights and enjoy the shadows, 

fasten a tightrope from tip to tip 

and back  again. 
 

They do not inflate like volleyballs, 

do not have a dangerous bounce –  

they sway when she’s above me and 

obey gravity when beneath.  They 

seek my attention often enough and 

fill the curves of my palms as if 

custom-made.  
 

1/21/2005 
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For The Benefit Of The Academy 
 

Let’s pretend that all of our wars 

are movies, epics really, ill-conceived 

and over-budget. And let’s cast these 

movies with nothing but celebrities, 

fame worn like the medals they’ll 

undoubtedly earn. Let’s assume 

the severed limbs and the attendant 

psychosis are for the benefit of the 

academy. We’ll consider the rockets 

and bombs just a marvel of special 

effect, the news of torture just a 

nasty rumor, second-page gossip 

and nothing more. Let’s replace 

the fife-and-drum men with three 

young things in low-rise jeans and 

peeking thongs, cell phone ring 

tones all synchronized to the same 

canned patriotic thump. Let’s leave 

the ending open for a sequel. And 

then let’s admit that it’s the only 

way we’ll ever care more than we 

like to think we do. 
 

2/3/2005 
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