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Robert Rorabeck(04/10/1978)

Sometimes with the one I love I fill myself with rage for fear
I effuse unreturn'd love,

But now I think there is no unreturn'd love, the pay is cer-
tain one way or another,

(I loved a certain person ardently and my love was not
return'd.

Yet out of that I have written these songs.)

Walt Whitman
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I SHALL NOT CARE

When I am dead and over me bright April

Shakes out her rain-drenched hair,

Though you should lean above me broken-hearted,
I shall not care.

I shall have peace, as leafy trees are peaceful
When rain bends down the bough,

And I shall be more silent and cold-hearted
Than you are now.

Sara Teasdale (1915)
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Success

I think if you had loved me when I wanted;

If I'd looked up one day, and seen your eyes,

And found my wild sick blasphemous prayer granted,
And your brown face, that's full of pity and wise,
Flushed suddenly; the white godhead in new fear
Intolerably so struggling, and so shamed;

Most holy and far, if you'd come all too near,
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If earth had seen Earth's lordliest wild limbs tamed,
Shaken, and trapped, and shivering, for MY touch -
Myself should I have slain? or that foul you?

But this the strange gods, who had given so much,

To have seen and known you, this they might not do.
One last shame's spared me, one black word's unspoken;
And I'm alone; and you have not awoken.

Rupert Brooke
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" Look here; there's one thing in this world which isn't ever cheap. That's a
coffin. There's one thing in this world which a person don't ever try to jew you
down on. That's a coffin. There's one thing in this world which a person don't say
- 'T'll look around a little, and if I find I can't do better I'll come back and take it.'
That's a coffin. There's one thing in this world a person won't take in pine if he
can go walnut; and won't take in walnut if he can go mahogany; and won't take
in mahogany if he can go an iron casket with silver door-plate and bronze
handles. That's a coffin. And there's one thing in this world you don't have to
worry around after a person to get him to pay for. And that's a coffin.
Undertaking? - why it's the dead-surest business in Christendom, and the
nobbiest."

Mark Twain's Life on The Mississippi

'No Protestant child exists who does not masturbate.'

Mark Twain, Letters from the Earth
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The Meteorite

Among the hills a meteorite

Lies huge; and moss has overgrown,
And wind and rain with touches light
Made soft, the contours of the stone.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Thus easily can Earth digest

A cinder of sidereal fire,

And make her translunary guest
The native of an English shire.

Nor is it strange these wanderers
Find in her lap their fitting place,
For every particle that's hers
Came at the first from outer space.

All that is Earth has once been sky;
Down from the sun of old she came,
Or from some star that travelled by
Too close to his entangling flame.

Hence, if belated drops yet fall

From heaven, on these her plastic power
Still works as once it worked on all

The glad rush of the golden shower.

CS Lewis, Time and Tide
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Danse Russe

If I when my wife is sleeping
and the baby and Kathleen

are sleeping

and the sun is a flame-white disc
in silken mists

above shining trees, —

if I in my north room

dance naked, grotesquely
before my mirror

waving my shirt round my head
and singing softly to myself:

'T am lonely, lonely.

I was born to be lonely,

I am best so!'

If I admire my arms, my face,
my shoulders, flanks, buttocks
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against the yellow drawn shades, —

Who shall say I am not
the happy genius of my household?

William Carlos Williams
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The Sleeper In The Valley

It is a green hollow where a stream gurgles,
Crazily catching silver rags of itself on the grasses;
Where the sun shines from the proud mountain:

It is a little valley bubbling over with light.

A young soldier, open-mouthed, bare-headed,

With the nape of his neck bathed in cool blue cresses,
Sleeps; he is stretched out on the grass, under the sky,
Pale on his green bed where the light falls like rain.

His feet in the yellow flags, he lies sleeping. Smiling as
A sick child might smile, he is having a nap:

Cradle him warmly, Nature: he is cold.

No odour makes his nostrils quiver;

He sleeps in the sun, his hand on his breast

At peace. There are two red holes in his right side.

Arthur Rimbaud

October 1870
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Arbole, Arbole

Tree, tree
dry and green.
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The girl with the pretty face

is out picking olives.

The wind, playboy of towers,
grabs her around the waist.
Four riders passed by

on Andalusian ponies,

with blue and green jackets

and big, dark capes.

'Come to Cordoba, muchacha.'
The girl won't listen to them.
Three young bullfighters passed,
slender in the waist,

with jackets the color of oranges
and swords of ancient silver.
'Come to Sevilla, muchacha.'
The girl won't listen to them.
When the afternoon had turned
dark brown, with scattered light,
a young man passed by, wearing
roses and myrtle of the moon.
'Come to Granada, inuchacha.'
And the girl won't listen to him.
The girl with the pretty face
keeps on picking olives

with the grey arm of the wind
wrapped around her waist.
Tree, tree

dry and green.

Federico Garcia Lorca
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Meditations In An Emergency

Am I to become profligate as if I were a blonde? Or religious
as if I were French?

Each time my heart is broken it makes me feel more adventurous
(and how the same names keep recurring on that interminable
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list!) , but one of these days there'll be nothing left with
which to venture forth.

Why should I share you? Why don't you get rid of someone else
for a change?

I am the least difficult of men. All I want is boundless love.

Even trees understand me! Good heavens, I lie under them, too,
don't I? I'm just like a pile of leaves.

However, I have never clogged myself with the praises of
pastoral life, nor with nostalgia for an innocent past of

perverted acts in pastures. No. One need never leave the
confines of New York to get all the greenery one wishes-I can't
even enjoy a blade of grass unless i know there's a subway
handy, or a record store or some other sign that people do not
totally _regret_ life. It is more important to affirm the

least sincere; the clouds get enough attention as it is and

even they continue to pass. Do they know what they're missing?
Uh huh.

My eyes are vague blue, like the sky, and change all the time;
they are indiscriminate but fleeting, entirely specific and
disloyal, so that no one trusts me. I am always looking away.
Or again at something after it has given me up. It makes me
restless and that makes me unhappy, but I cannot keep them
still. If only i had grey, green, black, brown, yellow eyes; I
would stay at home and do something. It's not that I'm
curious. On the contrary, I am bored but it's my duty to be
attentive, I am needed by things as the sky must be above the
earth. And lately, so great has _their_ anxiety become, I can
spare myself little sleep.

Now there is only one man I like to kiss when he is unshaven.
Heterosexuality! you are inexorably approaching. (How best
discourage her?)

St. Serapion, I wrap myself in the robes of your whiteness
which is like midnight in Dostoevsky. How I am to become a
legend, my dear? I've tried love, but that holds you in the
bosom of another and I'm always springing forth from it like
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the lotus-the ecstasy of always bursting forth! (but one must
not be distracted by it!) or like a hyacinth, 'to keep the
filth of life away, ' yes, even in the heart, where the filth is
pumped in and slanders and pollutes and determines. I will my
will, though I may become famous for a mysterious vacancy in
that department, that greenhouse.

Destroy yourself, if you don't know!

It is easy to be beautiful; it is difficult to appear so. 1
admire you, beloved, for the trap you've set. It's like a
final chapter no one reads because the plot is over.

'Fanny Brown is run away-scampered off with a Cornet of Horse;
I do love that little Minx, & hope She may be happy, tho' She
has vexed me by this exploit a little too.-Poor silly

Cecchina! or F: B: as we used to call her.-I wish She had a

good Whipping and 10,000 pounds.'-Mrs. Thrale

I've got to get out of here. I choose a piece of shawl and my
dirtiest suntans. I'll be back, I'll re-emerge, defeated, from

the valley; you don't want me to go where you go, so I go where
you don't want me to. It's only afternoon, there's a lot

ahead. There won't be any mail downstairs. Turning, I spit in
the lock and the knob turns.

Frank O'Hara
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The Little Girl's Dance

DEDICATED TO LUCY BATES

(Being a reminiscence of certain private theatricals.)
Oh, cabaret dancer, I know a dancer,

Whose eyes have not looked on the feasts that are vain.

I know a dancer, I know a dancer,
Whose soul has no bond with the beasts of the plain:
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Judith the dancer, Judith the dancer,
With foot like the snow, and with step like the rain.

Oh, thrice-painted dancer, vaudeville dancer,
Sad in your spangles, with soul all astrain,

I know a dancer, I know a dancer,

Whose laughter and weeping are spiritual gain,
A pure-hearted, high-hearted maiden evangel,
With strength the dark cynical earth to disdain.

Flowers of bright Broadway, you of the chorus,
Who sing in the hope of forgetting your pain:

I turn to a sister of Sainted Cecilia,

A white bird escaping the earth's tangled skein: —
The music of God is her innermost brooding,

The whispering angels her footsteps sustain.

Oh, proud Russian dancer: praise for your dancing.
No clean human passion my rhyme would arraign.
You dance for Apollo with noble devotion,

A high cleansing revel to make the heart sane.

But Judith the dancer prays to a spirit

More white than Apollo and all of his train.

I know a dancer who finds the true Godhead,

Who bends o'er a brazier in Heaven's clear plain.

I know a dancer, I know a dancer,

Who lifts us toward peace, from this earth that is vain:
Judith the dancer, Judith the dancer,

With foot like the snow, and with step like the rain.

Vachel Lindsay
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The Sick Muse

My poor Muse, alas! what ails you today?
Your hollow eyes are full of nocturnal visions;
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I see in turn reflected on your face
Horror and madness, cold and taciturn.

Have the green succubus, the rosy elf,

Poured out for you love and fear from their urns?
Has the hand of Nightmare, cruel and despotic,
Plunged you to the bottom of some weird Minturnae?

I would that your bosom, fragrant with health,
Were constantly the dwelling place of noble thoughts,
And that your Christian blood would flow in rhythmic waves

Like the measured sounds of ancient verse,
Over which reign in turn the father of all songs,
Phoebus, and the great Pan, lord of harvest.

The Venal Muse

Muse of my heart, you who love palaces,

When January frees his north winds, will you have,
During the black ennui of snowy evenings,

An ember to warm your two feet blue with cold?

Will you bring the warmth back to your mottled shoulders,
With the nocturnal beams that pass through the shutters?
Knowing that your purse is as dry as your palate,

Will you harvest the gold of the blue, vaulted sky?

To earn your daily bread you are obliged
To swing the censer like an altar boy,
And to sing Te Deums in which you don't believe,

Or, hungry mountebank, to put up for sale your charm,
Your laughter wet with tears which people do not see,
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To make the vulgar herd shake with laughter.

Charles Baudelaire
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- referenced in links

'The Battle of Maldon' Wiki, Thesis sourced.

- book review
- Book in the stacks at Cornell

'Riverwindwolves' Monkey Kettle Vol.23 pgs.14-17

'Goldilocks And The Spear of Longinus' Monkey Kettle Vol.26 pg.4
'The Base of Colorado' Monkey kettle Vol.29 pgs.40-41

'Siren or Beowolf's Mother, Whoever' Monkey Kettle vol.32

Poetry being used in a English Language Project/Book,
Cyprus International University
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A Flower In The Rain

I want to fall on you like rain

upon a wildflower

Opening new reason from you
Scaring all the old bees away from
Pollinating your bed

Scaring all the fake men off who
Can only stand the sun

So it’s just me and you in the
Meadow

The rabbits in the hole

The grasses are wet and beginning to bow
The forest is damp and sleepy

And in the meadow

I bend down and kiss your petals wetly
Falling all over you

Letting your pistil slip into my mouth
Sucking off your honey,

Almost plucking you

But not going so far

Just pulling you so that you can feel
Your roots leaving

To let you almost taste

My world in the sky

So afterwards you can go down
Believing

The words on my lips

When I fall on my knees for you

A flower in the rain.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Quick Poem Done In Time

In the amber woods, the beetles call-

The rain falls upon the school.

The cats and the children awaken from their sleep;
Their eyes awaken to the moon-

My children alone know the spells

The rewind the mollusks into their shells,

Upon the soft, smoothed stones.

A stolen twilight plays across the backyards

Of the middle of America

And her graves:

Even the dead look beautiful in the middle of the night,
With all of the schools closed for the Summer;

And water falls upon the flatlands,

Curling from the busted lip of Michigan.

This is the last verse we shall remember,

Before we have to awaken and go to school tomorrow:
Look at our acne- the fairies with wounded wings

And the would be starlets who are wounded

In the heart moving in a homeless exodus to
Hollywood:

And Disneyworld-

And Disneyworld-

Above her paper dungeons, there is a listing kite in the sky:
Blinded school boys who are done playing their videogames
Gape and mew to look up at her-

The lamentations of wordless sitcoms fallen into their wide
Open eyes-

The castle they look upon is a pifiata made of chicken-wire:

Therein lives the giant of their catastrophe,

A rotund bachelor extended from classical times,

He catches stewardesses as they fall,

And handles them above his fires: the parking lots of

Their skies are alight from the confounding thefts of gasoline:

And the emollitions of their thefts spread twenty feet

Above the suffering peninsulas where we advertise tourists to their beliefs.
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Robert Rorabeck
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A School Their Souls Will Never Attend

Mobilized into other parks farther along- buying

Her flowers and sending them to places

She no longer works anymore:

Streetless cars losing their clothing and pornographies
Never making a sound anymore in castanets of
Australian pines-

Ripples in shells and areolas- the tiniest sea otters
Laughing on her chest,

Mermaids whose mascara never seems to stop running,
And little boys flying away from school:

Flying up into clouds to see airplanes populated entirely
By stewardesses,

And giants who look into their windows and seeing them
Like foxes and sword fish in zoetropes,

Turning around with their arms raised

And laughing

Exulting in the showers of the sun, their noses bleeding
From the altitude,

And kissing like magnets on refrigerators, and always mothers
To be

Conceptualizing their children across the mowed grass
As the busses turn around like chartreuse butterflies
So far down beneath them, and in front of

A school their souls will never attend.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Secret Color Named Alma

Like an otter come out and into her own:

Outside of classes, and outside

The impenetrable bosque:

She is now selling fruit to speaking

Dragons:

While the traffic shuffles unhesitatingly over her
Shoulder:

She is an angel that doesn’t even realize.

And her eyes are darker and more perfect than the
Known seas,

And the creatures who live in them, delighting in the
Caesuras, have known my heart,

Even if they do not care: and when she drives home
For the day,

She puts me in an unmarked grave- headless, without
Flowers, or smelling of the

Blown gas of industrial lawnmowers-

And I go home too, and get on my knees and

Pray for this muse, this soul: a secret color

Named Alma.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Single Kiss

Well, it is raining, and the raindrops make

Furtive areolas in the puddles of muddy bellies,

And their mists are like nebulous shrouds,

And unfertilized thoughts of maidens dreaming of

Weddings and fine bachelors in their highest high towers-

And I am warm, as down in the valley the safe cabins

Huddle against their pines like satisfied lovers,

And I read my book once more the way a captain checks

Over his ship preparing for embarkation,

For I will be published mutely and celebrate with my dogs

In the consolatory monsoons of this lush season;

For it is what I can hope for, and my smiling mother’s eyes,
And the way the doors lay sometimes half open letting

In the glows; but I cannot love her anymore, when my

Words grow tangled about my mind like weeds and skeins

Of my dead aunt’s yarn the kittens have playfully disemboweled,
For on the swings so far away she is moving in her arcs

As the policemen patrol her, and the apex where her legs grow
Up together and into the seat of a tall ladder placed below

Her window where the work is finished and she leans outwards,
Her eyes so maple and October, and she sighs never thinking
How the rain touches me, as if the kisses from cold little children,
Never once desiring her match-head, and the humming bloom
Of a single kiss....

Robert Rorabeck
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A Single Pine

Single pine

stranded upon a sandy hill

here you remain

in @ haunted créeche of coniferous rises and valleys,
lost in between the stony caesuras

at the bottom of a maze of unwound lovers
winnowed by the disenchantments of time

So far away from the suburbias

where the milkmaids walk

clothed only by sunlight

unforgettable center pieces of nature's
strutting architecture

Where the tourists take their

summer loves,

returning to outdoor movie theatres

that cool in the dimming visions of sepia's dust,

single pine,

haunted by the sterile poisons

of the past's unremembered dreams,

as far from the sylvan evergreens
whose dew-sapped boughs entwine in
nocturnal yuletide wreaths

comingling with elves and hares

in an unending boreal table of Christmas

Not even a poisonous serpent ungulates

closer to inspect such ghastly loneliness-

bones of master less dogs and the pottery of extinct tribes
ring your salted mound,

embittered in the boreal maze unspoken of

by brighter and more well known fairy-tales

that yet flutter above this abducted entanglement.

In a coffer of needles

stretching pointedly towards that thieving moonlight,
a man disavowed of his heartfelt trust
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metamorphosed now, yet trying to grasp
the sunlight stolen from long ago reflections of your love.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Single Tear Drop

I own two bicycles because I still pine for you

Alma,

Even while you make love this evening, even while you
Turn out all of the hope in your lighthouse,

So you cannot see my beauty drowning,

While during the day your eyes seem like brown
Maelstroms swirling with your breath,

Devouring the young heroes far more beautiful than me;
And still you accept my dreams and my bouquets,

While now all of the flowers are getting smaller as I too
Shrink,

Soon I will be so diminished as to be in danger of drowning
In a single tear drop,

Which is all that I wish from you.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Siren For Truancy

An acrobat in the high numbers:
Rainbows that taper and billow in

The towers of trees.

The land swelters, the maidens sweating,
The paladins that we all once knew

Are taking a knee:

Mexicans, boys and girls,

Playing beneath the overpasses-

Terrapins digging holes in the sandy armpits
Of the lees.

I see you now, beckoning as a mirage:
Lingering, a siren for truancy,

But good boys and girls go from and return
To school:

They are looking socially beautiful,
But ignore them. See them as a mirage,
Pass the traffic going busily and in both ways:

Come to the greenest side of the canal,
To where the cats can talk,

And childhoods linger in the ill-begotten pornographies.

A land where your mothers are still beautiful
And housewives are in chains.
Float above the mountains-

Here is Ovid's metamorphosis- turn into a bird.
Migrate above the color changing parapets-
Calmly hallucinatory,

And in the midnights which douse crepuscule
Linger,

Observe the broken virgins,

The pietas mass produced in infinite number
In their cradles of industry.

They have all turned into something
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Expectantly:

But, aside the green cages,

The lions are yawning,

And boys as old as Peter Pan are

Touching down from their infinite slumbers.

This place is rich with football players,

And the creatures whom have made themselves
Are at a standstill.

The entire scene is a still life awaiting the joy

Of an erstwhile holiday.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Siren Who Has Forgotten All Of Her Songs

Tonight my muse lies in sleep with him

Like a mermaid who has come ashore smelling the rose
That will become her grave:

There is her bed between the dunes, and her eyes
Have already bled all of their tears:

And now what is she doing, held over like a prostitute
Underneath the biggest neon cross underneath the
Biggest all night supermarket

While the convenient stores are getting robbed:
There she is with her nightgown slipped over her
Brown shoulders in the middle of the orange groves
So far away from where she belongs.

But she was so far away anyways- but I linger there
Still listening at the bus stops, the lions lamenting

A siren who has forgotten all of her favorite songs.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Smile You Had Never Seen Before

Like the dissected rainbow of abused starlets

Like the beginning or the end of my misappropriated
Hope

That I cannot see the outcome for, and yet the sea

Is certainly some busy yard of beautiful graveyard and nursery:

And my parents are going away,

And as I jogged alone for you, I saw the first happenstance of
A prism leaping like a colorful gazelle from the asphalt:

And my mother couldn’t do any better than loving my

Father,

And I love you this way, like a gagged symphony, like the last
Stripes of a fish who knows she will not survive even while
She bares her young to the unthoughtful spectacles of the
Deep,

As you bared yourself for me maybe for the last time,

As I lamented the loss of the tall swing sets

And then I brushed your lips and yours to mine in the hidden
House beside the albino alligator who seemed to smile

Up at us a smile you swore to me you had never seen before.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Thought In Their Bones

Pains in an organ, open to the trees,

Exposed to the sun:

Cadavers of little boys bathing in the shadows

Of school buses:

Words resurrected off their mollusks tongues,
While all the pretty girls like blue jays

Ate their lunches of

Nectars and other boys,

And then went straight out into the sheer field,
Like kites stuck to the sweet whispers of what they
Could find there:

The ants marched underneath them, their little ant
Hearts beating like drums- the suns stroking them
Like cats:

They marched on the straight edge, the alligators
Watching them without a thought in their bones.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Walk In The Wind

I am the only one who

Orgasms

An origami jungle

Screaming in papier-maché
Vertebrates

Where the sun is a paper

Plate

Burning orange-flamed lips

At the picnic,

Turn to curling ash in the whispering
Grass,

As something like 10,000

Army ants march past,

The pomegranate armored conquistadors
Of a luscious past,

Looking for the fabled city

Through the bladed forest,

All that wealth fallen from my sticky
Splayed fingers, piano players
Stretching out from my slumbering palm,
Made entirely from sweet vermillion
Watermelon

Which glistens in ruby pyramids

In butchered geometry toward the sun,
Circled by gossiping horseflies

Who are taking a walk

In the wind.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Wedding At My Funeral

The time has not come before

And this is new.

The light is opening for the day

An ingénue displaying her bosom

To man’s face-

I remember when

I was young in following her.

Her tassels feeling through the trees
And drinking roots,

She laughed even while

Alone;

Giggling,

She rode her bicycle across campus.
I staid up all night and prayed for her.
When tired, she slept

In the shade of a house-

Eyes half closed. I came to her,

She yawned and turned me away.
She said she loved me

Only when she was drunk,

And it was yet that time-

So long ago, yesterday....

Then early this morning she came to me
And offered me the quaff

Of lips.

Dripping nectar on the limbs,

She said, “"Never before now, old man, ”
As they lowered me in the grave,
Her light budded

A valleyide of rubrum,

A wedding at my funeral.

Robert Rorabeck
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A Woman At My Door

I need a woman at my

door to drive home to

some long honey momma

who will love me

simply and cook frijoles for me

a woman I can lie

down on the couch with

and just love appreciate her silhouette
a red earth woman who

always wants to sleep

all night long careless in my arms
a woman who miraculously

will not look at

other men to judge

them sexually or not sexually worthy
a woman who likes my face

and the lines and briars it takes
and doesn’t mind

that the paint flecks

from my truck when it

gets up past fifty-five and
doesn’t care how long

my hair gets

a woman who can

show me new ways

to religion and introduce

me to this world

again the right way this time

and might not care or be concerned
that I write poetry good

or bad about her

or question my questioning

of capitalism’s excess waste

and this fucked up interpretation
of Judeo-Christian religion

that supports it

a woman who will work

beside me

breathe and live on
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my ribs

kiss me deeply

with her pretty

lips

show off her

self only to me

in new lingerie look good
forgives my atheisms
shows me how to
light candles for
Catholicism reminds
me of those old
great saints

who saw god in everything
wet comes at me like
bright news like
bathing my eyes with light
and doesn’t come
until I come

lets me use my
tongue longs

all day for our

bed gives me

head rides

horses with me

in those green sea
washed valleys that
split the land like

a woman when she
takes me back to

the classic forest

to let me swim in the
pool the moon
birthed her in and
then to sleep all
night inside her flesh
when she sleeps

with me entwined

in a tree.

Robert Rorabeck
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Above The

Here, at least, we have new monuments and
Times for the dollar—

And checking the minute hands of all of our
Scars, at least different times to survive:

While we have our few minutes,

And the earth ticks off its monstrosities across
The heavens-

While, then, at least and un ceaselessly

We can at least count of her different times
For her,

And in at least invariable speeds—

Try to pretend that she lactates just as beautifully
As all of the heavens:

And, at least in this place, this seems to be the
First and the last of her—

While monuments build, hugging to the first and
The last of her,

We continue to continue to build for her from
Somehow,

The first and the last of the monuments making for
Forever

Their few minutes above the clouds.

Robert Rorabeck
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Absent Without Leave

Close set the stores and hide

The abdomen of my laziness. Feed chickenpox
To alligators,

And go outdoors, brown bagging liquor and fireworks.
Go to the head of your class and stink

Up the place.

Look at pictures of the amber roadie who
Fauns the chestnut eyes of her shallow
Conviction over the muscular tattoos of
Bouncers, of Jews- Make fun of her conviction:
Show her how you can be a swan too;

By holding your breath, turn it green,

Go out into the middle of the school,

Get dizzy and scream- Look down the crinoline

Blouse of the harpsichord substitute-

On your free time bight your tongue and scribble out
Novels to her freshman joy,

But otherwise tell her she should be working concessions
At the roller rink,

With those legs, with those legs!

Misspell to her three times in once sentence,

And wait to hear a mouthful of her wildflower convictions.

She will say that those boys are rowdy swans to her,

Like big, meaty hibiscus; and she goes to them the way a little
Princess goes to sleep with her frog princes in

The aloe of the carport of drowning cars;

So don't tell her how to fly,

But sell to her things she doesn’t need, pointed obnoxious
Poems she doesn’t need to hear,

And tell her you’ll be right back- Go over beneath the
Australian Pines and use the crumbling pornography

Inside the junked cars to pleasure yourself.

Range into the dunes, converse with cenotaphs of confused mermaids,
The awol GI Joes praying down wind of

The bright copper crosses of conquistadors

When you are back, don't tell her a thing.
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She won't even look at you; and smile-

Feed the gold-fish to the swish-tailed cat,
Because you already knew she wouldn’t finish
This anyways.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

31



According To Death

With others old and gray,

Or not so old at all—Maybe they will

Mostly be fair haired and young,

If it should be a tragedy. Who knows?

But this is known, I will die some day

When Death comes to collect that part of

Me that he sees fit to remain,

To gather me up— a silhouette

Of the somber procession upon the hill

Backlit by a tired sun— The busy insects will

Eat what is left, the scuttling carnivores,

Nature’s vacuum cleaners which God created to

Keep things cleaned, so there are no leftovers

As everything is satisfied—

Away from the anthills and plaguing swarms we

Will go, being grinned out by our own death masks
As we leave, bidding adieus—

Those heartless grins ex-lovers put on for show-

Go down with that orb if Death leads us there,

But who knows where Death goes, except that

He will take us with him to the other side,

His black robes billowing importantly, for

He is the herald of our great king, his

Skeletal hand pointing ever onward like a compass, onward in the
Shade which is so very quiet where no hearts beat,
No blood flows— And maybe our procession will never
End. We will just keep going down in some great viewless stairwell

Beneath the world until we forget that we ever knew the pains of settlement.

In that abyssal fjord where Death will ditch us,

And leave us to the tricks of his shadow as he dives back up

To collect some more....

But this is known— that one day I shall die

And so shall you. My mother will die....

And on that day of the week people will be born

And the people already there shall live— People will go out and make love.
On that Friday a movie will come out you will never see

And there will be a book written that would have made me cry....
And the sun will come up afterwards like it did for us,

But not really so similar all in all, for our sun will be dead,
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And this new sun rising is only for the living. Perhaps,

Though, we shall not care at all, knowing that these gifts are

Laid about to gladden the living, as we find newly indescribable
Things to attire our naked souls, or maybe we will not remember

At all. Maybe we will be like the egg in the nest in the crook of a branch
Of an expansive tree. Laying there in our nooks waiting to hatch again
To be filled with new thoughts, like the river’s changing gown,

We will become again something we never before were.

But one thing is certain,

That one day you shall die

And I shall follow you, before or after,

It matters little as we shall all accord to Death.

*For Ingmar Bergman

Robert Rorabeck
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Across The Open Mouths Of Your Starlet
Constellations

Your lips taste better than this bottle

Alma:

I know because I have tasted your lips today.

And how is that possible when you are more beautiful than

The most beautiful woman I have ever known:

What are you,

And you don’t believe me, but you have a beauty mark,

And you were right here today,

Telling lies and moaning; and I love you, and all of my other
Muses pale and turn to jealous ghosts,

And now the bottle is empty, but my windows are filled with the
Zoos of your eyes,

And all of your kind animals, Alma. Move into my house and
Bring your family because I love you:

I worship you, Alma, and any other possession would be most
Contrary:

Your world is a breathing portrait which would elevate me

To the cockpit of a fabulous daydream; and I am right

Here, Alma, holding my breath and counting steadily for you:

I am sorry that all of your rabbits were unlucky;

And I am sorry that my dogs are still in Arizona, but I don't
Have to vagabond anymore: you are right here and fluctuating:
The movement without movement of your body is a

Carousel that really turns me on, and

I am glad that I don’t have to go anywhere, because I have already
Slept on the roof of your house;

And I already know that you really love me, while the comets

Burn their graffiti across the open mouths of your starlit constellations.

Robert Rorabeck
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Across The Orchards You Abandoned

Busy visions of a childhood and her ghosts,

Words that linger in a poor man’s clutch, as she looks

Away perpetually, browns stems quivering over

Her children, but she is out of leaves and warmth-

Sexy vision of catastrophe, how you loved my gifts

Of flea markets for a year, but could not entirely give

Up your sailors of Mexico, and the pretty cannibalisms

You put into your bed across the train tracks at night;

While he still doesn’t satisfy you, you are the personification
Of any soul, but it wouldn't be right to say your name again,
Not on anyone’s birthday- though I will not be waiting
Anymore like a rabbit in his green hutch or rock garden

In the little yard I remember bordered by rattlesnakes

And aloes- Like the urban legends that exist in the
Highways of gossiping sky: I showed your aunt the hickies
You gave me as we made love for the year that is over;

I gave your sisters and more of your cousins fireworks.

And now I am left counting other butterflies who migrated
Across the orchards you abandoned, while my mother

Falls down in some mock Pieta, a wasp or some power

Cord stinging her foot again with its preschool lavishing,

As she dries the clothes of my childhood underneath a thunderstorm
That is already passing.

Robert Rorabeck
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Across The Promising Remains

Anthropomorphic conquistadors
Bending, bowing to

The prettiest curls—

Blond-curled, but not accounting for
Their less than perfect
Aerobics—Sweltering in the pistils of
Their daydreams—

Without a single echo lost to them—
In an apiary of singing topiaries—

In a surplus of breasts and racing legs
That remain idle even

As they are waterfalls down from heaven—
Every boy's sport

In their exuberant yet tightly buttoned
Pornography—

Another way that desire languishes—
Across the promising remains.

Robert Rorabeck
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After It Is Almost Done

If the day yellows, it sings to her as it curls up,
Winnowing its airplanes who are coming down

Like whippoorwills of dreams

To fasten to her hair, and sing to her of secret springs
With epiphanies of animals lapping there:

They are all there, like a zoetrope of astrological signs,
All the possible loves of her life,

A rest stop up in the woods my mother took me to,

And never once while I was there was I thinking of her:

This new girl, this thing or muse that I have made
Love to for these last eight months, who sings to

Me from so far away and then, like another animal
Migrating with the sun, and happily distracted from her
Way home, goes out of her way to put away my fears,
Coming over after it is almost done, and makes love
To me.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

37



After School

Trying again, the young children yawn,

Hatching beneath the tombs- as all of the day is haunted-
But your body blooms-

Driving all day in its loneliness, and yet so

Happy with what you are-

Advertised beneath the billboards,

A muse diminishing in her car, and I have to think of
You,

Terrapin in the shoulders of the sunlight looking down-
Angel clouded by blue and

Purple cobwebs-

Sunlight melting through you, another ghost
Haunted on holiday

My famished dictionaries try to perceive,

But it doesn’t last-

The loneliness of playboys- the guts of unicorns

On display in the museums of witches

Casting spells,

As it takes a long time remember, but we try

Every afternoon, after school,

Touching ourselves.

Robert Rorabeck
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After School'

Trying again, the young children yawn,

Hatching beneath the tombs- as all of the day is haunted-
But your body blooms-

Driving all day in its loneliness, and yet so

Happy with what you are-

Advertised beneath the billboards,

A muse diminishing in her car, and I have to think of
You,

Terrapin in the shoulders of the sunlight looking down-
Angel clouded by blue and

Purple cobwebs-

Sunlight melting through you, another ghost
Haunted on holiday

My famished dictionaries try to perceive,

But it doesn’t last-

The loneliness of playboys- the guts of unicorns

On display in the museums of witches

Casting spells,

As it takes a long time remember, but we try

Every afternoon, after school,

Touching ourselves.
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Against His Brown Skin

Physical imaginations of a poet—

I dream of picking flowers now that I am without you—

I dream of slinking away to the

Avenues of Venice,

And disappearing with the inevitability of these sentences—
The vines bringing about the strangling contaminations of
These crypts,

As I wait for you—eyes and senses filled with rum—
Having trouble breathing—

As lost as the Indians—as wayward as the tourists from
Their homes—

And the purple unicorns—

Like someone with emptied pockets outside of

Disney World—

Satellites falling to earth as she lies in bed with him,
Bring her brown body easily up against his brown skin.

Robert Rorabeck
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Against The Carports And The Misspelled Hotels

They will make a sound at the doorstops of your

Castles, even if you never drive this way—

This is how it will turn out:

You will get around the end of my old neighborhood,

And collapse next to the antlers of a chinaberry

Tree,

And then say to all of the forgotten woods that it not
Alright to be here,

And the blue gills will burp and hiccup in the canal—

And all of the children will seem to move

Sideways in the canals of their high schools—

And their mutual bereavements will continue to

Pretend to be so unreal—

And maybe you will find her past out one night while on
A delivery:

Maybe she will be collapsed next to a watermelon in

Her negligee:

Maybe she will have collapsed in the middle of a game of
Battleship,

And in her dreams made it halfway up to State College
Where she inevitably messed around and

Played with herself—until the summer came,

And all of the sororities rode white ponies and continued
To gesticulate to their continually pregnant grandmothers
Who were still luxuriating in their confederacies—

But, otherwise—the moon got out early and shone over
The hallucinations where the busses were turning around,
And you spied them like an eagle, like an osprey,

Until your true love got out of one of them—

And she touched the ground herself—and disappeared like
An angel in a sea of burning promises—

The fuses disappearing into the maelstroms that consume
All of the bones of the wayward marionettes—

As they still struggle upwards from the sea—delighting in
The nocturnal perfumes the lighthouses have bought and
Sold to them, giving them the vanishing luxury

As the sea swells against the car ports and the misspelled hotels
That become so filled that only the virgins of the streets
Are allowed to enter in.
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Airplanes And Night Blooming Jasmine

Child, you are lost and you dona€™t

Wish for me to find youa€&quot;climbing up through the
Strange spinsters of the nighta€&quot;

Looking for apples in the arboreal bosoma€&quot;

The stars chickenpox but dancing
Beautifullyd€&quot;your memories on a bus to school,
The alligators in the canal,

And your parents in bed together while the moonlight
Is dancing in the pool like a toy seaa€&quot;

I left fireworks in a bag underneath the night blooming
Jasmine

That you will never finda€&quot;

And you know, there are so many airplanes climbing
In the sky and leaping forever across the sea.

Robert Rorabeck
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Airplanes Touching Down

With the sun going down I think of you—
Linger, nearly unperceivable heat

Which once flooded the highways, blinding men:
Poisonous light contaminating grottos,

Like the franchises that have turned

This country into

A land for well-fed zombies:

Parasitic, you infect me, but I have all but
Shaken it off—

I allow you to surface as the day cools,

As the housewives get ready to receive their
Children once again—

Families coming home, airplanes touching down—
I sit and drink and open old wounds,

The painful craft of trying to recombine with

A woman that was no good for roses—

You languish as the day proceeds, rejoining the night
With its habits—

And tomorrow and afterwards—Ilife and tombs,
Made of the same stuff—a togetherness that
Separates for eternity.

Robert Rorabeck
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Alexandria

I have seen you lying under the sky

Like the Great Victoria Desert of Australia,

Your body the milky smoothness of Oasis,

My eyes come to drink with the animals off

The streets, to cool on your body as it yawns

Up to the night—So I toss my head up and

Howl and laugh on you with the speckled
Hyenas, as mysterious goldfish swim like

The reincarnations of mute children

Through your reedy shoulders; As your hair
Ripples the auburn banners of its nature,

The aboriginal flag of the forebears of this
Mystical continent your body relaxes upon,
Estranged from other women you drifted away
To become the extraordinarily distant place,

The exhaustive study of man’s science;

As your thoughts coalesce in the stratosphere,
Each of your memories a winking constellation,
Eerily distant and indiscernible from all others,
Unreachable by our lips as by our fingers,
Though we sate our lonely thirst upon your body,
As our eyes drink in like throats your soul the
Length of the earth in dusty dress, you who rises
Before us like an Aleutian well in effluvial waters
Which spray and mist the night-lit desert,

As your eyes are sometimes seen relaxing in
Camouflage in the folded places you purposefully
Shadow, until the sun emerges like a bannered king
In the bright conquest of thoughtless empires;
Then you turn yourself away again, become the
Settling earth, the crisp red earth, the dry talking
Earth where we hunt upon with naked spears.
We feel you beneath us, guiding,

As we long to lay down beside you, to sustain
Our bodies on your streams and otherworldly portions
Which crouch and pant with us, as we become but
An aspect of your indescribable nature,

When you lay down your body, the Oasis in

The desert, sustaining and defining.
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Alice And The Spooks

Little girls in little blonde curls

In reddish frilly messes

Eat their lunch alone,

Served by brunette waitresses

The eyes the color of

Burnishes doors,

Their thoughts slipping from their dresses.

A six year old Alice

Finishes her chicken and waffles,
She goes outside, screams,

Grits her teeth, unloads her guns
The bullets bang
Onomatopoetics.

There are boatloads of boogiemen
Eating the streets,

The gangs of vampires kissing
The sweet coeds’ necks,

While the Goth chicks take
Snapshots like Japanese tourists.

Her mom and dad are out there too,
Dressed like Ralph Lauren and Lash LeRoux,
But they are not who you think they are

As they moan to her, "Why aren’t you

In preschool? ”

But school, she knows, is the worst

Place to be,

Because there’s a hole in the courtyard

As deep as the sea

Out of which the Big Bad things churn,
Not unlike a scoop of ice-cream soft serve.

Down at the end of the street

In the atmospheric light of a terminally ill sun,
Someone is whistling like Clint Eastwood.

She sees who it is, all the old gang,
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Death and his boys: Pestilence, Famine, War,
Frank and Jesse James.

They’re all smoking as they come

Out of the brothel.

They just killed all the gods in the sky,

So the heavens lay like breathless still-life—
Like the black apple and the brown pear
They made her finger-paint in art class;

But all she really cares about is that

Her chewing gum is getting tasteless.

She steps forward, our dear young Alice,
Her little blonde curls tied in red bows,
In tumbling, frilly messes.

She swears, she curses, she gives

A useless Jesus the bird,

Then she takes her little foot

And draws a line in the dirt,

She blows a pink bubble,
Cocks her gun and gives all that’s Evil
Ten seconds to run.

Robert Rorabeck
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All A Little Deeper

When I drive for two weeks,

I don’t survive very well: I grow new scars

On my cheeks like plants in sunshine:

I drive down a corridor of ruffled clouds, like

A bridal party’s frilly suicide hung out over the desert:

I look at myself at strange, furtive angles,

Flitting away from it like a frightened bird too

Thirsty to leave off it: I look in angles like

Sylvia Plath, and I think up wonderful novels to write

Over her entombed carriages, but once I reach the destination,

I scare off the easy boys who have been suckling all over

Her like flies, and I grow sedentary, and just lounge

By that corpse. Instead of writing prose to praise her in languid,
Scrawling lines like the phalanxes of a bedecked army,

Victorious and out on parade, I instead write lazy poetry I

Will never look at again. I don’t even meet her, or revise my
Fingers across her waxy brow, or grasp her ankle to squash the
Ants: I watch the clouds douse the sun, the scattering mothers who
Will soon again sow their winter. I feed the horses moldy hay, and
They greet me in little manner at all, though the dogs leap and

Nip and grow muddy and truncated until I hose them off. Now

I lay on the sheet-less bed with all three of them. The German
Shepherd is new: I had two others, brothers, who have died. I have
Been here for half a decade, in fact, and have so much hypothetical
Ink under my nails as to resurrect her if I could match her gaze for
Any amount of time; but she just lies there as the horses do,

A carriage of a girl gone away, a scarecrow, an easy trick:

There is laughter on the cusp of the hills, and maybe it is from people
Who are not real at all. And I listen to it, and wait for the falling of
Snow, which will imbed these scars all a little deeper.
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All But A Child

And the words are thrown away,

Like tourists over the desert which has your lips-

The buses are greyhounds,

And they take your golden dollars of wishes like
Wishing wells:

Over which your reflection seems to hover: Alma,
Showing off your brown skin to the sun:

Like motes of amber angels making me sticky tongued:
So that my words are glued

Like stamps

Like horses hooves in a deep forest or a swamp:

But when riding beside you as we drove

Down to Miami to get the official documents:

Why then, it

Felt for almost all of the time that could be counted
That my changes were done,

And my motions just a zoetrope performing for children
On a merry-go-round:

The lush numbers of the fairytales with cobweb wings in
The aloe-

Already stolen from the neighbors citrus before the old
Neighborhood was developed

And paved: when the cenotaphs of the conquistadors
Still sang and looked through the dunes

Of blue pornography: - and all of it was about something,
While the waves rolled in from off the gods’ breathing;
And you were all but a child in old

Mexico- Alma, to whom your mother, Rose, was yet singing.

Robert Rorabeck
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All But Nothing

Sick and on my knees,
Throwing up
A half digested God,

I am pregnant with love
Who cares all but nothing

For me.

Robert Rorabeck
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All T Wanted

I wanted to hold your hand

While your mother was away,

Bringing back sack lunch for her

Little birds:

To hold up that slender portion of

Junoesque gravity;

As if I had become your moon,

Receptive, stuck and dizzy like a crippled

Bee on the dumb lip of a sated terrapin:

To solder a new creche for your hungry

Digits

At the edge of the carport of

The Catholic Church;

But you, already mystified, socially husbanded,
Given to the responsibilities of a flash-epoch,
Goddess like, yes- lactating with a vine

Of children at your hip;

You had become disinterested long before,

When you saw me take ecstasy at Disney World,
And I lost focus:

I lost my train of thought, became lethargic,
Bound to sleeping in lavatories,

Green smoke doing calligraphies out from the
Pullulating landscapes:

I couldn’t feel the rides at all; demystified in fast
And modern trips of coming ups and goings down,
My eyes something nocturnal and sated

With nothing much to do:

And in body, you went away from me,
Red-bricked versatile, but forgetful to the needs of
Wet clay;

Tremulous afterwards, I could never fully realize,
Hobo in my transient rooms I tried to conceive the flood;
I teared ankle-deep; but it was no use:

All the animals were safe,

And you in Colorado, stabilized, ocean-deep couldn’t
Know-

All T wanted to do was hold your hand

While your mother was away.
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All Of My Lamentations

It comes up to this, and then it goes forever away:

Lapping and making love and counting the strokes that is necessary
To acquire each color,

And I have lived alone for so long that it isn't even necessary to
Matter;

And the girls who I once loved before and during class,

They too have ceased to exist, for now my palate consists of only
One name and one color,

And she has reconciled, or whatever she has done, and she is
Sleeping with one man underneath the carpentering waves

Of the burnished sun;

And maybe she remembers his hame as she sleeps;

And her name is Alma- and she is my fatal muse,

For it is for her that all of my lamentations

Weep.

Robert Rorabeck
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All Of The Airplanes

Dying to begin,

Just as any angels underneath the weathers of the
Mountains:

This is how we sing out, waiting for the caracoles
To finally sing again,

Rising, at first, up above the weathered monuments
Into which we cannot possibly hope

To believe in,

Falling out through the ashes of the water fountains,
Even while all of our parents have finally

Decided to grow up:

This is just another sad number, while you are just
Another ghost I presupposed to

Believe in;

And this is just another element into which

Are presupposed beliefs

Have finally decided to believe in:

This is a settled calm, and this is just another

Way to distinguish ourselves, multiplied-

But our gardens sing to no one, pretending that
They are, perhaps beautiful- as another night
Proceeds to fill up, all together, the

Habitual loneliness underneath the leaping pages of
All of the airplanes.
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All Of The Brilliant Stores

I can tell of things saddened in the park: things
That never have to die

After they have run away: words drooled from
The lip,

As they drooled from the snail:

Lactated off of Colorado, and gone through her
Aspens and her key stones

After the lightning storms: they have followed

Me down,

And I have whistled to them through the darkness
And brought them into my truck to sleep-
Residing there gradually serenaded by the rushing
Fixtures in the subtle trees:

Each wind a blessing tearing off her clothes,
Scratching carvings into the sky

And caracoling the light form the heavens that I
Swear to god doesn’t even belong there
Anymore: while the creatures hibernate anyways,
Waiting until morning for all of the brilliant

Stores to open in a hexagonal flood.
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All Over Us

I'm sorry—but she looks like she knows

That I love her,

And she is my wife—and I get up every day,
Evacuation,

Becoming the art of archeology—and the vanishing
Indians end up misconstruing and vanishing again

Into the heart of an emptied airplane:

And this, at least, is the place I have dug:

Waiting for all of the rest of the armies to finally come
Out from the jungles and fall over us:

Peace in her eyes, just like a corpse's peace—

And a bouquet in her hands but for a dead man,

As the fireworks play out in a dance hall that the angels
Once danced in—but long since have moved

Out—as the angels leap and leap about across

The uneasy ululations of a Ferris Wheel from which we've
Had a falling out and this is the all and the last of

What can be said of whatever we had to say of our amens.
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Alma

How you accuse me on this beautiful earth:

How I pocket the emptiness that needs to be mended:

How I strut out and turn around and faint, for every element

In this yellow day might as well be a beautiful woman

Breathing and bosomed as the clear, blue sky:

And if I said I wanted to die in Disney World, then you know that

It had to be true,

And I drink liquor, liquor, rum and liquor, and I curse and

Think of you;

And I wear out all of my Alma’s, which I think means souls:

Both of my feet and of my body, and I go down into the valley, following
The tresses of an infatuated earth:

I pass up all of the arrow heads and unicorns just to get to the bottom of
Your worth;

And as it turns out your mind is flooded by a sea, or by a bloody river;
It makes no sense to me; all the firemen are climbing your trees,

And the pitch-fork pines are raising their necks like herons up from

Your melodies;

And your body working; and your body tired out smells like perfume
And your eyes are transoms: they are the carnivals that move in time together,
That make the sweet music that both delights and hypnotizes the
Breath in my soul.
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Alma's Favorite Color

Alma makes love next to her rabbits:

It rains and the canals engorges: cats dance like the pages of

A zoetrope,

But she never thinks of going outside to see all of this:

Alma will never be a suburban housewife;

Alma is a Mexican housewife who I just gave a bag full of

Jalapeno peppers to tonight:

Alma is little enough to fit into a sack, and Alma is pretty with
Satin red hair filled with shadows;

And Alma has curves that she shares with a window shopping world
Full of gringos: but she doesn’t love a single one of their

Pasty faces:

She only loves her husband, and if not him other men from Guerra,
Mexico;

And that is why I must convince Alma that I am the tallest Mexican
She has ever seen;

So that I can sing to her tomorrow and give her flowers, and make
Her accept these privileges as if we were stuck together up in the
Andes looking at the Plaedes far beneath both of our homes;

And then striking together like matches in a green bedroom,

Alma and I, as if we were on an Arthurian journey,

Looking for the immortal blueprints in an important cup;

Except that Alma doesn’t even know who our king is,

And she never looks outside when it rains,

But watches her two children who I have never seen;

And Alma’s favorite color is green.
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Alma's Fruiteria

You gave me a humming sound—stringed instrument
Going down on her,

Always vanishing over the rivers, and becoming a
Mystery for her knights:

The clouds clouding over the telephone poles,

The brindled neighbors making love like cats:

The fountain continuing to sing of

Immortality,

But the prettiest of song birds refusing to drink from
Her—

And now, where are you caught up,

As I dance in those echoes you never recognized,
Your car repossessed—

And your patrona stealing your flag—and nothing about
Us remembered, like the colors

They keep bringing to the disorganized patriotisms—
But we kissed

And made love day by day,

And I brought you music by these fingers—they are
Still singing

As I try to teach school, stringed instrument in

Your echoes—

Men who cannot cross from the borders of your heart—
But I remember how

We played

In the sandy lot of both of our hearts—

And I watered the petunias, getting ready to move on,
As you pretended to flirt with my cousin,

In the fruit market our dreams have left abandoned.
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Alma's Song

You showed me your children today,

Alma, and found out from Pedro that the N

Tattooed in the web of your left or right hand stands for

North America, or the man you love:

I can't remember his name right now: I keep imagining

You out in this one front yard in all of this

Florida,

Standing like a pinup beside an open throated mailbox;

Oh, Alma,

Aren’t you such a bird: Oh, Alma- that you would love me for
More than a month or two before going back to the man whose
Initials you have tattooed right there on your hand;

And I have been so diligently faithful keeping this up for you,
Wanting to pet the brownness of your flesh,

Wanting to wake up with you in the butterfly house where the sky
Is always smoking upwards like tresses with the young and virginal
Angels swinging their legs on the top wrung:

Oh, Alma, I have another song for you that no one else has

Ever sung.
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Almost Nation

I have the Almost Nation in the back of my throat,

All the armies gathered and defeated who would once
Have rallied forth to capture her, and to tell her those
Voluptuous words which grow in fair gardens or hang upon
The delicate flesh of the youngest women,

All those failed ghosts are caught in me, all the fish
That Jesus forgot to catch in his nets before the Romans
And the Jews caught him, his father forsook him,

And he realized the terminal mortality of all men

After the Spear of Longinus made a river flow

From his side, and his eyes became dim, rolling like

The sea one last time upon Mary Magdalene.

So, I grit my teeth and make my home far away

Deep within caves within caves, the farther back you
Go the bluer the blackness becomes, so

I have returned to my mother, but nothing is made
Up, for inside here is Plato’s Ultimate Form, the illusion
Of illusions demystified and ugly in its nudity; this

And all that she saw when she hung up my phone

And crawled into his bed.

Now I swallow my soul and grit my teeth,

And from this porch I can see the revolution of

Far away spheres, their small orbits, when they turn away
From me, and when they come towards me; and sometimes
One of the delicate night’s decorations will fall, a

Blazing fire shot down, a God dying, and

I will watch it come down into me, for me to swallow it,

The thing that once was but now is lost,

Inside me the Almost Nation.
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Alphabet Soup

Ferris-wheels of diamond mice run
Around the salty pan,

Laughing men as tall as houses
Fold themselves in the squealing wind,

Ginsberg is back in the mutinous queue,
Toting lead for the Adonis biscuit,

While harems of uncommitted tumbleweeds
Flaunt in a species of cartwheels,

Slowly, slowly then she sees us,
Feeding her the alphabet soup of our wanderlust

Served up from the dregs of an abandoned high school’s
Knickknacked Library,

So she nods Atlantian, and goes back to bed in
His crook, drooling a species of mollusk distended from

Her hyperventilating womb.
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Altogether Too Beautiful

It doesn't take so very long to surrender

Yesterdays echoes the very tit teaming at the very gates
Of another echinopsis of Disney World—

While then, all of the boys are already dissolved

And making a Peabody out of our very own imaginations:
Here is the very strange swill that they are left to

Suspect without the nights alone or the admirations of
Anywhere;

It is a very beautiful journey across a void where the
Voluptuous ships seldom often have to correct themselves,
And that is why that out of anywhere I have to end of here:
Even if it is strange, enveloped in the graduation of-

Your young night—it doesn't always have to end up

That way—a million volumes of echoes mean the same
Thing—that the baseball team or the football team

Has won, eventually—and you are so busy,

Enveloping yourself into the echoes that fall so far

Beyond my fingertips, that the other world also all of

A sudden awakens and spontaneously

Becomes altogether too beautiful to be explained.
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Always Awaiting You

Bodies really tumble, Tumble,

Alma:

When they feel strong enough, they get up and dance next to
The fading eclipse of all of the seas,

And it doesn’t matter if I have enough quarters to share my time
Equally with my car and with my sea:

Alma,

Alma, I have lost my dogs, Alma, and now won’t you look at me:
Alma, I will never know what your kids mean to you,

But I may one day know what they mean to me: but, Alima,
Alma, my only wish is that I was more beautiful

For you,

My Alma, Alma,

And that I hadn’t been away to school for so long so that I might
Have wooed you sooner, and had a sooner chance at wooing you:
My Alma, Alma:

And the night dances, and the ships ship,

And I think of you,

Alma, Alma:

And I pray to you Alma, Alma,

While the sea casts away again, rolling its dice, trying to make its
Body into your favorite

Color,

Alma, Alma; it is all we are ever trying to do:

While the rabbits wait at home for you, Alma, Alma;

Under the green sun and the green moon:

Alma, Alma.

They are always awaiting you....
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Always Kind To Me

Passing myself down into the emptiness,

Like the snake that has found the concrete sheath,

And so tired of tricks descends,

While the hummingbirds demote themselves form flowers
To clovers,

And not the lucky ones, and the waves descending to the shore,
Fashion their kisses by the demonstrations

In the viaducts of her vanishing gown; and now she has him
On her mind instead of me,

And her children come lurking, wanting for milk or

Trouble,

While more and more of the gold she wears is purchased by me:

I bought her a silver rosary today and told

Her I was Catholic,

And promised her that I had written her this before she'd
Ever met me;

And Alma this is always for you, so you should take it:
Take it, and be

Always kind to me.
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Ambulance

When you are on the highway

going down the lines like

words of the poem pull over

for the ambulance her red light

district swirling, but she’ll only

take in her wounded men

with poor hearts and gaping chest wounds

watch her like a red elephant on parade

like a Christmas tree lit up her automobile

is the speedy whore of service-

here she comes, pull over for

her- it's the law so she can get to politicians

quicker- she is about to engulf a injured man,

like alcohol- she is about to

resurrect the dead

pull over and wait for the gory

scene cross the lines and

put your eyes on that mess listen to her

scream the ambulance screws

toward you a battle cry a

rebel soldier charging a blue

hillside let her through don't

let her see your rusty

underside, don't let her get a whiff

of your potential wound, or she will take you along
let her whine on through

let her come and let her go

and then put your foot on the gas

collect your thoughts note the angulations of the sun
begin to think again about the movie you just

saw, let her slip on past, trying to forget dead

love no longer think of the ambulance

she’s picking up another man worse off than you

how she bled past you for him and didn’t but notice you
how she screamed on this valley through the mountains
how she hummed murder, and didn’t hide her lust for
her job do not think of the mess she is going to pick up
to rush to the hospital to replenish him in her bed,

or to send him on the further journey to the morgue,
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packing with him a new marble color/ think instead of
the parts the doll’s head down in the pasture

the forgot arrowheads in the red earth in the hills

do not think of Vietnam just

Drive on,

Drive on.
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American Classic

What can I do for you,
Beautiful snag?

The still virginal tatters of

A promised gown

Stripped on a snare

At the river’s high-water mark.

The gem of the world could not
Hold you nor buy your wealth.

Even drowned,

You mix with the richest silts,
As the ghostly bellies of glaciers
Bump against you.

Your eyes are speckled with 10,000 lakes....

Each one no less deep than a soul....

And, like the rest of the
Country, you sell cars,
Because in this economy,
It's your beauty’s worth.
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An Agnostic Pieta For A Mexican Fairytale

It was the madness that is always here, raining hard

In the afternoon,

While the morning was a litter of sun; and I strutted in

My diminutive foyer like chanticleer yawning into

The bred basket of morning:

My heart being swung and bled by a sieving grievance

That harvested my soul without anesthesia:

You were late, but you came in your miniskirt-

Your shirt had a blue ribbon in the back,

And I wrote a poem while I carried you into the bedroom;
And we made love: it was happiness for awhile:

It was the end of your period, and you wanted me to

Pull your hair-

My fantasy for a little while, breakfast before I leapt into

My car and to another day at work at the fruit market:

You were a time saver, something immortal with a

Family who would not tell me she loved me,

And you grew distance when I finished what we had started,
Spilling the frog-like perfume into the slender ballrooms of
Your wildflowers;

And grew unreasonable, though I reclined on my knees

And pleaded- an agnostic pieta for a Mexican fairytale;

But later on when I saw you, you were like the sea on a calming
Fieldtrip, and I invited you into the cooler and gave you

A hundred dollars to spend with your two sisters at

The mall, Alma- until the world spun around again, just a joyride;
And now you lie there with another man, delicate crafts of
Soft brown dreams protruding from the afterthoughts of

My daycare, while the liquor mollifies the little wounds

You left on my entire naked body,

As you come to me again, my eyes closed, in your mini-falta,
Your tiny brown knuckles as soft as the dun snow-bells of angels,
Inquiring pleasurably on my tiny little door.
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An Even Greater Disaster

Now I have this joy- this silent feeling apart

From me,

Underneath all of the advertisings, I've begun to
Smile:

Words on my vision, in my pearly skin:

Water moccasins in their basins curling like

Ribbon above the stolen bicycles:

And I am not lost, as the fair rain begins to fall-

I will remember you as well as when your

Young body struck across the hall:

You haven't fallen yet- it is yet perfect,

And I've just been drinking

Underneath the eyes of a goldfish: and I am still

Right here in perfect unison with the afternoon that

Is about to unfold,

As it has done before to so many countless other men:
Men who now if they are lucky have become
Cenotaphs- while the airplanes proceed across their
Numberless gardens- and it all looks somewhat ghastly
As the houses melt down the streets of the

Phosphorescent traffic: yes, why aren’t they going faster:

As the beautiful women without any husbands sell

All that they have to sell underneath the overpasses-
As we wait for the clouds to pass and pray there won't
Be an even greater disaster.
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An Untried And Untrue Song

If I was so incredibly young as not to have this constant

Passion to make love, to grow bigger and so forth,

While I could just get up and go out of here, and make it all the
Way to Colorado,

And then answer all of those reasons why you’ve never even
Thought of me:

The school yard like so many places where haven’t we forgotten
How to belong,

The belladonnas tucked away- and by and large we have forgotten
The beauty of the fields, how she answers to no one;

How she at first becomes a colloquialism before taking off all of
Her clothes and then slipping away underneath the flight plans of
Airplanes;

And I wanted this to be something great, but this just turned out to
Be another roller rink with all of the rock candy gone,

Another field trip with all of my misgivings, the warbling of

An untried and untrue song.
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And Anyways

There are—are castles from

The finger-tits of the mountains—and while

I am not here anymore,

While then you don't have to believe in anymore of

My idioms:

In fact you don't need another home anymore:

While I am pretty sure that you will

Be doing all right—

Fed by the aphrodisiacs of narcoleptic housewives

And the stewardesses who don't live here

Anymore—

But then you are here, anyways—Ilost to transgressions
Of the vagabond teenagers:

While I have been telling them everything that I have
Tried to teach them, even though

I am almost lost anyways:

Then there is a new kite—a new kite in the shallows

Of egrets and herons and blue herons—

Like bobcats made to serve the carrion out beside the
Busied south Floridian

Highways of anyways—and just because

As if you didn't know—as if the billboards couldn't advertise—
We serve this Disney World—anyways—

As all of the beauty of the butterflies go to touch down
Dying upon the sugary pastures of the forlorn housewives
From all of Mexico—and any—and anyways.....
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And Even I

Even this house doesn’t sadly wonder

Of all the creatures with eyes:

Eyes,

Who are wandering, fixated, opened eyed,

Open lipped,

Drowning or starving by all of the elements:

Fix hooked in their gut or stamen:

And all of this, a hand of nothing:

Girls, girls in cars, and girls in planes,

And girls on merry go rounds:

And all of them looking up into the sky:

Ants and fish, and flying fish:

And wishes on their birthdays that leave to say
Goodbye:

And blue gills in the blue bells who are taking their
Last breathes,

And ants, and blue ants blown from the lips and
Stamens of tulips in games of love into

The canal:

How long do you think it is that they can swim before
They too have to say goodbye:

Just as stewardesses leap through the sky, like Jacks
Off of hot candle wicks, leaping like nursery rimes,
Like busy airplanes of mobiles above the vast infinity
Of newborns:

And cockroaches in forgotten cabinets:

And even you. And even 1.
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And He Was The Playground

And they had another shower

While they pretended at loving—

And the sea came in

Spinning and spinning

Just like the wheels of the helicopters did:
And she could never—never

Love anybody else but she loved him:
Coming to him on

Sunday mornings—

Well, the sun pretended to cough as it got up
And made ready for another day at
The school yard:

In fact he made the whole place get up
Until there was never enough rum for
The last man

But he said his prayers anyways

And got up

And up

And showered naked in the sunlight,
Because he was the sunlight anyways:
And he was the playground

And it felt good.
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And Then This

It doesn’t hurt when it rains: it sounds

Repeatedly staccato- daydreams in a classroom of
Freckles,

The old joys of kindergarten: and now I live alone,
And take strikes off of this

While sunshine works all night on the other side of
The road,

Doggy style, smelling like road kill,

But making some other man’s flowers happy:
Landscaping,

And the secret terrapin of incest: the failed boys at play:

Wet like paper in their pants:

Defeated baseball- ropes that lay impotent in the grass
Near the footstools of half nude Madonna’s and their
Ugly sisters:

Like snakes without backbone, slipping their tongues
Into the singsong elbows of greenery:

And giving off dismissive promises all night

For which they never receive the right percentage of
Compensations:

And then in the morning: hurricanes, rodeos:

The sad hibiscus who knows what happened to the little
Girl: rattle snake clutches as soft as abuse;

Lost tricycles in the corrugated drainage: and then this:
And now this.
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Animal Pain

The birds fly over my house-

I don’t know where they are going, probably south,

And they look beautiful under-belly even though

I don't know them;

But I don't really live here- This is just a dream-

I have never seen the birds, and I don’t believe in God,
Since you laid down with him,

Or whoever, combining your fingers through the fireman,
Caesuras through sunlight just as through snow-

I am almost done with the last chapter,

Before the class which will be my execution-

The f*cker said he was an atheist before he found pantheism,
And unicorns,

And stole away my mermaid before I could paint her,

But she had nice breasts, successfully areola-ed by Ulysses
S. Grant, or somebody-

Now these long aberrations, these stints of death looking
Up through the sky-

The stewardess who gives him the wrong number, and I can't
Go through with it,

Because she’s changed her name and is in love with the tallest
Cross in Florida,

And I would like to name my children after her,

But I've forgotten how to ride a bicycle,

And I don't believe in God anymore-

Still, Mickey Mouse has a strong jaw, burnished by the
East coast- He rides a Harley on weekends while his wife
Takes the Lexus shopping with their two kids;

But I am not warm any more,

But a tourist on the job- I am not asking for a handout,

Bu it is so cold,

And I don't believe in G-o-d.
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Anne Sexton

So you've written poetry,

And have beautiful scars, like

Burns in the pie-crust of American:

And I'll write your introduction,

Even though we’ve sold all the trees

And I don’t know you.

I've seen one picture of you,

But I will not stare when you come awake
Again under my tents, swooning like

The damp laundry, or the birds

Picked from the dunes by the sky;

And I would lay my arms down beneath
You, to be christened or knighted,

Though you might not think to speak of this
Until the depressions of the next millennia;
And though I should be the dirtiest man

In the bookstore, I will smile even as I buy
Those things they forgot and have fallen into
The vague quarries of such professions:
Though I cannot see it anymore, I am

Published in mutations of sky, and I love you.
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Annie

I spend all night living in exile

And dreaming of my beautiful sister in laws
Exhumed by the flames:

There they are, continuing up from their

High schools,

And looking as if they could be in charge

In their little bedrooms

Without any shelter-

Wont they ever set out again, lingering

Against the vanishing

Jasmine just like the spells of their folklore,

Or the songs that I sing:

There are the waves hurrying against the moon
Light: and just like them, she too will

Grow up and get her part in this world,

But I wonder if she will ever know

Who she really is,

As the dragons sing and loose their teeth underneath
The pillows, and smile innocent

As she holds her auburn head up next to the sun.
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Another Drive-Thru Heaven

In the morning the sun

And other things—other things all around
The avenues of their places will unfold

In the mechanical ways of the petals

Of their diurnal births—

Pretty women diademing their

Cul-de-sacs,

And rotten boys in their canoes

Going either way as long as it isn’t straight to
School—

The world was made to be this way,

The housewives shut into their smoldering dins,
As the angels on roller-skates float through
Another drive-thru heaven.
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Another Poem

I've never used the adjective

Gun-metal until now.

Because, thinking about it,

My p*ni$ is, in fact- Gun metal blue

From the savage arteries like Hebrew

Slaves building for my libido;

That forever-object of phallu$, my forefather's
Springtime monument

When erected vibrates, finds out water,

salutes the stars,

Zigheil$

Fires its bullets around New Years,

Is highly speculative, and well drawn:

A cerulean tarp without any sag;

A cavernaserai into the sea,

Perhaps with a sense of smell and not just

The taste buds of the icky-groin;

A radio-active spelunker which when exploring
The lie of her Plutonic cave does away with

The senses of any other motion,

Begins the roil of the sea of two bodies

Exploring through the cliched poetry of Chinese
Fireworks. She can write me a single word,

Or walk by the whispering traffic with her legs
Showing off and and I become patriotic especially for
Her and such polished color engorges

Though when expulsed, shrinks into the white
Ghost, the capless octogenarian,

a terrapin tired and lazy on its orchid,

Sleeps under the school bus and my scarred chest,
Like a hermit, beautifully retracted into an oil slick,
And I have written this for her,

Who in my dreams has eyes and lips of matching
Gun-metal blue; she stands like a wingless herald
Beneath the troubled sepia skies,

But I've already told you

This in another poem.
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Another Way To Believe In Thus

I get these words while you were dreaming,

And then the sun doesn’t have to come up over the
Elbows:

and here we are by the same places anyways—

And if Mexico awakens: while then, there she is,

Into a million possibilities of all of her haunts—

And she isn’t feeling so certain,

As this I her death right, and her song has been sung,
And her angels have been flown—all over the armpits
Which were the right places for us to live

Or to remain anyways—and so the accordions

Of our jungles fill—And yet we don’t get anything done—
According to our junk- - or the detritus of our

Most beautiful hemispheres—

While then we happen straight into the happenstances
Of our hallways—and the jubilees filibuster:

And this seems to be the double “b” trust between us,
And then all of us fills—AND the world, all of us fills in—
Prettiest pictures at the nuptials—and another year
Dissolved into her shoulders—

Another way to believe in this-
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Antique Haircut

Filthy lies are unstoppable from

The holes in my flesh,

The decanters of weevils turning around

Like the striped sign in a barber’s shop-

My sister is an angel they hung in

The store window, brilliant snow,

And when they take her down she will

Be just as beautiful-

I almost forgot who I was, when

I remembered I was lost, another

Car leaking gas from the bullet holes

Stolen in the blushing hibiscus-

The viaducts of dentists dissecting my childhood,
Like an amputee I take my childhood with me,
And down into the easement of mostly teal
Gentlemen we refuse to look,

As we catch sooty brook with our cane poles
In the easy greenness of the afternoon’s veil,
Where the earth is still crumbling like the
Crust of a blueberry pie.
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Any Aspects Of Your Eyes

Struggling into the whispers of the night—
Pretending to remember the rocking horse of
The merry go round that brought us joy—

That you would not ride, as your children

Were at home,

As your husband was just outside putting a new
Trim on the car—

Until the horizon turned red and, yawning the
Grin of a yellow cat,

Somehow leapt down and partook in your

Grin as well—really only a smile,

Like a promise of springtime and butterflies
Across you laconic exterior—

And now you are not around forever—

It is as if I have lost the soul of my little sister—
Somehow you disappeared from

These bedrooms

Where the mechanisms still move, steal jointed
Through the lush foliage whose tourisms

No longer hold any aspects of your eyes.
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Anything Close To A Lie

When you don’t see me, I love you:

And I have been with you so many times you don't
Remember or many other lives

In the incestual high waterfalls of the high Andes:

And it is hardly ever enough,

While the white people make love, while you make love
To,

To your other brown man, as short as I am tall:

And I guess he satisfies you fully in your bedroom without
Any other dreams:

And I am sorry that I am scarred, or that that cannot do
The many other things for you that you want:

For example, I can only ride the bull for an unlucky seven
Seconds,

And I am not the father of your children, or maybe

I am not even here,

But maybe I will live forever even while I am not

Even home:

And maybe now you will live forever, Alma: and you will
Become the homeless fairytale for so many

Pilots who will leave this place, licking you on their lips,
And the solstices turn for the other Christmases of dog years,
While I felt the contours of your ear like a car,

And never once had to turn away for fear that all of my
Loves you'’s were anything close to a lie.
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Aphrodisiac Hypoluxo

I missed you on the elevator;

But I was wrong, I wasn't really there-

I was sitting in the sidelines getting older,
Waiting for it to snow;

Witches fly like imperfections in the eye

Of a hurricane;

I thought I saw you there, and in my
Grandmother’s last smile,

But I wasn’t really looking.

People get to know each other in their cars:

It is the fastest way known to anything,

Or by watching cartoons on Saturday morning.
What is yours? Hold on, we're almost there;
But mostly in their cars, parked on the wrong
Side of movies; and the leading man takes you
Like Count Dracula, a stone cold bride swooned beneath

The alders and the high camelback of the dark overpass.

Oh my god, would you look at his eyes;

Those are really something, and

There is a store of syrup in your neck,

But his fangs are as good as the Spear of Longinus;
The silly straws of a rattle snake?

I wouldn’t know,

I called your name out the door, but it wasn’t

Your name. I opened the door thinking it was your
Car, but it didn't have the new you smell,

And it drove away with me hostage inside, and only me.
People get to know each other in their cars,

But who am I to know. Now all the weather is falling,
The trees are fast undressing, and it looks like
Sherbet snow;

But this isn’t even your boulevard,

You don’t even drive around this town and the lights
Are brilliantly cold and I just go on and on....
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Apiary I Can Never Have

Unicorns under her feet and this is how

It plays out in the penny ante labyrinths that she fears:

The trucks build their shoulders

As her children grow up numbered to the nameless heavens—
While I have thought of her to the ghostly playgrounds
Underneath the overpasses as to all of the heavens—

She goes to her carnivals once a year,

But she becomes less and less amused, eating grasshoppers
When she cans—and filling up the lapses in her

Amusements with the echoes of my barks—

Who was once a pretty muse in the amusements of my
Disenchanted biceps—where is she going nhow—

Reciprocating once again with the clouded hemispheres—

Her amber skin as rich as an orchard at the moment of
Closing time—And nothing else is real—

The sun returns to the earth as I remember my grave—
Maybe now she will lay beside him forever echoing—

The carnival filled with the overabundant sweets lactating from
An apiary I can never have.
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Apiary Of My Heavens

I cannot befriend you, as if I were some

Token to a wolf,

Even though we live around each others houses,
And the world is filled with

Such familiar

Stuff:

The rains have stopped that we both felt:
Sometimes the same raindrops might have fallen
On either of your houses,

While your mother Rosa’s rabbits have long since
Disappeared,

As you are surrounded by your beautiful sisters
And your beautiful children

The way a stewardess feels surrounded by

Such passengers approaching the apex of

Her flight:

Even though she is sober, she must feel up to
Her bosoms in libations,

The heavens laughing and multiply like starfish
Over your honey-skin, Alma:

For there you are dancing, a goddess in the zoetrope
Of the orchards outside of my window,

An apiary of my heavens on the other side of my world.
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Appomattox

In bed with the early morning shadows
bleeding the night into another killing

where glorious colors like afterbirth flows

in nebular jets into the horizon’s bowl,
revealed, I have the presentiment that my

life will fail, and rising against my Northern
dreams, I secede against their human impulse
of hope, and the cities inside me scream,

“You will never have her. She will never love you! ”
and through me a million men suddenly
charge into battle, slamming into each other
like tectonic plates mounting inside my body; after
a few bloody seconds there is a fissure running
through my forehead and over 650,000

of them fall dead, and my deep southern
thoughts fall down like sweat to the oppression
of my continuing hope for her; many of the
confederates are hanged, the remainder forced
to sign their lives away in indentured

servitude in the back of my mouth, never to
be spoken out loud; and so I go to sleep in the
North, victorious, the day beginning its bloom
in the low cut bodice of a harlot, my last words
being, “She will be mine. She will love me.”
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Arizona Lullaby

Again, the hollow night is knocking against

My fiery eyes: This sun does strange things to the earth,

As it sinks- No one escapes the depths of the night,

After all the sun is just a sliver of glass in the west

Cutting between the pine bows and my tired though insouciant wings-

The dogs are with me as we begin to sink in unison.

The little one howls, the big one yawns, and I ask them

If they can smell her in the distant perfume over the lazy hills:
Her eyes, her eyes like moonlight in a dream’s pool

When nothing exists in the mirror but art,

And I cannot really say who she is, but my primary sadness,
The constant of the dirge, and the well which maintains
Words in me-

When night is fallen and she is asleep, or as the day is yawning
The drooling dawn, and I am asleep in an Arizona lullaby of
Hooves crunching in the last of winter’s crinoline,

With my ancestors up on the hill swaying not a lick,
Remaining the constant puzzles of the livings furtive pulse;
I search for her in the cool valley, in the lines of shadows
Beneath the quiet cliffs, and only the footsteps speak before
The fiery motes awakenings, and when I stop to listen

If she is my predator or my prey,

Then there is not another sound at all

But for the knelling of the day,

And the postures of arrowheads like fiery directions which
Once tasted the hunted ribs,

And if one should slide into her like a growing pain in

The middle of an exam, then my eyes should linger upon the
Eastern plains and tear, because I imagine all I am

Is but her untouchable wound.
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Arseny Tarkovsky

The mad-eyed bloom of the
Fiery Russian poet

Incinerated by eternity’s fist
And fed to toy-sized sharks in the
Oversized aquarium

Of the studio apartment

Where the old-style yellow
Phone sits voiceless,

Without fingerprints for
Evidence—

Yet, by shivering moonlight and
Vodka on the lonely lips

On some 21st century kid

In the pale-horse light

And singular footsteps of

The hallway,

A reborn poet can test the
Depths, a bee-sized phoenix
Coming reformed for a few

Minutes,

Inches of hand-signals from the
Clock,

To be published in the middle of the
Sea

In the calm eye of an

Apoplectic hurricane

Which fortunately dies before

The drunken scientists can think up a name.
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As An Empty Highschool

Oh, I've looked at you from your window again:

Like a still life jogging by the fire hydrant:

That you never left the boys from that university:

Never got scarred into married lives:

Bosomy, as brown as an eternal flame, a lighthouse making its
Tips off the sailors it brings in,

Dragging them over the bones and pompadours of the
Cenotaphs of seahorses and conquistadors;

Until they can smell the bouidors of you and yours sisters orchards:

And they make believe that they are dancing

Under the homeopathic gravity of the stars: they make believe
That they are well, and that you are already home,

Your bicycle sleeping nose first into a bouquet of grass;

And I am feeling myself in the darkness, the world spinning

Like a knowledge filled fruit falling down to sleep beneath

Her mother, anyways: the thinker vacant as an

Empty high school, the philosopher never even entering that town.
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As Far As Moving Pictures Go

There you are underneath that grave in the

Middle of the shadows where I saw you undressed
And every dog sweated

And the heavens unclothes and the great men

Shed their tears like fireworks,

And the lizards panted and the cicadas took off
Their skins,

And it all became some kind of busied metamorphosis-
As if it was all a plan for September,

And the canoes of lovers passed the sunken fields
And saw so many pretty sights that even I didn’t see
As far as moving pictures go

But it lasted for a little while, but after that I do not know.
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As His Expressions

Pale are the feathers the sun plants

In the everglades—everyday he goes over her
Fawning:

First hunting over houses as a soothsayer
And afterwards, unimpressed and losing his
Dignity,

He forgets how to say the things the

School of heaven thought to

Teach him—

And he goes down on her like a child

For a million miles—

Each wave of the sea a rolling pearl around
Her neck—

And she laughs and smiles a last warmth
Burying his love with the nocturnal perfumes
Her true lover the moon steals

As his expressions.
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As I Dream

I'm passing through my day on a blue bed sheet:

I can hear the birds and I'm directly underneath the
Flight plans for airplanes leaping across

Palm Beach:

The vegetation is resilient green cutlery but all the rest
Is a jungle in concrete:

And I dream of a girl so brown and so sweet:

That she torments me, so brown and so sweet,

Soft little fingers the spindles of drift wooding teak,
Eyes as dark and strong as the coffee of a

Sober dream,

While the cars move and the workmen tussle
Building up higher the hustle and bustle;

But it is only for her that I dream:

I dream for Alma as I dream.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

96



As If A Lion

Downed in the pantheon like Christians making

Love to lions,

Something triumphant as it dies into a bigger universe,
The headlights of cars,

Mismanaged into the many shops of songless birds:

All of it equated by the strange ribbons

Garlanding her wrists in the bathtub:

The gifts of peasants- the atrocities of garish airplanes
Trying to circumnavigate the Christmas tree:

The misspellings of my soul

Who has to awaken again and get up to work tomorrow
In a world that doesn’t know how

To receive- a father flying up to his son who

Burns him like a forest fire of lighthouses-

The exfoliations of many legged angels upon the barks of
Cypress until we get down to here:

Until we get down to the bosom of nature, and sing to her
Throat like a hidden fountain we drink from:

With the foxes, and the silent turtles:

Debased in a soul of forest fires: this Alma from Mexico,
Trying to cross and re-cross the borders,

The fronteras teaming with the mismanaged jungles of
Serpents and fireworks- like chickens and dead

Bodies telling jokes across the railroad tracks,

Smiling at the flea markets of cerulean madness:

Just to sojourn into her castle perilous,

To sleep on her roof housing the brownness of her perfection,
Until she awakens again,

Forgetting us like a dream of a healed scar- and the sun
Rises, and leaps as if a lion in its perfections of flames.
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As If I Was

Light falling through a keyhole as a voice

That echoes of the airplanes it has passed—
Under the skirts of stewardesses that

I imagine smell like roses—

Falling down through the highest bivouacs—
And across where the boy scouts have fallen to
Their deaths:

Corpses in the green crops where the elk

Have shed their antlers—

Pick them up and it is like the sound of

Katydids brushing against the bare naked mountains,
Or another ululation for the plagiarists—

Giving up all of their disingenuous gifts as if that
Was all there was to give.
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As If You Were A Pilot

Pitiful, yellow, and untrustworthy- but buried in the
Ground, you bloom like the best parts of your

Youth,

And the tiniest uncertainties of the earth flock over

To investigate you-

Brown eyed poet in the earth, buried as if in your little
Mine- Knowing words a hundred years before

My own heartbeat,

So many words like currents that the river can take-
Beaming in the shadows:

Are you holding your breath, waiting to be resurrected
In new colors?

Can you tell me anything about my wife, as the traffic
Excretes over your chartreuse shoulder blades-

There isn’t anything that hasn’t been done to you-
Your teeth are a pick for an angel’s harp,

And that is your hotel that the prostitutes and stewardesses
Cry over, bosomy, lactating alcoholically,

Anointing you as if you were a pilot, as you have
Touched them.
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As It Did To Me

The hedges crawl up further around the stewardesses,

Like unruly rinds around their ankles,

While my parents were kicked out of your fruiteria today,

Alma- and tomorrow I might be without a job:

I might never even see you again, while I listen to the sleeping
Angels who pass carelessly above me like the purring of
Airplanes- they pass above me,

And today we jogged and ate together and played like instruments
In a stove:

Like golden instruments- like diamond instruments,

Like instruments who by themselves defeated the unjust kings and
Laid down to kiss and play and otherwise be by themselves

In the gardens which they sang- in an enamored melody which

I truly believe meant as much to you as it did to me.
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As Long As The Early Part Of The Century

When the moon lit up it

Swung around the apartments,

Seven times

Looking at the boys and the girls—

It was mad since it had stolen the light
From the muse who didn't love him—
Stolen the light given to the

Bosom of the waves,

To the girls upon the merry-go-rounds,
As the deer fed themselves in the
Pussy-willows,

And the grasshoppers fled off from
Leaf to leaf,

Missing the bare, tanned legs of the
Indians they used to have running among
Them—

As the Earth spun and spun

Like a wild pony trying to give itself to
A blue lion it found itself in love with,
But who refused to wake up

For just about any one—

As the blue eyes of just one angel bled
And bled through the sky,

And last as long as the early part of
The century—

And for a while after the beautiful
Automobiles began to awaken and purr.
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As She Comes To Me

I read my novel when no on writes to me,

And I go to sleep when there is nothing left to complain
About. I dream that my father doesn't sell fireworks;

I dream that he is an ornithologist in an irrigated desert,
With marble benches and low gravity to increase

The longevity of hummingbirds- What lies!

What lies I tell my uncle as he ploughs beneath the

Corn silo, while little nieces laugh between the rows

Of raspberries, which, like costume jewelry will be

Their heirlooms: I think if I saw Rimbaud reincarnated

In college, I would not hesitate to turn his chin up beneath
The ceiling fan, and kiss him reverently, the breathing gold
Cups beneath both of his eyes filling up with clever tears:
Oh, what are the sad things the knitting circle brings to
Gossip on: The manifestos of alluvial plains in the

Salinas Valley: Steinbeck as a boy on a red pony,

And the tender please of innocuous driveways curling up
Through the rich insouciance to the gentle knuckles of an
Older lover. What lies! Now in a week, beautiful women
Will be dressing up for Halloween, and after midnight test in
The tight grips of a lover, and there should be rain,

But she has nothing else to say to me, and so very few
Costumes to choose from, that when I go to sleep it will
Be very easy for me to recognize her as she comes to me.
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As Something Else You Cannot Have

Bullying on the grass with the gnats,

And the bees:

Words that bask in splendor sticking to your

Scabby knees;

And you never read the words for you anymore:

Not anymore, Alma:

While I study over simplified Spanish in my

House all alone:

The aircondition a place for you, the airplanes of

In the sky as if children running to an from

School;

But your words are on their lips for you-

In the aloe the faeries play, as my mother kneels in the
Carport:

And even the most slender of rabbits has a soul:

Its Alma, running and leaping through the junkyards of
Pornography, as through my childhood,

As something else you cannot have, which I would so
Eagerly have given over to you.
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As The Housewives Caught Their Own

A Disney World—Flatulent—

Buzzing flies all blue and glossy underneath

Where the airplanes fly—

Where the tarps flap, something grotesquely opulent—
I haven’t drunken in years: now make believe

Dolls are in the morgue,

Crying—beautifully silent, breathless—

Filled with a thousand bonfires extinguished

And upon their shelves,

Pestilent—the sororities I'd left behind all of them
Making love beside their graveyards

In the houses they could never own—

Lights flashing off and on—

Placing themselves in harm’s way and the lands
Flooding elegantly as the housewives caught their own
Rides home.
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As The Lighthouse Closed Its Eyes

Now you have here a blue Cadillac without any
Angels in the carport like a

Grotto,

And your mother is here, barefooted and still very
Young,

On the other side of where your muse now lives:
So if she was still living there,

We could, together, envelop her in an ellipse,

As she considers her two children

Who mean more to her than any of this:

Than any of these promises of romances sent to
Her in bouquets of red wheelbarrows

Cultivated from her gardens of forest fires
Where she seems to live alone,

Her deities hung with fishing line and hooks
From the palmettos and cypress:

Paper angels and pifiatas- and I just wanted to
Say that I loved her one last time,

As she drifted from me like the sea from a defeated
Fort, as the lighthouse closed its eye,

And all of the tourists went inside to sleep.
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As The Waves Took Breath In The Tide

It snows in the coquina forts,

And the fox roots wither like tourists in their

Shorts:

But what about the glassblowers in their

Hypnotizing art,

To which the chickens are attentive, and the
Heathenish flames flicker and dart;

As you lay down your finite body, and its infinite
Soul,

Down across the brown slim tresses of your world
Quite literally across the railroad tracks;

And I don’t want anymore dreams after you:

I told you that I would kill myself for you, and that
Was real:

And the switchblades glisten over the foreclosed
Hives,

As the otters dunk into their homes,

And the stewardesses leap like nursery times, at least
Two or three times,

As I say your name and extinguish all of my wishes;
As Ii have blow your hair out my window as we drove
Next to the sea to whom I compared you to,

Gasping like another fish to your soul,

Or singing like a drowning butterfly you name

To a laughable star: Alma, Alma, Alma,

As the waves took breathe in the tide; as, heedlessly,
The wives collectively came inside.
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As The Windmills And The Heavens Turn

Pageants of their blood

Sleeping like crickets in the sun;
Upon any day as new as this,

Colors of her flag flowing

After midnight and

Fireworks,

Tadpoles waiting for metamorphosis
In the tidelands of her hair;

And now I have something

Else to believe,

As we all go sleeping into the

Beds of the promises;

The day laborers, and the

Wiving loves:

The donkey carrying its savior and
Its gods,

As the windmills and the heavens turn.
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As Useless To Believe

Will you still be with your man in

The summer of the fever of your unrequited wedding—
Will T still have to slide down the banister of your
Church and into a graveyard—

While my wife talks drunkenly on the phone to
Another relative in China—

And the other fashionable existences have to believe
That the sun is coming up tomorrow—

And you have new men either in the bull pen or

Up your sleeve—

And it is new years—and the bottle rockets that
We've sent up the mountain can just lie there and
Never have to come down

The mountain to see this side of heaven or

Anything else that is just as useless to believe.
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As You Do

Hard noses of airplanes sticking out their

Proboscis above the clouds where the giants go snoring or
Taking their gifts

Of blond headed fairytales who eventually become their
Fables, if not their housewives:

When all I wanted was a kiss from you, Alma:

When all I wanted was for your brown sense to turn my way
With the same admiration I show you

All day long in the fruit market my poor, poor uncle owns:
And look at my good luck,

As if angels knew my name, as you reciprocate:

And the heat of your body sends out its waves as you do:
As you do.
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As Your Lips Are Red

Tossed away from this, you have made a sport of
My soul,

Even as angels, weeping, take picnic and

Pieta on my shoulders:

But they are borrowing bicycles and have stolen
Little boys,

And the clouds ink my cheek bones

Like the poisonous snakes there at the races to
Bite their lips at the ankles of

Race horses:

And another holiday is approaching:

Some other holiday, while I will take an airplane
Like a rain cloud to some other muse,

Even as I am becoming terribly,

Terribly lost- even after I should have already
Drunken myself into whispers underneath

The chicken legs of the house of the witch-

As the young boys are still playing basketball and
Football,

And some venal muse is still serving drinks in

The armpit of Florida:

Well, my words swell out the doorways of middle-class
Cathedrals and travel down the perpetual hill:

My dog still sleeps at the feet of my body-

It is a tomb in the stacks of rain clouds and purple
Bowling alleys,

As your lips are red or they are brown-

And these are the words of an anonymous wreck as it
Is going down.
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Assertions Of Torpidity

If I stare at you too long,

You may be mistaken that I want something,
But even though you represent a beautiful
Object going nowhere with a busy background
Of traffic,

I am only waiting like you, for things to come
My way and then depart;

Or maybe you are waiting for the bus?

Or on your mother, or the ice-cream truck?

Did I tell you I'm attempting to finish my
Fourth novel this year? It should be my last,
For I don't want to seem intolerably desperate,
Though its quite easy as long as you shouldn’t
Be bothered with publication,

Or that I saw my dog drool on a swarthy
Caterpillar, which sounds vaguely romantic, but
Turns out to be rather gross, like most

Acts when they get down to the nitty-gritty.

Are you like me, preferring tomboys to bimbos,
And find it rather sad when flushed women graduate
From one to the next, and then on to grandmothers?
But now the sun is slipping upon us as if we
Were displayed under glass in a museum, and
Even the insects are torpid and crawl upon your
Neck like tiny cerulean motes, or tree frogs,
And their insouciance of farts and quiver chirps
Accentuate how callous is your beauty,

And immutable your heart, such baggage of
Chastity you take with you standing in the
Middle of nowhere, disproving such philosophers
Who assert that movement is a possibility.
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At The Very End Of My Dog's Life

I should be writing novels about you:

You, you who never read, who's done nothing to

Help me stop doing this.

All you've kissed is my neck, and by doing so

Made it the most cherished portion of my body,

Do it so again and it will spontaneously become a goblet for
Spilling cheap fortified wines

For the hobos in my castanet way up in Michigan;

Catch me with your feral dew filled eyes,

Collect me and make my body a corrugated runway

For the arguments of your evolved necessities-

How in bodies by and by we look the same as our
Contingent of species, but how sometimes I might suppose for
Your soul to flutter vibrantly a long ways down different
Multidisciplinary pathways- all the way back to the hidden
Greenness’s of my forests- where you might settle down
Anywhere, but be assured of your protection- Oh, there,

I would misspell my love for you in so many different ways;
And you would pretend not to care, but you would listen,
Restive to my rhymes ringing pedantic but not truly instructional;
And we could go back further to where our mothers bathed
The very waters of the mountains’ tears,

Or I could drive straight for you void of introspection through
The vast monotone of our continent, catch you unawares
And let myself become a vase for your nebulous politeness,
Let you serve me and tip you well, and then disappear into
The educated night, pissing like a dog in that Florida University,
Dreaming of you despotic but wisely, never seeing you again
Except maybe at the very end of my dog’s life,

A wayward latchkey to the masters I no longer believe in,
The gravestones then very ready and presumptive.
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Automobile Explosion

Don’t worry- I will do

Circles around you from

Far away, and crash and burn

Somewhere where it wont interrupt your dinner.

Robert Rorabeck
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Away, Away

Your lines are the fleeting

Clips

That you try to advertise,

Rounds for the rosy gun

To sell more than your adversaries

Across the street,

Those little things you say,

Syllabic stings you pin in her chest,

From miles and miles away

To compete,

You sell yourself in the dreamer’s
Marketplace,

Knowing though that you

Can never reach her,

Even if you learned the travels of

Light.

For there she is already hung

Upon him,

Her eyes already half asleep

Against his arms for all

These nights you've tried shouting

To her,

Spent yourself in her mouth.

No matter what you say,

Your lips splattered with blood,

Those things that die on midnight roads

To be eaten by granite vultures in ovens of sunlight
Before a single soul drives by,

The bloom of roses in a deep forest,
Speaking to no one the gifts you would hand
Over to her,

The vowels of wild flowers dewing on

The velveteen fields, nourishment for newborn feelings
Arises bravely from their hiding places

To be collected by a ship of sunlight
Disembarking across the daylight’s sea,

The communications of matter through space,
Your whisper to dock soft and restive
Through the sheltered bay of her eardrums;
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But her body is too far away to feel this tide,
Though you might explode to communicate,

She can’t hear what you say, and like the earth
With the moon, she ignores the pull of your gravity,
For her universe is always expanding

Away,

Away.

Robert Rorabeck
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Baby

If we were all Angelina

Jolie, and Brad Bitt,

We'd just spend all day fvcking,
But it would be the way Susie’s
Palms slap puddles;

I mean, real shallow,

Tabloid weather, like two

Nuns mucking

Baby, you must understand

The pain is yours,

The scars the evidence that you are
Here, and let them pass by you

In a victorious cavalcade,

Let them win in court,

And give them all the room they need
To go home to better structures
Stepping gently through the purple
Lilies and burping frogs,

Into the portico where they will
Watch t.v. And have sex,

Baby, I will be yours until the sun
Falls into the sky; Baby, I will be yours
Until my echoes swim in the sea,

And in the atoms of waves the theory

Is proven, an entire metropolis of shrunken
Men, cuckolded and brought there on the
Stem of a dandelion spore....

These are some ideas I have for books,

And a gothic romance where I help Snow White
Escape Disney World;

She laughed at my writing, until the werewolf
Leapt up and took her like a cat takes a mouse
And did away with her behind the couch,
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When I went to Hollywood

I never left my truck until all together I was
Arrested,

Spent all my quarters at the arcade,
graduated in lesser faints,

And took her hand and lapped her taint,

But eventually, she took to being what I ain't,

But, baby,

Look at this place, where the land rolls out

To where you’'ve never been, the jobs roiling on
Endless sea,

John Wayne laughing as a cloud,

Fred Astaire pirouetting on the bow of our
Ship,

Baby, we are all broken,

Incapable men, and under the moon the eels
Are black and migratory,

And I should never touch your salt, but

Give into you the throb of my story,

My pain, and the prodigious scars,

I open up to you and smile

Like the sun on the day that it dies.
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Baby Blue Behind

Diana is the goddess of the hunt and in her

Lunch truck, talking all the time on the phone, she has

Amble beauty:

She magnetizes the earth, and she has tried on the baby blue
Lingerie I bought for her, because she wanted me to

For her birthday;

This weekend will be my birthday, and all I want to do is take

Her and her daughter to the zoo,

To touch the same animals all at once, to feel the same existence:
To make the mermaids jealous in their topless pools,

And to look at my aunt’s derelict car parked in the irresponsible
Forest in which a careless cigarette has already started a cheerless
Fire;

And if we can find some swings that are high enough for the playgrounds
Of Diana’s body,

We can pretend to fly in the censer’s arc: with her daughter,

We all can be glorious waves over the graveyard, and we can laugh
While the traffic checks us out,

And all the boys and all the men there swear that they have seen a goddess
Swimming over them on their drive home,

Something they can search forever for afterwards but never find,
When it was only Diana humoring me on my birthday,

Though ever after even I know she will be almost impossible to find,
The common reason for our male truancies, swinging with

A baby blue behind.
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Baby-Doll

Hey, baby-doll: Tomorrow will be Saturday: and it will

Be Saturday's sunshine that shines her way across the canal:
Kids I don't like anymore will light off fireworks across the
Canal—

Kids that were always will be too good for me, will take

Down stewardesses from the midway rooms of the afternoon sky
And stick them to the roofs of their mouths like

Sacraments for Easter: see what they have found in their
Eternally suburban rooms: they think that they know so much—
But everything they pretend to know disappears before

It blooms—their fireworks are duds—

Their minnows never metamorphosis—and their greatest loves
Vanish in the evaporations of their unexpected ballrooms.
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Bachelors And Howling Dogs

These are the painful errors reflected from my face,

As if I had been in a knife fight instead

Of going to prom, and bled in the swimming pool

Where my luxurious sisters had planned to swim,

And I am left injured in @ mirror where my friends

Have been cutting coke,

But feel so bad about it, they make me promise to

Keep it a secret, but I am so far out here,

Down past the bustling rapids of cars, where the

Waters begin to pool into the everglades,

Where they burn sugarcane

In the celibate shadows where the caged lions pace,

Where not even games of baseball intrude,

That there is not a soul to tell, swimming in the higher
Clefts of palm trees, skipping like flat stones of sunlight
Along the underbelly of aeroplanes;

Thus, I thought my disease could be an aphrodisiac,

Like a trilling call, which would thus enunciate myself to her,
The way a grandmother may sometimes fall in love with

A young musician,

But she is too busy pouring the liquors of preoccupations,
To listen to a drunken demiurge, the first desire of a greasy
Teenager to become a god of the fallow classrooms,

To write love letters on the chalkboard as if a universal answer
To the indescribable equations,

But she has a real artist cutting her hair and

Walking her dogs, buying her ice-cream dripping in sweaty
Cherries down at the parlor- a groupie of the pretty boys
And their polygamy, thus I remain the scarred and chased,
Dreaming of the weedy paths first brushed by Conquistadors,
And the house I might have one day in the humid island of
Bachelors and their howling dogs.

Robert Rorabeck
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Bachelor's Row

Look stranger

The women now are moving

Over the stations of the cross,

Like moonlight on silver,

Like an assassin’s blade, like

The stinging barb of the wasp.

To the east they dropp the fags

Into the sea,

A funeral pyre for the man

They just lost,

They cross themselves and sigh

And kiss their novel knight under

The cherubic harems of the old,

And his whispered lies crawl up and cry,
Pollinate the conjured wind with a
Banishing storm,

The wet strength she finds suites her

In the city of the brand-name heart:

They F— and fart, laugh and smoke,

And piss and defecate over those

Murdered bones of yesterday’s business card
All rolled up in a bed that

Has been thoroughly washed,

After he was kicked out.....

They found that his scent did not

Smell right,

So they sent him down the road,

When all they really needed was something
Unexpected, the stranger unloading

His bags at the door and spending

The night to move on into a different estuary;
They keep him for a year or two,

Sniff his armpits

And say that this is one c-ck they might
Not marry.

I pretend to love her and her end,

The tail of the addictive fiend

The lubrication of my tongue skating around
Her ring and
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The way her eyes strut unafraid through
Her gardening of men,

As she waters and tends to them by

Her various plots;

But I do not love her, my vindictive spot,
But only need her to unload,

The posy from my spindled wand,

That expanding mollusk which smells her
End like the rich earth where our children
Lay buried in waiting,

But I will not be defeated by her,

And her nature the nether wind:

She will move on as fast as she can,
Because her life is in the two weeks

Of an insect’s vacation:

She cannot sin, because she does not love.
To love is to understand,

And that is not a part of her receptive plan:
She is the lioness in heat on the savannah,
Moving on from one King'’s

Harem to the next,

The ugly Lisa waiting for her second place:
She only worries that her crotch is

Waxed and shaved thoroughly at

Both ends.

In the end she hits the spot

And cries his name in pretend.

Sometimes she gets it right,

And sometimes she calls out the tag

Of some john she has not so long ago
Sent packing down to

Bachelor’s row.

Robert Rorabeck
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Back In Mexico

Birds lying low in the scars after fireworks
Waiting to make love to other birds

As the serpents approach through the doorway
Of flaming swords, as I was thrown out of

Her gardens in the trailer parks at the edge of
The orange fields- as my muse makes love
Tonight to her husband in a bedroom beside

Her parents, and beside her sisters:

They make love as quietly as they can, as

They made love back in Mexico- they will continue
Carrying on as they can,

As the waves will recede with the moonlight that
Has not her own face- as she is pulled to him,
Like an echo lost from my lips,

Like a warmth shed of my body, as the trucks
Pearl into the darkness - deaf and blind creatures
Sleep as they are awakened

Robert Rorabeck
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Back Into The Graves

It pains me to say this,

But I am done: a morgue of ancestors- a morgue of

Come,

And words that fill up the pockets of a superfluous midway:
And pretty verbs who sell themselves throughout the day-
And pretty things:

And things that linger through the green tatters of a
Anyways:

While bodies in the shallow waters pray-

And take account of themselves: these same shapes casting their
Shadows equally,

Unperturbed- luxuriating in their vessels anyways,

Riding their bicycles across the blood vessels of their forts:
While the cenotaphs lay spreading arms

In the waves: and the conquistadors muscle- and the children
Return to their graves-

And she wears her gold again, while the mockingbirds
Proclaim to the old recording over the supplanted swing sets,
While the flea markets make love over the waves:

And Alma turns her conscience away: fleeting like a song bird
Who doesn’t get paid:

And the night warms its perfumes of off colored sacrifices
Telling of their bemusements straight away-

And right again back into the graves.

Robert Rorabeck
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Back Into The Sea

Here is the washing machine, turning around
With the sun going across the street-

About like a pinwheel on a journey- rum on my
Lips,

Failing into the night, like the death of songbirds
Into the mine:

Singing with their bones that their muse has gone
Back to her husband,

And they will never be up to seeing her again-
And all that is preposterous will just

Float over the earth,

Never having to touch the earth- breathing like a
Jellyfish up there,

Imperfect, while the insects make love and die
So many times within the long and beaten

Necks of the aloes-

And the housewives make their usual sacrifices in the
Carports besides the toads and rebar-

Either with the sun coming down,

Or the rain- a kidnapper patrolling the street
While the kittens inspect the rattlesnake in

The ditch;

And in the back yard, there is one perfect orange
That will emolliate before anyone will ever see,
And the pilot, while daydreaming of

The finest stewardess, will crash once again
Back into the sea.
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Back To Work

I love you in your whispers,

And the fact that you have a hard time breathing;
I only look good in select shadows,

But I only want to be your flag bearer:

I want to stand outside your tent and listen to the coital
Trumpets of your and your fellows heat,

The elephants right next to me,

The mountains above;

Because if we aren’t going to go right now and
Conquer the world then you are not realizing your
Full potential,

While the airplanes fly so close above,

And I get back to work.
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Back To Work On Monday

By sweetened virtue I start out, dashing as the cavalier

Knight:

The butterflies cut from the paper from the womb of a

Beautiful girl’s diary:

And I read her out under the sun, as I wait for the bank robbers

To drive by:

This night is pillaged by lucky horses, while I have never

Been by Sarah’s grave,

Or my grandfather’s grave, but I know that my one good grandmother
Is buried atop the hill underneath the welded cross at the northern
End of the summit of the Springerville Cemetery:

Sharon, she is buried just above her little house, across the churches
And the swings that I have articulated back and forth on the

Other side of her;

And you never even saw or knew her body’s warmth, Sharon:
Sharon: but your body is still sparking like a wish culled from

A cloudy day:

And I wonder what is was that made you choose the man you love;
And if I had just one wish rubbed from the gilded belly of a genie,
Then Sharon, that wish would be for you love,

But I still have to go back to work on Monday.
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Back Up Against The Breathless Rosebushes God
Knows Where

It feels good to finally settle down in a lawn chair

After a long day,

With a harmless green snake wrapped around my

Sweaty leg,

Everyone gone and done calling me sir for the day:

I guess it’s better than nothing;

If they could only imagine who I were,

What a star thug I am out amidst the slash pines
Watching the steady unperceivable line of traffic trying
Forever to disprove Zeno;

Proving him every time,

Just as the swing set arcs like the day,

And the housewives come in sweet smoky parade,

Like legged censers, homeopathic crosses tucked into
Their salty bosom;

And with the lights turned out, and Romero away buying
More beer,

I can be assured that I am the handsomest man in the
Darkness,

And no one is playing golf; and no one is losing their
Virginity

On the back nine, or in the front row:

And though the ingénues are as seamlessly pretty as they
Are unfaithful, there are none around for miles to disprove
Me;

And I don't think of them, anyways: How barmaids so
Easily disproved me, unrequitedly disproved me:

And I am the cotton mouth captain of toy boats, and I work
Next door to the sleep otter,

And I don’t have to prove anything to no one: I am just
Another creature in the zoo,

And all the proof I need is in a sommelier alive and well
Back up against the breathless rosebushes god knows where.
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Bad Luck

Searching for the right words tonight,

By the television,

By the campfire- The coyotes up to their
Sleep-walking tricks,

And me up to my own too,

Like tawny black boys out in the sugar cane,
Smoking Cubans,

Waiting for her ankle - Trying to find her out,
To spy on through the knot hole in the fence
As she shampoos in something early,

To drink this prescribed auburn liquor

and say a sad testimonial to my

Grandfather, but I wasn’t there:

My sister was there and her new husband

So free of scars and unnecessary words resulting from,
And somewhere in the country they are playing a night
Game, and the boys are randy and they stink of the
Worm.

But swing the bat, Johnny.

The dirty ball’s arc over swing sets and trailer parks-
The scabby coyotes moon long-tongue through

The green copper-fields

Johnny and his cool gang

running around half naked on the dusty diamond;

And the teeth are yellow when once they used to be
Beautiful, and their cars used to be beautiful,

And my words;

Or my dreams used to be beautiful,

And I could turn off the radio when I was driving past

World famous amusements and listen to my dreams sweat in that
Darling humidity, because I was going up to meet her,
Because I had a chance,

But I blew it- The same old tragedy, the knife in the ice-chest
Beside the fluting copper eel;

And I could cry tonight underneath the bleachers looking up
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The skirt of the universe,

That it is beautiful and see how I try to polish a dictionary
To mirror its perfect scars,

But I am neither a debutant nor sommelier:

I don't know how to taste without swallowing:

Afflicted by loneliness, my

Existence lies further out than anything you could possibly
Imagine,

The aphorisms of the ostracized middle class,

And I can only give it little impossible sacrifices that no one
Cares about:

I can resurrect my childhood and stand with it on the easement
Skipping concealed shadows down into the canal,

And spit slang at blue gills and alligators,

And put black cats in the creases to see how fast I can throw
The awful luck,

What I have made of myself across the teal bodies of

Torpid slumber to disappear around the knees of the pines

And red holly on the other side,

To say, why am I here if I can’t share my sorrow with my
Loneliness,

When even those two don’t know each other it's
Going to be a strange weekend,

And what I have will never be looked for to be found,
But in the morning the novel spit of dew,

The dripping fags surveyed by cerulean dragon flies,
And red blistering of industrious fire-ant mounds,

The repopulations of great cities overnight through the
Suburban jungle,

Who never think to look up at the greater thing and say
Now what is this,

Even as this shadow falls upon them like a monolithic body
Floating festooned through the dislocated movements
Of the ever present void.
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Baking Your Cakes

Baking your cakes,

Your crocks of clay in Colorado:

Can’t I come?

It was where my mother was born.

In golden.

In aspen- She looks like Colorado,

Her hair silver, not gray:

A black woman came in and talked her up
For hours,

Because this black woman thought or hoped
Or figured that she

Looked like my mother,

Or wanted to look like her according to all the
Daytime talk shows and game shows

And soap operas

She spent her life on:

And I don’t blame her. My mother is

A very beautiful person;

And she is very simple, and loyal:

But it is you who I am thinking of,

With your raven hair

And mascara and your daylong job:

Better suited for the evil though beautiful witch,
You still have more friends than I've

Ever had,

But I find it hard to believe that you even care
How many friends you have,

Or how beautiful if

Venal you are,

Though if there was a single black woman in the
Town you live in,

High up in that stony cleavage who’d been
Fed off the very same licorice stuff,

I'm sure she would talk on and on with you
For hours just the same.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 131



Ballad Of Ecstatic Truth

The days feel good coming home with no darker

Thoughts sunning in the grass- just the opal palms of feminine
Flesh testily over crackling wheat,

Farmers of spikenard and cormorants unwieldy in their

Turns, sell their poetic stock for a saccharine carnival;

And all throughout the night it yearns very sophomoric but
Upright, pacaderms of gears trying to throw off little gallant
Men- Girls with hidden sores and holes for snakes and
Hummingbirds- The true feelers of the world always branching
Outwards, always reflecting in like gaunt and garish faces
Rippling down into the wash basin’s porcelain;

And right about now, as my feet go stomping by on those roads
Of sparking time, realizing how the beautiful lies spend off more
Perfume than an entire pyramid of dry good truths- I would sell every
Button, every leathered soul to forget the delusion of memories
Myself extols to swing up there with the forgetful menagerie
Bought by the high mountain’s vacillating fruits, guarded by
The irreverent farmers, now insouciant and rhymed-eyed,
Clapping together all across the stone-gemmed waves, a

Ballad of ecstatic truth.
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Ballroom

Two abreast in the morning tombs:
Two abreast like pallbearers

While my dog sleeps beside me

And my belly widens:

Engravings of the tabernacle, of a hot
Lunch on a holiday:

As angels braid their hair and put in
For a touch of an adolescent

Whore, plastic barrettes,

And in the secret society of their wings,
Reach down and pick up the tortoises
To kiss,

Or other strange young men beside
The pestilent canal

Or other waterways that are not so
Pestilent:

But, oh, how I loved her beside the
Green rivers of a romantic

Way- or just as much so beside a
Bowling alley:

But I will remain here tomorrow,
Advertising in my sadness,

And doing a rain dance with my broken
Body, until the green swans fly,

And the tadpoles swim into other
Ballrooms,

Dancing a metamorphosis of forever,
Or at least until the not so heavenly sky makes way.

Robert Rorabeck
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Ballrooms

Two abreast in the morning tombs:
Two abreast like pallbearers

While my dog sleeps beside me

And my belly widens:

Engravings of the tabernacle, of a hot
Lunch on a holiday:

As angels braid their hair and put in
For a touch of an adolescent

Whore, plastic barrettes,

And in the secret society of their wings,
Reach down and pick up the tortoises
To kiss,

Or other strange young men beside
The pestilent canal

Or other waterways that are not so
Pestilent:

But, oh, how I loved her beside the
Green rivers of a romantic

Way- or just as much so beside a
Bowling alley:

But I will remain here tomorrow,
Advertising in my sadness,

And doing a rain dance with my broken
Body, until the green swans fly,

And the tadpoles swim into other
Ballrooms,

Dancing a metamorphosis of forever,

Or at least until the not so heavenly sky makes way.

Robert Rorabeck
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Barefooted Through The Grass

My life is as insignificant as a grasshopper hatched
On your shoulder

Blades,

And you could crush me with your freckles,

Or you could gently blow me off

And have me seated beside you in time for
Breakfast;

But that is how little of life I am in comparison,
While you kiln your bowls and ferment your orchards,
And all of that given to your

Sweet daughter from the mouth of your breasts;
And you could be so generous,

And I could be your lucky friend and give you tips of
Apple-orchard wisdom,

If you set me down beside you

And sometimes French-kissed by spider-webbed wings.
I wouldn’t imagine or mind that there

Wasn't any special holidays for that:

Just take me up with you when you jogged.

Or set me up on the dash of your car when you
Wanted to get somewhere fast,

As the river walked.

Your husband wouldn’t even care,

Because I still must be the most insignificant of things,
Like the wisdom of a kite lost to some

Kindergarten,

While the beach is so needy and populated by
Underaged tourists gotten lost from older fieldtrips;
It would save me entirely

To be baptized beside you in those little pools,

And who is he to care to know

The homeopathic taboo I wish to choreograph in

An acre of a centipede pinioned

Along your ruddy clefts

Just as wholesomely as a snake running along
Barefooted through the grass.
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Barking Dogs And Crying Children

This is the manuscript lost in the woods:
Peter Pan before the head hits the pillow—
Woebegone thought tossed to a wave,
And then the night proceeds

To lose little boys into it—

Visions in procession—

Cuckolded husbands and spotted dear,
Forts defended by fireworks

And deranged soldiers—

Zoetrope of ancestors turning into a zoo
While the night is out,

And the ocean calls down the moon—
Places that are lost,

Kidnapped children—

Teachers believing in what they’ve taught
To no one, while the rain extends—

Hobos vanish with unicorns,

Housewives make peace with their loneliness,
And the poet panhandles for a crackerjack
Prize—what these lines are good for,

What they can be used as—

While she makes love to him,

Technicolor prisms lost to the blindness of
The night—

Words of love over-spoken by barking dogs
And crying children.
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Barking The Thunder

Those things were once beautiful

When they were young and holding hands.
Now they are speared at the sides

And give little struggles

Though it is never in the direction

They once laid down towards.

And far, far above

The sun still burns, like a lantern
Keeping watch in the loft of a barn
Where a blonde angel sleeps out of the
Rain in the place where inhabited lovers once joined.
Here, her quiet light lingers

Wavering like incandescent waves

Of the desire now smoldering over muted
Flesh, the pearlescent avenues curious
Fingers strolled for hours upon

And lips pressed furtively searching for

A definite meaning. Now her sea-curved
Limbs only wear the bucolic lingerie of
Her surroundings, like a virginless grotto
Painted without meaning,

The landscape of a lonely plot.

Wings clipped and darkened,

She searches for a deity as chaos

Swirls blacker, barking the thunder.
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Barren Room

I shall never feel her body’s
rush

the long slow pain she

has inside her

it is no longer for me

she is now the strange
vegetation

the distant pornography
again the lady on the
street

that goes down the way
without brushing me

she no longer yearns for
my body’s heat

she left the furnace

unlit

naked she goes out of my
house into the snow

to die or find another

she does not care which
only that she is through
with me

before she started

she is the startling ice on the
lake

she is the fog on the
mountains gone before I awake
her heart is ethereal

on another man’s plate

her eyes hiss for him

her body is a heat mirage
for him

when I have gone onto the frost
pasture to follow

her she has gone down to
him and the wind has
covered up for her

leaving me to stagger

lost, orphaned to the
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night and the loneliness,
my barren room
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Basking In Her Pollens Of Her Wake

Holdouts who are so finely implored

Pullulating like moths up in the ancient gutters-

I could have sworn this was the right way to

Her fancy,

The pitter-patter employed in layers to see how

Much she drinks,

The pills and constabularies she keeps so rich

On the nightstand by her bedside at midnight;

And if I could take her hand,

And have her to agree that I should be able to

Drink her liquors,

Then all of this squalor should burn away so that

I would become the full-bodied rehabbed gentlemen
On the cover of the magazine;

And through a bit of hard won faith and osteopathy
Rise her from the sheets and take a few practice

Runs following the trade winds of the ceiling fan,

And then off to jubilee, past all the hollow secrets

Of the hearted oak trees,

Past the silently drifting cars, and all the squash-

Past the tennis courts of teal and drooling lawyers too-
Going past the bits of absent murder,

We would never leave the cool anterooms beneath the
Deeper atmosphere, for that should be our zone,
Slowing imbibing until we understood the full exegesis,
And learned to do a good job without even broomsticks;
I could kill her alcoholic father if she wanted,

And then we’d just skate through canopies, selling
Sparklers on the fence;

And when it finally came time for her to fully change,
I'd sit out on watch and masturbate over the sheer delight of
Her chrysalis;

And when she’d had her time and forgotten me, I'd let
Her float straight off through the next archway,
Basking in her pollens of her wake.
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Basking In The Heartless Urbane

Monsoon season,

So when comes the rain:

The forest is dying,

Its lost its brain: and 13 people

Read my poems today,

But they didn't say anything-

They just shrugged and showed me that

They their pockets were empty;

And they went right into the bookstore,

Weeping,

Because I told them that you were serving

Drinks right next door; and you were naked

And beautiful, and Catholic;

And they believed me- They said,

They would have tipped me for the experience,

But I didn't believe them;

And I parked where I wasn’t supposed to,

And I had a fight after school,

But no one was hurt, because we both left off early
And made love on the swings- I swore

Afterwards never to get into a fight with a girly,
Especially my cousin,

Because her lips were beautiful, even though she was
My cousin, or my second cousin-

And I am not good at baseball, and mathematics don't
Mean a thing,

And I have to bike home early, because its supposed to
Rain;

And I want to be Vachel Lindsay- I want to know what
Its like to kiss Sarah Teasdale, to hang out around her
Cemetery smoking cigarettes, basking in the heartless urbane;
And I want to be Rupert Brooke; I want to be

Arthur Rimbaud, but I still have both my legs;

And I have to get home early, because its supposed to rain,
But so far she holding out for a man with better promises,
And I haven't read a thing.
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Bathing In Their Throats

Said something beautiful to the windmill
That lost its place

In the hapless orchestra disorganized upon
The hillside overlooking the sea-

Like place for you in my heart,

In a miniskirt and knocking on my door:
Seances of broken love

And noses-

While out in the coppering yards,

The ants continue to mound for their
Queen, whoever she is,

And the monkeys play baseball into the
Sunsets of Halloweens,

Where the witches fly, but jealous of

The stewardesses,

And the frogs bathing in their throats,
Washing their armpits illusively,

And still swearing one day they to be princes.
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Baudelaire On Everest

Bivouacked in outer space,

You eat your own words
Just to stay alive.
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Beaten In The Sun

Perfections that are not there,
Hunting through the backyards of
High school girls

Metamorphosed into housewives
Who stay at home and drink all day
Beached upon the suburb’s roads,
The twinkling tar beneath the
Spinning wheels,

Prick your fingers on the

Quarter acre field, the tracks of
Land- Her eyes say it all,

The forgotten avenues of

The young jogging legs-

The embryos still within them,
Hibernating like bumblebees

In the rosy caves of seashells on
The brink,

Their lips part now,

But they only subtract, take away,
They cannot feel what they say-

I'd like to think there was a time
When they could,

Naked in the storms off the eastern
Seas,

As I stepped nearer out from

The pines and the junked cars
Shouting,

But this is a misrepresentation in
The stringing lights from day to day-
I have always been too far away
From the girls in their backyards,
Putting the glasses to their lips-
Their eyes glaze, until they go to
Bed and wake up with their few men,
So I remain in the burry dunes
Beaten in the sun.
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Beatific White

What am I doing placing some words on the

Beatific white again?

Trying to appear before beauty as something

Similar,

A mote of sunlight on a cypress,

Seven ants weighing down a dying bee;

But these things I've tried to say slur with the

Inebriation of a certain mind,

Like a child of snow waiting at the bus stop

Down the street from where the lions are caged,

As the mists are unfurling from the grasses,

Putting on their second form;

And all of it is beautiful, yes, beautiful,

But neither fully discovered nor understood.

The sea is beautiful too, but much deeper than

The excited tides of its flesh, pricked by the distant gentleman:
I've seen these things, and would like to become their aspect,
To draw down on the pages the lines I am able to remember,
And make love alone in the afternoon atop

The roof of the geometry class, while all my peers

Go on to the greater professions, being led with their blinders
On, but now there is only blindness, earth and sky,

And road kill on the concrete river between the disappearing jungle-
And that is how it must be, and nothing needs to be

Said about it, and I am made lesser for saying so,

And lesser still for failing in brief interludes of free verse.
There is no service in the lonely existence of fateful prose,
The ego’s doggerel, the famous gift of wiser men,

And the young Shakespeares already half asleep in their grottos’
Wombs;

If in failure, you fall further still, stand out like a red thief,

A stuttering performer, a griot who cannot remember the
Stories of his ancestors,

Then it is indefinitely better to say nothing,

But to get up with it all and, silently, remain an aspect

Of the greater poetry left unwritten on the beatific white.
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Beating Its Soul

From her body the brownness stems, youngish, quivering,
Dancing into the light of the yellow world,

Like sailors into a lighthouse,

Or snakes of smoke up from the lavishing ruins of

Empty friends:

This pillar of my love transcends the opened hoods and doors
Of cars,

Or the laughing violets of my adversaries, the canary tourisms
Of the peppermint mines, the unicorns on the make:

A motherly reason who I have intruded and wish to tattoo like
A windmill into this flesh,

The perfumes of her overworked body she dismisses as anything
Sweet;

Her eyes open a jewelry store of disregard: she says everyday
That we will get married tomorrow: I dream of her like a cross
In an otherwise feral mind;

Her sisters mature her divinity by means of ripening sorority,
As I wish my body to pantomime the metamorphosis of

Rain back again into the sky,

Into her body, heart gathering wings, beating its soul, its Alma.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 146



Beauties Parade Through The Otherwise Lonesome
Dreary

This is what some ladies who are doctors
Diagnose me with,

The unearthly desire of a heavenly Kkiss;

And I fail them every time,

As pretend arrows knock me off my broom-

Stick horses- It isn't getting better,

Fighting windmills as a matter of course-
Pretending I have x-ray vision,

I let the water overspill, so busy masticating

The bones of the surreal:

Even if I lost the contests of this earth,

I saw them all, the sorority in their beautiful
Girth, delinquent though Junoesque:

The waves could almost reach them, the spirits
Of the sea wished it so,

And it rained so hard that day, you couldn’t
Know: The alligators went on parade

And heroes started to show, dead comrades from
The easement with their dragon tooth-hoes;

I wanted to help each one up into bed,

Or lay them beside glistening middle-class pools
Where they would be easier staid,

But they got up themselves and went along their
Way,

And the storm went on teary-eyed and dreary,
Each marbled nebulous flashing its proposed
Rings to their derriéres; the complexions of the gods
Started signaling, hoping to enrapture their somnolence,
But they just went straight home after school,

As was their way, and talked long and insulary to
Their boyfriends of a better fairie- For so was the
Way and nature of the beauties parade,

Strutting and busty through the otherwise
Lonesome dreary.
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Beautiful And Lost Out Of Doors

My days are numbered while your eyes will

Always stay brown and childish:

Paradoxically, your children will grow and say things of your
Own,

And you will still not know how to swim, but maybe you

Will remember how I carried you into the sea and cradled you
Beneath the diademing airplanes:

And crooned for you just that day when we were both playing
Hooky off of work:

And the sun was both of ours, and it shown down on our
Bodies, and the kind angels sang the goodest of news,

And we both admitted that we were both too nervous for our
Interviews;

And you dabbed my lips, and I dabbed yours; and we

Were both so free and ours, beautiful and lost out of doors.
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Beautiful As Each Of Them

Peaceable sailors with candles in your beard,

How your eyes shimmer like drunken caminos to

The stars;

Every day you don’t bath, another working girl

Falls in love with you,

And they crowd the docks so, like eager shoppers,

Like birds on a wire;

And the wind gets so salty licking off their sighing

Busts,

All of their backs to me and cracking farts as I lick

My lips like a starving dog and put my pen to anything slow
Enough to catch,

And write about their hourglasses while the shadows

Move and quiver like succulent steam off of each

And every wave,

And the clouds spindle, yes they spindle straight up to the
Moon, pregnant like the thoughts off all these going women,
And they keep their senses pinned to the duck pond

In the east,

Where hurricanes stew: it is the biggest thing going,

And none of them scientists, they always wonder about their
Hoary men,

Otherwise they would have figured out long ago,

Like I do, that the earth is as round and as beautiful as each
Of them.
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Beautiful For A Minute

And you looked beautiful for a minute—
Now the minute is up,

The airplane as flown—

The fox has flown the coop—

The children have all gone home—
And penniless,

Diving to the recesses of the most
Nocturnal of architectures,

I can only write yourself this way
Well after the nights and the nights
Of stolen bicycles—

And the moon seems to make sense,
Hanging from the chicken wire—

A mouthful for foxes—

As the excitable beauties, winged,
Make a noise through the pines.
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Beautiful Playgrounds

Beautiful playgrounds, aren't your memories
Here in the ambushed bushes,

And the latchkeyed children are yet beside the
Road—I cannot remember the rhymes

I've used to give to them,

And Arthur Rimbaud has been gone all week—
I still keep him smoking on my wall of

My windowless compassions—

As I still pretend to be a talentless freak—

And I am here, dying—

My firstborn son will come this April,

And Shakespeare is immortal:

He has won the lottery, and I keep complaining
To all the prettiest princesses in Disney World
Who are too cold and unreal to listen—

The world is melting,

Soon it will be an ocean within a week—

The portables where they teach the windowless
Children bend and creek—

Maybe my wife really loves me,

Maybe there are diamonds in the bed of the
Crick—

But I know the busses will turn, and turn around
Tomorrow, and the love of my blinded muse
Has been gone all week.
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Beautiful Silhouette Who Doesn'T Feel

Everything fails this way; it is all I'm doing,

Crying out to you in the bent censer of swings:

These trees, long armed, beseeching don’t

Care- The cherry of my cigarette an ashy searchlight-

The ghosts of little sisters on the merry go round,

The runaways sleeping upside down in their stolen car:

But I don't care to find them;

I am only looking for you, trying to perceive the flight

Of green eyed angels who can spread their capes like
Superman above the Nordic foliage and go anywhere:

And I am an old man, drunk on soul, who has been caring
For you for so long; since kindergarten when I saw your
Eyes vacillating as I stole plastic bicycles from the paper
Pirate chest:

And your name is the sweet water that gives vampires tooth-
Aches,

And I love you, but you don’t care- You are not here;

You are not even in the trees, but alone with your daughter
In the mountains, sharing your eyes with a bespoken dress
That turns you swiftly around, granting nobody wishes,

A beautiful silhouette who doesn’t feel.
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Beautifully Venomous Revival

Alma, the suns of liquor burn my throat:

I am wearied and undone, just an illusion now on the

Deserts of my bachelor’s domesticity:

Your elephants hang above my head across from

Monet’s sailboats,

And everything I have ever done has broken and turned

To the cinders

Of a careless match in the once green mountains:

And pretty boys still go out to make love to anyone

Even through the audacity of sudden and

Violent rain,

But all by myself all I can think of is touching your brown

Skin,

Of squeezing it for a little while in my imperfect hands,

Of rolling you across the cotton caesuras of my bed;

And my desires of having my own wife and children

In a sea that only knows your eyes and senses:

That I love you through the concordance of this chaos of motion,
While all of the heavenly bodies spin and lose their heads,

And I keep settling down to the bottles of a fermenting metamorphosis,
While the monarch butterfly or its imposter flew over my
Shoulder today,

While I was just around the corner from where you attended
Your register,

Punching in the beautiful numbers before sending all the strangers
Outside the tents of your

Beautifully venomous revival.
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Beauty Lies In His Troubled Dream

In the absence of lies lays beauty:

She is looking up at Midwestern sky,

Just a palette, unhemmed by the artist’s verbiage:
No power lines distending from house,

No flickering news from windows,

Nor leaping of dogs from porch-

And she is not moving, but not to pose for him,

To let the temporary imprint of grasses thatch

Her bare shoulder-blades,

Her tan-lines fragile, exposed:

If he were there, he would say that wings

Could hatch out of bone, and she could float,

And that her lips were choking and black

From huckleberries, where she went naked

After bathing in the mellifluent river,

Because he liked her that way, and he paid her,
So he could say all these things

And she pretended not to know, lying down for him:
Now in those silences, she is:

The cornucopic space of empty sky,

Or the light of it through the loose quilt of branches:
She is, when the crickets come out

And the night steps out and darkens:

She is, the anticipation of another turn,

For a moment, she thinks she knows

The pungency of the sporadic earth clinging to her,
As the streetlights turn on like moon police,

And the last of the tardy children turn in:

Then she thinks she knows that she is this:

Alone, quiet, anticipatory in closing-

Quivering in the disbelief of freckled motes,

She almost sees herself extending in the fields,
But on the periphery he is there,

Carefully jotting her down with his eyes:

They are flickering the rapid succession of
Unconscious romances in the park,

Because she is his troubled dream, and he is well asleep.
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Because

You've got bruises on your body:
Like rain clouds in the sky,

The opal trunks of aspens

Quiver in the afternoon’s sorrow:
The wild flowers are suppliant
About the dead oak

Halfway up the draw:

If you came to see me tomorrow,
And your nails were painted red:

It would not matter,

I could not love you, because
You've made me pass the time alone.
I still see you like ancestors

Rolling across the prairie

In the briars of the lightning storm,
But if you came to me tomorrow
And your lips were painted red

It would not matter,

I could not love you, because
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 156



Because All Of The Princes Have Gone

Beautiful as the nuisance of traffics along the
Highways,

The scars of eagles drying like wet paint upon my
Face-

And I remember that I was not here,

And that it was the legless words that ushered
Me upon their belly

To see something like my dead grandmother in
Those weeds:

Hung out in the cathedrals of reptilian young,
The rains doing nothing to the fattened bellies of
Their mothers,

As they cool alongside the hapless re bars of
Car ports,

As the virgins sit atop of washing machines,
Listing in their gyre,

Waiting for the amphibian throats to flood and
Sing that this is no good- no good,

Because all of the princes have gone.
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Because I Have Yet Anything Else

I forget to feed my deserving adverbs:

I go through the drive-thru for breakfast,

And the Chicana who serves me, like a tiny
Bell-shaped flower, has indigo an inch deep

Into her wrist; a perfunctory epitaph that

At night is perfumed and more or less naked.

I look like an old man to her: thirty-years old,

And gray, and proud of it, because I have a
Publication in my backroom I cannot take her

To, and now the world is filled with sharpened
Ironies: And inside, it is easier to smile;

But I would rather be a poet; and I have dreams
Of resurrecting yellow dogs, in procedures

Which cost five grand, and when I wake up the
Yellow dog is staring at me and whining, as if she
Could smell that I had dreamt of her.

She licks my face in her fidelity, as I remain

A part of the unspoken fraternity who continues

To dream every other night of those fine girls from high-school;
And we should dream of them until we are old men,
Liquored into a room so quiet it roars like Niagara
Falls, the yellow dog underneath the table with the
Daisy patterned table-cloth, her moist black snout
Twitching intelligently, like nerves on the temples of
A genius. I did not share the poem I wrote before
This poem, because its lies were easily found out,
But I will put this one down as a public notice,

Like a wanted ad in the fading classifies, like a lost
Child’s photograph stabled to a telephone pole,
Because what is has spoken of are the finite truths
Which deserve to appear for awhile in the empirical happenstance,
And because I have yet anything else to say.
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Because It Was No Longer Any Holiday

It is happening right here, under the cockspurs of dreams:

All night long where the landed maids are going down into the
Ghostly corals of my mother’s rock gardens,

To sleep with the sleepless songbirds and the coral snakes;

And the moon turns as if dancing before the mirror

Of the minnow’s sea;

And it all seemed to be quite beautiful to the conquistadors

In the sand dunes of missing kidnappers before exhaustion took
Over and the blankets ate all of the army men;

And childhood slipped away through a forest of junked cars

And pornography: it became just as series of images happening in a
Zoetrope in a house where only the cats dreamed,

The Christmas tree blinking in the Morris code of forest fires,

Until the shadows turned in under the sun, curling like aloe that
Had already had its ecstasies,

And people returned to their hollow jobs, because it was no longer
Any holiday.
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Because Of A Happiness

Or a day of rowboats out on the lake,

Seen through the beaded curtain:

A new day, bright as seeds- there was a whole
Room for her,

And the colors of flowers needing her
Fingerprints-

She almost felt she could be naked under the
Sun, off from

School,

The mallards and swans swimming around
Her asking for things,

The brown pines like knights standing watch:
And she bathed

While around her was joy like footsteps
Their echoes

Entrancing the neighborhoods until they fell
Away-

And she swam, the sunlight milky upon her
Nipples like beads,

As we all watched her from the slats of
Dragonflies; we could tell that she smiled
Because of a happiness.
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Because Of Lightning

Angels sell prisms above the lunchroom

As the children argue for half an hour—and their thoughts
Wander in a tangle of strings: that night

The baseball or football game will be cut short

Because of lightning—

And the woman who runs naked through my heart,

Will get off of the horse she calls by my name,

Forever abandoning it to the outdoors and

To the amusement parks of others—

And she will walk indoors—

And have an easy time of it, with her children crawling across
Her brown skin—Then, by tomorrow, she can wake up

Any time she wants too—her cousin or someone else

Will already be cutting the grass—running the glass

Snaked and the metamorphosed princes to their borders—
And the mail will arrive—from the beaks of storks

Or evaporated from mail trucks—and she will

Sit forever peaceful on the cinderblocks where she thrives—
Knowing—half-contended that she will hever again

Receive another message from the very man who used to be
Who I am.
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Because She Thought Of Me

At the window the pretty flowers
Underneath the airplanes:

It rained all evening, but she came to
Me: and we made love,

We made love, we made love;

But she is back home again,

Though she promises very soon to be
With me,

And I think of her in the lion’s mouth,
And I think of her in the sea:

Tossed through her wild nights

In which I rhyme for her-

In which I rhyme for her-

And she thinks of me: underneath the
Ceiling fans of her slender room,

And the man there who has never
Properly loved her;

She told me her father put a gun to
Her mother’s head in Mexico,

But it will be alright- alright,

Because the stars are falling-

And I love her,

Jewel of honey- insect of nectar stings:
And she doesn'’t forget who I am,
Even as she meets her day faultlessly,
And my words come as the pretty happenstance
Of the garden she grew because she
Thought of me.
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Because The Angels Were Lost

Billygoats in the maelstroms of their youths
Think about crossing bridges:

They don’t think about baseball games or
Football games,

Or any kind of sort of that kind:

The tadpoles are beauty marks beneath their
Cloven hooves,

And when they get to the middle of the bridge
While the alligators have been taking their
Time thinking about laughing at them,

The old troll gets out of her slumber

And jumps like a purple soar to

The middle of that arc

And demands a toll- and demands a tax,
While the truants and the children of those
Truants play in the shallows with the marbles
And the jaxs-

And the sorry old boys are lost out into the world,
Thumbing for rides, or panhandling on the
Islands amidst the sea of cars-

And if you were me, or I were you, it might
Be alright to rest for awhile and to take a trip
Indoors-

Because the angels were lost across the canal,
And now their wings were wetted, and their slips
Slipped:

Unfortunately, I think they must remain there
Forever, underneath the holy and the airplanes,
Kissing the riverbank like burned fireworks,
Because their beds had burned,

And their ships had shipped
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Because Their Beds Had Burned

Billygoats in the maelstroms of their youths
Think about crossing bridges:

They don’t think about baseball games or
Football games,

Or any kind of sort of that kind:

The tadpoles are beauty marks beneath their
Cloven hooves,

And when they get to the middle of the bridge
While the alligators have been taking their
Time thinking about laughing at them,

The old troll gets out of her slumber

And jumps like a purple soar to

The middle of that arc

And demands a toll- and demands a tax,
While the truants and the children of those
Truants play in the shallows with the marbles
And the jaxs-

And the sorry old boys are lost out into the world,
Thumbing for rides, or panhandling on the
Islands amidst the sea of cars-

And if you were me, or I were you, it might
Be alright to rest for awhile and to take a trip
Indoors-

Because the angels were lost across the canal,
And now their wings were wetted, and their slips
Slipped:

Unfortunately, I think they must remain there
Forever, underneath the holy and the airplanes,
Kissing the riverbank like burned fireworks,
Because their beds had burned,

And their ships had shipped.
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Because They Never Give Up

Birds go somewhere in the night.

Because they are afraid of breaking their wings;
They disprove the river theory,

The way your eyes have been looking back and
Forth between the boys,

So frenetically, or whatever that means;

As long as it is spelled correctly and all the lights are
On,

And he has at least one good side.

The rest of it is numb and four limbed,

And you think that it can go on forever, like the sky is
The biggest organ around the earth,

Or either the biggest shroud,

And even now airplanes are failing or

Touching down,

And either your palm foretells that you will live for

A good many years,

Or you are already sleeping beneath the earth, inconspicuous
Beneath so many feet of sated tourists,

Because the as$holes never give up,

And yet because of you all of this is so beautiful.
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Because You Are Not Real

Rubber trees are shivering like stretchy men
Undecided as to where they will be going, waiting for
The extinct show girls to blow in:

Girls on dynamite motor bikes their turn of the century
Engines caracoling, giving off into the atmosphere

The unreal power of mythical birds,

Each engine block a phoenix caught and held and
Perpetually resurrected under her sweet as$.

It’s just that I have nowhere else to go,

And thievery is so much more beautiful near the seashore,
Now why are you coming in swimmingly or up in the air-
Why don’t you love me, if only because I am not

Of the flock of other men in your immediate vicinity,

Or it is because you are not real.
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Become

It's time to leave now,

Before the last Christian dies,
The way I am dying; it's time

To take up all the few things I
Know and walk away—Sylvia
Plath stuck her head in the oven
And turned it on, so I can do it.

I can’t stay here with the last
Christian after the sun has died
And all the lights are turned out,
Still waiting for Jesus, still
Believing. I have to work these
Bones, because she never loved
Me, and I always was alone,

So I must move upon this earth
As the days grow hotter and

The tears run in floods, I must
Go toward her and forsake

The ark, the forgotten

Goddess who hears my name

As the wind whispers through the
Leaves of trees still high upon the
Mountains. I must escape the cities
And find her there, alone, naked,
To make love one final time

To a truth no one else sees, there
I will disappear near the summit
Of the highest peak and become.
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Become A Flower

If this cascade tumbles to where you

Hibernate, it will wash over you until your sleeping
Lips become a flower:

And when they yawn spring time,

I will carry my lunch to the valleys beneath you,
And partake in the sunlight pouring across

Your threshold,

And bask in the ecstasy every way that I can
With you

Looking down and yawn—

Carrying me in a basket of your meadows

As if I knew something about being a child

Of your heart
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Becoming Just Another Beauty

They spend all day riding this song:

They go up through the low heavens, and give their
Tender blood to

Freckle the shoulders of midday grandmothers-

As all of it is a ride

Singing through the midway’s loneliness,

Because all too soon they will have to move along-
As the glass boats sing through

The orchids bleeding together- as I have tried
Holding your hand,

As you turn away and drive home through the
Misanthropic shadows, becoming just another
Beauty I have more and more trouble

Believing in.
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Becoming The Moon For My Daughter

I am married—married. Let

Sunshine fall upon a waterfall,

And let the otters play in her cerulean bosom
That sometimes flashes like a spear

Coming from an orchard

And over the forts

And over the sea—Herald of the fountains
Calling all tourism, like Disney World,

That they should know

I am married—married—and the park is greener
And the little girls swing even higher:

Higher,

And if one should fall, and come out of her dreaming
And into my life—I will catch her

And call her daughter

And watch her eyes like pools with deeper pools,
Like wells that other things have dug

Shrinking and growing larger:

My child—epitome of a heavenly flower

To which I have become the moon,

And my wife the sun.
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Beds Of Concrete

Her eyes the

Deep deep aqueducts
The sunlight skated on
Like water spiders
And beautiful couples
Never revealing

The murdered love
Down so very deep

The skeletons peeling
Inside

The rusting landrover
Flipped over against
The bed of concrete
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Beds Of Forever Midnights

And once within a pleasant carnival
I lost my heart—

I gave it to her who was looking at
Him—

As the fish had to swim and

Swim

And swim—

All of the time in a glowing bowl—
In each thrashing vein of

Each fleshy soul—

And above—metamorphosis—
The evaporating

Carnival—

Dancing in all of the secret

Spots and

Grottos—

Emollition—

As fireworks kiss

The lips of

Kites—

And the stewardesses,

Ever leaping,

Fall down into the

Beds of forever midnights.
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Bedtime Story

Here is a canvas I must destroy, for soon the lightning

Will be on the peak, and we will need to scramble down

Into our graveyard before we are struck by a juvenile deity
Who is angry we have been playing outside our gray rooms;
But before I go, I wish to leave this for you, where you are
Just a glowing insect in the East, burnished by the waves who
Leap up to greet your hips like happy pups.

Where the air is thin, I breathe for you, light my eyes like
Kerosene so that they burn over you flickering like the scene
Of an early stage, where you perform your life like a bosomy
Role, far away in the inebriation of a pretty set: casually you
Tromp across it, extending your lips and hips for the

Patrons of your pinkish stores, the vertebrae silked in flesh
Which chimes when someone enters.

But now the storm is upon me, and the red devils are cracking

Their whips and flailing swords, and my house is an airy dream

In the small suburbia of a green yard, and your sailors are all

About you like flaxen tattooed waves, and oh how they attract you

Like a magnet on their staves. So, I must leap and tumble like

A nursery rhyme back into the trees, where the graves are sunken

In the lime, and virgins on their knees pray for me that I make it home in time.
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Before All Of The Stores Are Closed

Around in the hairpins of another lonely fiasco:

Fingers moving toward what they will- like car doors and
Unicorns,

Apple pies and the shadows of little girls on the windowsill
Underneath the maple trees and the American Flag:

And the journey of short cuts,

The little league fracases that don't get too far: the leaps on
The sojourns of green velvet fields just crenulated enough

To feel the warmths of skipping flight:

I wonder who they are going over to see, while the red holies
Grow, and the sun tattoos the blueness with its over eagerness
To get to her before all of the stores are closed.
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Before Another Christmas Falls

Un wonderful in the night, each pine a silent lady—
Orphaned words beckoning me as I've run away
Beneath the swing-set—

If there was a joy in your lake of tears,

I could see all of the way to the bottom,

To the coral

And the mermaids—to the chandeliers of

The filthy rich—

But now my time comes in the weekend—

Your take off your brown skin to hang across

The runways of your lonely man's bed—

And you have bent to him in every way,

Taking the meanings of your silences as you can—
My face and soul a wreck for you,

Otters cracking legumes openly in my neighborhood
Where the birds fly west and south

West and south—

Going to see the virgins and the drug cartels—
Going to kiss your aunt's lips

And your sister's lips before another Christmas falls.
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Before Christmas

Up in that calling where

You make new friends,

And I can still hear the neighbors complaining about—
After you have walked away—

Before Christmas

And another new year

With our baby crying outside,

And my wife lactating—

I haven't seen you after I've been to China,
And I wouldn’t want to

Even if I said so—

Tomorrow is your birthday,

And you are far away

Even if you are down the street—

And my little boy has some lungs,

And when his mind runs off into dreams
Without language—I cannot possibly imagine
Where he goes,

But I know he gets there—without even having to
Think of you:

Places I haven’t been to:

Fruit markets of moons, sleeping in jumbles
And heaps—the cars in cathartic stasis—
The wolves fallen amidst the nurseries,

Their long-snouted senses pollinated

By the night blooming jasmine

We once smelled together,

Hold hands,

As we both tried to walk away.
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Before Going Back To Sleep

Killing myself like the overindulgence of flowers eventually

Does to bees,

Drinking Guatemalan rum while the other and all too rich families
Go down to sleep in their downy wells,

I glance out of the windows of my mausoleum’s shell,

And wonder what Alma believes as she dreams in her bright
Man’s arms,

And her children, and her missing rabbits: She is all the proof in the
World,

As the cars drive in the pinpricks of the rain,

As the children rush over to the flipping sides of the carnival:

But today I drew her a line in the dirt that she would not cross:
She is going to save herself instead of knowing a better and more
Lonely joy,

And the world slithers away across the imaginations of the desert,
And the genies wake up without any wishes,

And pet the fabulous though make believe horses in Ocala three
Times before going back to sleep.
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Before Her Uncountable Lair

I lick store brand rum from the hair on my

Forearm; it is sickly sweet, but I must do it; and tomorrow

I will look at houses,

And I will think of some sweet thing or another,

Who I will beat my drum so softly for she can never hear,
Especially if she cannot read English;

And I will buy a house to live in alone while I still wait for her,
While she makes love to her more professional men,

Or her train robbers,

Giving her children guns so that they can learn early too,
While her matchbox of a house swings underneath the muddy
Bottoms of bamboo:

And I have written entire Bibles for her; I have resurrected
Strange words to press onto her body, and I have revisited old
Parks and thought of the places how emptied that I would
Have liked to have swung with her;

And I am think of her even now, and destroying my most
Precious materials into pumice, anonymous and

Priceless,

Giving over all of my guts and escargot as if to a litter of hungry
Puppies, calling the unhinged serpents away from their
Hampers and wash basins,

Setting fire to even castles of army ants: all for her,

And sending up signal flares of roman candles, stopping traffic,
And showing her just where on my heart she need to barb her arrows;
And I am laying bare, hopeless and despondent,

A speck of a man before her uncountable lair.
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Before I Disappear

The goldmines are filled with random flies,

And the evidence laid still in the prehistory of trees:

I keep writing her, from my sadness dripped into

The eclipse where the rain has drunken the excavation;

And this is nothing new, but now no one reads me,

And the world has moved on in a funny way;

She never thought that she should lose me: she never

Thought of me at all, and now he is open in her lap

Like a new dictionary, even as I think of coming to her

By so many ways, now that I am drunk and so beautiful

As to steal her voice. She doesn’t care. There is no way,

And the bicycle thieves ride away with their new finds,

The spokes of high-elements receding like a Mandela

Through the trees: I thought I should love her,

I thought I had the voice that would carry through the trees

And disturb her even while she was making love,

But now the rain has stooped the bows, and the evidence

Is fat and lucid that I only know so many words; where in
People are driving expeditiously from their suppliant rendezvous;
I have nowhere to go, but already they are cheering, and making
No room for me to leave: There is a new sunrise happening upon
Me, but what have I left to say, before I disappear?
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Before It Has To Again Diminish

Even by myself, my body feels warm tonight for

I have drunken so much liquor by these thirsty lips,
Searching for a muse

Through the holy grounds of a bachelor’s afterlife,
And even though all of it was a failure,

I have continued breathing tonight, and overcome by
Your cloy spirits, I was possessed,

Like a girl in the first night of her sorority;

Or like a young mother experiencing the first night
Being tugged upon by a newborn,

Like the flag of a new country stuck to the wind,
Victorious knowing that it will be so long before it has to
Again diminish.
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Before Our Time

All calmed and cooled like classes that are

Over and found to be insignificant as the loves I had before

Her,

In the daycares of third grade- all the waters on their backs

In the drainage canals cracking legumes;

All the teachers as hot as wax and then made to cool wherever
They fall.

Not a deciduous tree to be found, and in my mind only the
Eroticisms of substitute teachers,

Nothing truly scarred, the moon bleached of its patinas and

Palls;

And I have only read Encyclopedia Brown, I haven't yet missed
You or follow the scent of your echoes down the halls:

Little patrols as vibrant as greeting cards; and the grass as

Green as lavender bathing suits: and all the insects uniformly
Green like lush young girls in prepatory school carrying their
Books of slither and drool;

And the day starts out as a song; and then bullies blacken it a little
Around the robustness of its rind; but it is made even more beautiful,
Like a penumbra glistening on a coal pile in the deepest of winter,
Grandfather smoking a green forest;

And your eyes closed and soft as Easter brail, because

That was before your time.
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Before She Could Fall In Love

She’ll breast feed and we'll

Finish off the bottle-

The world will tilt a little,

But nothing more than it does,

And we'll end up at the dead ends

With the signs that tell us so,

The weeds and smoked engines,

The working girls like slave fairy-tales,

Uncle Remus with his cane pole

Casting for blue gills;

She’ll live in a blindingly rich house,

Attended by waves of light

That will do a dance from room to room

To the cadences of money reports

And the gurgling of richly milked fountains
Harrumphing off her teats,

Crenellating each mastiff areola the way
Minerals slobber down stalactites in the

Still fertile Carlsbad Caverns,

Beautiful Venus flytraps of tourism off the

Crisp highways of New Mexico;

And we’ll end up somewhere further away

In the mountains of inebriate Navajo

Teeth aching from the poisons used to ferment
Our souls dreaming of that self-sustained woman
Glowing with the incandescence of a deep sea
Ballroom, always attended by the behemoths of
Said grandeurs, having no need for the more
Airy sorority of heavens to which we sacrifice
So much infertile howls, and unconceived
Ululations drunk in midnight parks,

Station wagons crumpled softly into nearby trees,
Horns bleating while she fixes plates of
Immaculate beef; Remembering the bleating of
Such slaughter, her blood mixing in the creams,
How much material must we steal to fill up

The sinkholes of compromised limestone

To keep on the affluent palliation,

While we cry outdoors in rainy créches of palmettos,
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The first born ba$tards who had her virginity

Only to be abandoned to the doorsteps of a feral
Church,

Wounded at the far corner of her neighborhood
Before she could fall in love with our first word.
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Before She Touches Down

Sybil in her wreath of cones: I don't even know what

She is,

But I pray to her in the little square of jungle kitty-cornered
To the fire hydrant,

Where the infants sleep underneath the rubber bands of her
Swings,

When they are in the mood; and the slash pine colonnade
And gather the bed of hushed brown needles

Where there are no more lions, and from whose room all of
The alligators have crawled back underneath the

Ceiling fans of orchids

Turning with the pirouettes of their molestations;

And I collapse here, and grieve for her,

Removed for my bicycle, my feet the balderdash of
Hyperventilating butterflies:

And the figures in the sky of a movie theatre revolving with
The reasons of a beloved silhouetted by the moon;

And I don’t even know who she is, or how long it must be
Before she touches down.
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Before The Creeps' Parade

Before the party reaches climax

And suffocating home makers begin
The desperate groping

Through the adulterous treasure chest
Of their neighborhoods’ keys,

Proving their eyes’ covetous

Fetish for the flesh they see every day
Walking out into the muted sun

From chintzy front stoops so alike
That they sometimes forget

They are different people,

Fools’ goldfish in the drunken tombs,

I cut my teeth on my wrist’s open shell,
Realizing, like Sylvia Plath,

I am not new anymore/

I am not in her heart/

My cheek is scarred like a Great Poet

For the marble bust of her immortality
Is already taking up the
Crawl space under her mother’s stairs

Out under the open night

And I am not doing so well/

I cannot make up my mind,

As their laughter fulfills the wishes of their hearts.
Secluded and beaming, in great strides

They copulate

And fill up their shopping carts

With their religious beliefs and

New children birthed under

The propitious neon signs....

And if they vanished?

And if they move away?

But it is okay, because this is mitosis,
And, decided, fixed, assured,

They are one and all.
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What is broken can be fixed.
Insured, they can never die.
Socialized, they will live on....

They are the multiplicity
Of good capitalism/

If in a shattered mirror
See

Exponential suburbia

All the same
Subtle changes on the
Surface of pleasure

If the economy is healthy
They will continue to grow

From the self-ostracized shadows

I watch them walk out into the cold blindness.
Already they are beginning to feel-up
Whoever is closest to them,

Their lips drunkenly cradling

Lusty sale-pitches. They will get into cars.
They will drive to homes which look so alike,
To wives and beds and rooms

So alike

That they cannot be blamed if they make
The small transgressions of their class’ bliss.

I see herin them and I want to cry....

But she has already taken his name/

The great salesman, a man of her faith.

They bless the mezuzah on the threshold

And follow through.

Soon children will come and a larger house
With many guests their eyes will pass around,

But they will never see me again.

She will never say my name again.
Already she cannot recall the hour

I walked outside and lost my way
Pallid anemic hope of the lesser word.
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Agnostic and fleeting,

I remain the juvenile scholar,

The half-assed philosopher eating fast-food,
Imagining the average woman naked

And versatile,

The greater lesser man with his dogs

And his traveling case,

A wanderer’s identity slipping

From the show early

Before the creeps’ parade.
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Before The Dust

Best to be alone in this

Listening to the jackdaws of a skull-ravaged
Thesaurus,

Thinking of no particular aunts,

Dreaming of touching delicates on rain drenched
Clothes lines,

Having trouble once again looking at one side of

My face or the other,

Having trouble reciprocating with the sashays of
Tides

At the prom,

Building toy cabins like frontier castles underneath
The ceiling vans

Vacillating like smutty hallucinations over the

Come stains of

A vermilion carpet: gem-like beetles making another
Conquest through the house,

Six pillars standing out front like Mexican sisters
Who turned to look back.

Now there are Match-box cars in amidst the cenotaphs
Of pop-rockets,

And little girls who don't drive around here anymore,
Because they have all forgotten who they are-

And the sky is as colorless as a torn down movie theatre,
With all the beautiful people moving

On before the dust can burry them along.
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Before The Monstrous Cognoscente

Carried into the room

Outside the eyes lies all imperfection-
I should have never taken off my

Hat to step outside,

For soon the dog had killed the cat

In the geological guts of the rock garden,
Though almost inchoate my father
Came home for Easter

Trailing behind him the sad hopes

Of the waves’ Diaspora

And we siblings grew up failing

With the natural lips suckling
Nourishment from our fingertips:
Until we grew faintly anemic

To a downhill graveyard where

The new Cadillac’s park

And the living suffer in the structure
Of the inevitably departing-

Standing up

With eyes closed I can see

The world I left.

The way she looked back in high school,
Untouched and nicely stratified.

When I lie down alone

In a bed nothing yet knows me in

I can almost return to the time

Before the monstrous cognoscente
Isolated in the gardening before the apex
The fluid sky hoping in a pin wheeling
Sea of yet optimistic comets swimming
Inside the unawakened consciousness
Where yet defined my fortunes continue
Breathing in the unmalleable
Cornucopias of inner possibility.
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Before The Mountain Begins To Cry

This is a wound that an arrow cannot cut:

This is a sleepless place basking amidst the hills:
Where the young wolves drink

Forever from the throats of starling foals:

And then they are gone

In the moaning sunshine, where the fences lay
Down and naked,

And useless,

And the pools are so supple and shallow,

That you can dip half of your fingers

In and pull up a beautiful fish

Big enough for your lunch- and it is for awhile

A song,

And then into midnight it is a church,

With so many somber amusements and fallen trees
You have to step around:

And there is snow white in her glass coffin

Next to the spring my mother used to take me to
With the dogs; but you still have to figure

Out if you love me,

While the airplanes fill up the sky, as if

The wings of airplanes in a carnival of breathy
Gardens- as if incestual twins multiply
Perpetually,

And clouding over the final results that this doesn't
Have to be forever:

That just has to be in the print of this heartbeat
Before the mountain begins to cry.
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Before The Reaper Could Own Him

Do you realize even now, Kelly, that you are playing with

The Grim Reaper:

This savage scythe who will pretend to never touch the

Harvest of your legs until called upon,

But you have already awakened me; and if I am not beautiful,

I still come;

And I will eat your boat:

I will eat your canoe: I already know the way, and I write these
Things.

And I meet the president and congratulate him and then they

Put me on a coin but I don’t care,

And now all of these things are in a zoo, and maybe they think they've
Captured me but I don't care:

I am Houdini: I can set myself free, even if I don't know myself:
Even if your mother is a lesbian,

And there are all these free formed sharks in the sea:

I am not a beautiful man, Kelly;

But still you kissed me; but still I have this need to die:

Maybe I will awaken tomorrow and be the star suckling like a little
Scar from Sharon’s bosom,

And maybe I will be quieted for awhile, maybe I will be perfect for a
Moment in which you cant hope to know me,

And then I will steal your sister away to Mars and make to love
Her and infect you brain with forgetfulness so that you

Fall deep in love with you husband again:

Deep, deep in love like Briar Rabbit in the thorns he always wished
To be thrown in before the reaper could own him, own him.
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Before The Resilient Gazes Which Never Move

If you put me here,

Then this is where T'll live;

And workout,

And shave- And hang my things out

To dry.

I will be the only ant in his new mound

Across the canal,

Whistling industrious

Where all the tattered things from your
Brighter new homes are blown;

And I'll make créches out of the loosened
Things you have forgotten,

Or misplaced purposefully over here,

And though there will be no swimming pool,
No ancillary bath to sing with those white
Birds who are exhausted from their

Expensive habitats,

I will run my eyes with the minnows and
Plasticine toy boats sunken all the way

On my side of the canal:

It is a funny thing,

That they have made it this far in their voyages
To me,

Like scraps from a dictionary nobody has read,
And the first star for me appears under

My left eye,

But it isn’t a star at all,

And I have come to realize that there isn't life
Anywhere else,

No matter what the scientists suppose,

And there isn't anywhere real at all except

For where you have misplaced me,

And it is a beautiful world the conquistadors never
Awakened,

A song of the superior Chelonia basking in the
Deadfall before the resilient gazes which never move.
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Before The Zoetropes Of Cats

I like the sounds you make that I cannot hear,

I try to fathom your shadows like cats purring in the rain,

The pets who are not afraid and who are the queens of men:

And I have slept on your roof,

And skipped school to remember you, but the days do not

Get any easier,

Like the hard worlds like cairns on the bare naked mountains

Who summits always seem to slip away out of view:

But A-, you are here, and I know there

Are paths leading up to you that I can find,

And sometimes I can still smell you in my house, and remember
The appropriate verses to call you down from the sky,

And away from that faithless lovemaking you must be making even
Now in your house,

With your soul so far away from your body:

For she is here, looking over my shoulder,

And becoming my muse in this glow from the lights in the sky,

As the rain comes down through the street lights before the zoetropes
Of cats prowling and making love in the street.
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Before They Can Even Take Care To Step Aside

Empty alone in paganistic band-rooms;

But you know there is something about that
Which is not right,

Like these words the way they fret for me

In banished playgrounds overlooking the

Great lakes of catastrophe;

I should have bought a house, or told Diana

I loved her myself,

Sharon- but this is how it goes:

The people in wanton throws, picking up

Stray baseballs, the cats looking at them with
Glassy eyes- I suppose that like Mexicans,

They can really speak English,

Or they know so many ways through the weeping
Mangroves;

And I have done so much of this,

But what about time- what about recognition

And blue ribbons: Now main street is muddy,
And walks with her legs. She is going to the candy
Store, Sharon- with her husband, with her children;
Or she is going bowling,

While the mountains drool with all that lightning,
And put bullet holes into horses before they can
Even take care to step aside.
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Before You Fly Away

Ubiquitous, salty women

Tremulous through the highway of souls:

Why do I keep on doing this

For you,

Sweeping out the theatre no one attends.

Then at night,

I can be either man or woman for you;

I can be an airplane running with my dogs free-flowing
Through the woods.

I have no occupation, but for your love,

For it gives me summits and lightning in clear

Blue vases of sky;

And, didn’t you used to paint, long tongued-

Didn’t you used to own the high school of fire-drills and
Blonde boys, like me;

And I got drunk swilling ripple in bathrooms:

I could barely look at myself, but now I am almost
Beautiful;

And how many hands did you need to count your
Boyfriends, I don’t know;

I got lost one holiday driving out to the airplane club,
Thinking I should like to leap nearer where you

Live,

Where the greater men keep you in their gilded nimbus;
And how many children you’ve had by them,

Growing on vines in drunken ennui,

I don’t know- but would like to hold you in my hands for
Awhile, and revel in your crests and sloughs,

And tell you the names of hypothetical children I would
Like to have by you before you fly away.
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Beginning To Make Love

Inkless, I expose myself-

I am just a shell pressed to your lips:

Drink my flesh,

Gnaw on my elbow I toss to you

Like a bright hinge where all is naked

And living in yesterday on the dry rented

Lawn, in the deep aloe and the

Chain-link fence where the

Old neighbors are smoking and drinking

American beers distilled from

The smoke stacked refineries of Denver,

Letting the sun into them so they crinkle

Like a mouthful of raisins on old newspaper:

Let the waves caress you as you feed-

They would not be near enough to you,

Except that I am carrying them now with

My one remaining arm,

And setting them at your feet:

Where they wash you as Mary washed

Jesus and anointed him with frankincense and myrrh
Eat, eat.

Your eyes are so beautiful,

I wish that they were pearls, but then

They would not be so precious: Naked,

You are the dawn, and clothing you become

The dusk-

And you are the best thing I've seen all day,

Even brighter than the budding hibiscus next to

The old door to the trailer driven down from the north
Where I once lived-

I can see you getting restless and touching yourself,
But do not go away where you think

You must be- He can wait,

Remain with me now,

Even if you feel that you must look towards him....
From here we can smell the sea past the darkness of
The woods, and there is the failing light glinting

Off the small white skulls of forgotten animals
Across the canal that is made iridescent
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With the purple perfumes of oil and refuge,

The air above it blotched by a persistent pallet of
Gnat and mosquitoes:

Come closer now, and I will quiet these waves
Into a lull, and we can remain here and become the blur
Of shade, feel the day sliding off of us with

Its worry and light which reveals

What one might own:

Now in the quiet, everything is yours:

I am yours and I have brought the dusk unto you,
And in the time of transient dreams

I wish to kiss you only this once and

Never again

To bring on the crickets and the little lights,

As the clouds jumble the promises of rain,

And from the little house whose yard we’re now in
Comes the sounds of my parents

Beginning to make love.
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Behind The School

Teeter-totters behind the school and stewardesses
In the sky:

Reckless drivers newly busted underground,

And beneath them, conquistadors whose patinas
Bleed into a bed of restless

Indians,

And the still grinning sabers of cats:

And above that the universe, bright and spinning like
A firework that is still going off

Over all of those highways going back and forth
Between two seas,

Who are making their own rounds, great washing
Machines

And carnival rides with so many fish-

With Jupiter and Saturn in matrimony above and
All of their uncountable satellites of frozen

Seas and volcanoes

Wedding guests- but no where between them
And us a unicorn-

The imaginary creature, like our love, like

A turtle without a shell cannot exist in this world
Where both you and I are both separate and
Both real.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 198



Believing

All open and epitaphs to graveyards,

And now all of the dead waiting open mouthed

For the sparrows to sing,

Brightly and presumptive out from the mines,

While all of the time

I tried to love you, while even my dog or fox

Left off to panting-

And all of the sparrows curfewed while I went to

Kill your father or some other murdered,

And while all of the other bright nhumbers

Rubbed together and counted off to themselves;

And even though it was not even they who

Rubbed together and found new warmth in the boxcar:
And found new warmth altogether

Even though it was not that all the pretty birds sang together
In their bathing:

And even though it wasn’t so that the thieves all together
Founding what it was that they were saving:

It was that the sky was so yellow that it was

So beyond believing, even as the buses turned around,
As the trumpets echoed through the newest baths of sky
Upon whatever it was that they were believing.
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Believing In A Wife From Mexico

The song ends like this—don't you understand—
They don't open their lips again—

On their mascaraed of a parade, they go down into
The shrinking land,

Of mothers' lips and nursery rhymes—

Housewives in the nourishments of the feathers

Of their headdresses, go out into

Their front yards just so that they are observed by the
Sun—the forever voyeur—

Or for at least as long as they live—

Climbing those higher than high daises—

Drunken on the spirits of the denouements of

The earth—as the littlest of people follow their own
Personifications,

As the kings light off their retarded fireworks—
And until it is just a jungle of anybody's worth—
Spirits that flit light palm fronds above the earth—
Come down as dying wishes over

A Mexican fair—

Languishing in the bereavements of traffic jambs
In the everyday consternations of how life

Ever so happily brings you down.
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Bell Jar Of My Current Inventions

Venal breath marks on the tears of windows.

New air-conditions which cough like sad gentlemen

On your cheeks and perfumed neck,

But you can never see what they look like, and you

Are just about to go outside to first take in the weather
And then go to work;

The cypress trees are hung over, and would that they
Were filled with so many lost kites from little boys,

Like tiny little trinkets from the beach,

But they are not;

And this is your world, and it is not filled up with the
Beautiful joys that you have never thought of,

That I think about every day, that I put there all the same,
Crowding in the amusement, trying to cover you up

With festive cereus even though I haven’t beheld your
Liar’s frame in so many years,

To disavow who I am not to you, to smother a careless muse
In a bell jar of my current inventions.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 201



Belladonna Charade

This fever is from alcohol;

And I can't spell-

I am no samurai-

I have no code of honor, no greater ideology
Than to sneak out after midnight and

Kick my heels up on the swings;

And I wonder if alcohol makes me a lesser man,
Gives you a reason not to think of me;

Makes me gray:

Yes, I am dying- dying for you- dying for you

All alone, the spit of flower in the crook

Of the mountain’s bosom higher up than

Your head- you will never see the spot

Where I die: I will die, and my color will fade,
And my belladonna charade will wilt-

Not even your sister will pick me up,

If I choose to move nearer her;

And it is all wrong.

The alligators fart in the silt- and I never buy
New clothes- I never go to Disney World,

But I love you,

And why that is, I suppose, is because I have a spot
In me which likes to migrate nearer the beautiful
Highway which has your eyes,

Which is so long and dangerous and never-ending
Which is the moral of the sad fable,

I suppose.
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Bellefontaine

Midnight passes against me,

And Sara Teasdale sighs,

Her lips have touched the gloom again,

And the fairies of her eyes have dowsed their
Wings under the blankets of a breathless poem,

And on the street it snows a mile

Wide, but for the first time the lamplights
Glow, the new inventions an epiphany,
And she is but a child again, in the
Carriage slow,

And for once her soul should laugh

As it carries through the snow,

And though I should never look upon her

As her husband or lover so long before,

I might struggle into the ink-stained river which

Poured from out her door,

And lips so red that they made a garden of roses pale,
And mind so sharp that it made a phalanx of legionaries
Seem dull,

Though her throat be sunk in a graveyard,
And her luxuries given to wanton’s whim,
Her beauty is the endless ocean,

All lovers must baptize in.

Here she rests, I can see her now,

For her passions have blazed away the night,

And Chanticleer is crowing, and the thieves should

Run in fright,

And though my eyes should close, and my body become
So calm,

I can still hear her singing to me the melodies of

Her sweet psalm.

A religion of a subtler grace, and a chorus

Which burns and sings like coals,
And as the winters harshness approaches,
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Like waves leaping the hoary shoals,
To her singing I should cling to, like an affixed beam,
For there is the perfect avenue, the ever flowing stream.

Robert Rorabeck
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Bellefontaine Neighbors

I beat the Lord at his own game,
I snuck into the graveyard before my shift,

Saw the pawns but I let them live;

I kissed Sarah amidst the awful tulips,

And my aunt applauded and swung her hips.

I proceeded him blindly down into my crypt,

Where he lets me live;

And above it rained and the shadows moved in
Fawning and jubilant, playing bare naked games,

Paddy-caking and hop scotching the red faced tenements;

Sometimes I might hear them whistling feral when the day is
Particularly clear and the cemetery grass like follicles of

A bassoon’s ear brings it to me;

And the Lord just stands there knowing
That all the old masters are dead, and the city is held up

By liquor and inanimate dreams, and murder;
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And we are where we belong, just a little further down,
Under the quick-witted feet of ants, and the pullulations

Of the sweaty parade grounds;

And My Lord, what is he going to do about it?

Robert Rorabeck
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Bellies Of Rattlesnakes

Proud filters of cowboys and

Boyscouts moving the herds and mowing the yards,
Crushing scuppernongs into wine,

And watching the terrapin disappear, retracting their
Senses into a mossy rouse,

The cormorants down the rows from them like mailboxes
At the hair lips of caesuras,

As the gladness of overeager foams- and the girls

Ride the ponies far back into the storage rooms of
Orchards until they find each other kissing

Themselves and spilling over the

Variegated paper cuts that lay corrugated like nourishing
Crops upon which the fat and sated bellies of rattlesnakes
Make indistinguishable patterns,

As if the spilling of discarded foreskins or weathervanes
Through the anonymity of the loams.
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Belonged

I've cried upon the rusting shoulder-blades
Of the airplanes that

Are not here—

Going back and forth—

All a glow in the statutory hallucinations
Of a bivouacked—soldiered all together

Of a dream

Of a murder—

Words whom are rolling off an inebriated tongue—
A million miles and

On top of mountains—

Going, or trying to go,

Like rose bushes where they should have
Belonged-

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 208



Bending To The Lamplight

Going down the aisle into a fun world

Of rabbits in their favorite briars—recounting all of
The words I know and reusing them every night—
The world a geode on my shoulders—

And in its prisms, turning around—the beautiful
Junk of flea markets—and my muses who live on
The other side of the canal—

Tortoise in the soft sand planting her roe—

My mother weeping in the cathedral, nowhere else
To go—airplanes in the sky never touching down—
A king bending to the lamplight to reveal his thorny crown.

Robert Rorabeck
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Beneath

What will they say about your children

After they’'ve gotten onto the bus in the middle of
A sad rainstorm,

And you've driven off to sleep in some other bed
Than your husbands,

When the dogs are crying over the cats they cannot
Steal,

And the cats are mewing beneath the clocks

For the boys to come and step down the hidden
Corridors and down to the sea where

Some other maiden is waiting:

Some other maiden, as wonderful as the sea

Of a broken heart:

A woman who is not their mother- and she is not
You: they must take an airplane to reach her:
They must go over so many canals,

But eventually they will find her-

They will find her,

But then, they wonder, what they will do.

Robert Rorabeck
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Beneath All Of Us

You need to come home to me from the
Offensive legions:

Because this dusk has no eyes, and no
Juliet—

The airplanes cannot see by this, words
Underneath an overpass—

The cars pass seemingly like roses collecting
To the sea—

Each one being thrown away into

The grief of those caesuras—Ilike feral
Bosom s rising from the old phantoms—
Pantomimes of the storms

Trying to catch up to her, their hearts in
A lonely place trying to leap to breathe
From the city beneath the sea

Beneath all of us.
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Beneath My Trespassing Overpass

I like to run my fingers down your extra

Small ribs

When we were in bed together, when we weren't
Suppose to be,

Just to feel the little thefts that you have

Given me,

While your daughter slept her day away,

And your son burned things in the grass:

And your body moved so deep and brown, and moaning
Beneath my trespassing overpass.

Robert Rorabeck
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Beneath The Banking Snows

I told her,

“I'm the man who shot Jesse James.”
She said,

“Poetry don’t work on whores.”

Her lips moved as little as a virgin’s womb,
Early in the spring

In the young town

High in the furs before the snow.

The place doesn’t exist any more.
She said,

“You cut the head off a snake,

You can eat it,

But never become

As friendly as pigs.”

I told her,

"I have never seen such well shaped limbs.”
She said,

“You can move into me now,

But go away before I give birth,
Because I don’t want him

To know your name.”

I had already killed my friends.

I said,

“Now in your bedroom,

The omens promised bad luck,

Which moated and dungeoned him.”
Afterwards, I grew a beard

And walked away

Like a faded lance buried in the stream.
She grew into red dresses,

And hung around the child’s eyes,
Though never thinking to search
Beneath the banking snows.
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Beneath The Clocks

What will they say about your children

After they’'ve gotten onto the bus in the middle of
A sad rainstorm,

And you've driven off to sleep in some other bed
Than your husbands,

When the dogs are crying over the cats they cannot
Steal,

And the cats are mewing beneath the clocks

For the boys to come and step down the hidden
Corridors and down to the sea where

Some other maiden is waiting:

Some other maiden, as wonderful as the sea

Of a broken heart:

A woman who is not their mother- and she is not
You: they must take an airplane to reach her:
They must go over so many canals,

But eventually they will find her-

They will find her,

But then, they wonder, what they will do.
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Beneath The Footpaths Of The Mowed And Chiming
Grass

Gunfighters and dancers not knowing who they

Are,

And I kissed Alma inside of her car, while all of the graveyard
Waited,

And waited, because that is what we finally are:

Not giving a damn about the institutions of learning, or

Of the green bordellos,

And the colors of lovers who bleed like first graders practicing
Letters over the lines,

Spindling and sweating and making a mess:

What is left is the dimmest brightest things of us, who keep
In touch with the ghosts of stars:

And grow at the ends like glass blowing cenotaphs,

Who flute for the winds, and curl and succor and call

Out for seconds beneath the footpaths of the mowed and chiming
Grass.
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Beneath The Ground

The dog looked at me with eyes of

Happy oysters,

While the road was too busy going both ways:

And the barmaid slung the alcohol

Across both her brown and brindled

Shoulders:

Where is she now? Where has she fallen to?

Like a geode kicked out of school—

Like an unrecognizable park between two

Houses lost in the forest on the other side

Of the road—

The beavers build their dams between her

Breasts,

And the mountains weep their lactates

Beneath her eyes—

And comets are barrettes in her hair,

Speaking of the beautiful luxury bedding in

Her future:

I can tell her nothing: when I step outside,

I vanish in the sunlight—

And the traffic vanishes both ways in its individuated
Crowds:

Going somewhere to games and churches—

Little boys hold on to their delusions at the bottom of
The slope,

Like hypnotized chickens riding atop soft shelled
Turtles—the grave open to them at both ends—
Their ancestors in the amusements parks above the sky
And beneath the ground.
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Beneath The Haunted Lights Of Man

Horrors of character can be ascribed to nature,

And if you are eaten by wolfs,

Know that they only do this to feed their young,

And it is neither cruel nor gluttonous;

And they might howl over your bones then like some

Starry pale way post, and circle about in

A feral ritual, as they transcend, and

Pass down through such hoary valleys,

Where the dead float and whip like tattered flags of
Destroyed and scattered armies.

For, after they are gone there is no more crying,

And the only movement is from what the wind does
Through the crooks of barren trees, that which is a

Kind of an illusion, and overtime you should disappear
Entirely, spoken of no more by far away lovers,

As each wave bores into the earth, boring it through

A pinprick, as if a hole in an egg; until all these are perpetuated,
And woken up, and started over: and then the lights should
Flicker, and the doors should open, and all kinds of man
Made anew out of spittle and clay, and walking up from

The earth, from the Appalachians, as from all parts,

Go down from the forest, and from the valley, into the locis
Of civilizations, and weddings, and into supermarkets to
Buy those necessities which put more flesh onto the bone,
To fill in the hollows, the recesses, the valleys;

And gather together, forgetful, and indoors, paying no attention
To the vulpine patters, the hungry footsteps that go through
Temporarily abandoned parking lots on four legs,

Quickly and under such godless lights,

Open mouthed and fanged, but speaking not, as the wind guides
Them beneath the haunted lights of Man.
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Beneath The Horses

Grasses sweating beneath horses

That are standing asleep the night in my father’s
Pasture

My son’s grandparents having irrigated this day
On the other side of the planet:

Horses better known and

Better loved than me

Beneath alligator oak on the verge of the
Pasture,

Fat bellies painted by stolen moon light,

And about them dancing

Along the borders of the hill hides,

Pretending to crush the last of the misplaced
Arrowheads into diamonds,

Coyotes and elk

With minds constructed the same as

Peach pits—

And I am but the boy drinking the bottle

His feet dangling at the end of the house

At the edge of all of this,

somehow seeing a strange movement
Repeated,

Like a wild merry go round—

Like a card game in the hands of the elements.
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Beneath The Infinite Trees

A little bit of rum with my grape juice and

I'm feeling fine: I am a child actor with

So many girlfriends,

And paper snowflakes falling on my death scene.

My grandmother smiles,

There are stars on the Aristotelian popcorn

Behind my ceiling fan,

Plastic stewardesses on my folded airplanes,

A cat purring in my lap, little brown bunnies in the forest of
Cactus in mother’s rock garden,

Cars on blocks chock full of nudie magazines;

And in the yard, isn’t it Easter, and the snakes are

Laying colored eggs:

Girls who just learned to walk with painted nails

Are going to get their photographs with

Roman Polanski- Most important of all the it-girl

Is giving me falacio, trying to tell me the truth

But her mouth is full,

And I smile and pat her head- It feels as if I've eaten

A steak dinner, or written something very good,

And my soul is buzzing around its feeder, jumping out of

A body too vibrant to understand,

And there are all these tourists who have left off the foot ball
Game to come and see me next door to the otters eating
Their clams off the naked breasts and abdomens of
Housewives fresh from the mall,

All of us in a house so full that we know we should never
Be alone, even as the ghosts sing with the throats of empty
Swings down the hillside out front of our trail her home
Beneath the infinite trees.
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Beneath The Moon

Bountiful rainbows of blue glass going home,

Traveling with their rucksacks across the schools,
Saying their prayers otherwise:

Baseball diamonds silhouetted in the skies,

The Pegasus’s turning around,

Catching the wax from the sun that the light houses
Have been so studious for,

The waves pulverizing at their door; and my loves
Opened like letters before the sea,

Asking for love, but not asking me- They're bottles

Like cradles whose joys I have drunken,

Who sunburn in the yoke beaten by airplanes,

As the yellow slants through the stalks of green cathedrals,
And the little boys come, calling a hullabaloo,

While you can be seen but never touched through the
Ethereal transoms of your bedroom,

Blushing and brown hooded like a cobra so deliberately
Charmed by another man,

That I can only use my rope tricks to go above your locked
Doors,

And there sleep like a mountainous cat above your bed,
Alma, and beneath the moon.
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Beneath The Skies

Before days of empty pallets I toss these words like

Stones,

In empty classrooms where the girls have gone:

The have gone to sun in the green and Alma’s favorite color

With their preferred men,

And my world is left in the chicken yard to feed the ghosts,

Soft and blue, but whose colors our out of date,

Whose chances have faded too: but I remember them, like a

Virgin grotto in her dark and far unremembered eyes:

These are the placed that you lived in when you were young, Alma,
When mother and father sang you asleep in arid adobe

Or wherever it was you made your home near the thirsty creaks,
While I colored on my desks all alone Alma:

And when I drove by your house tonight Alma you were not home,
But you told me during lunch today that I should be quiet,

Because I having nothing to lose, while you have everything:

Yes, you are as rich and as many as the wildflowers in the Spring,
And I want to worship you and suckle you in the private estuaries of
Your shallowest of brown wells:

I want to paint your wish there spoken in the crepuscule of awakening
Pantomimes,

Where the wooden boys can believe and become real;

Alma, Alma- you are all the gold in my eyes, and I come awakened and
Moved, and I dance for you while the police put their colors

Like merry-go-rounds across the streets and beneath the skies.
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Beneath The Traffic Of The Stars

Life is full of failures

In a sky of light

And the hangman runs
Through the classroom

While the housewives stay

At home weeping

Before the jewel eyes

Of an alligator

Looking from his palace
Beneath the traffic of the stars.
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Beneath Your Effluvious Floating

If I killed organs for you, and to slowly

Seep out of this country and make it past all the

Round titted sphinxes,

Then would you consider me a warrior and unbutton
Your thorax:

You seem to be singing softly as pumice around the
Juicy oranges,

Protecting your breakfast:

Cadmium and chartreuse as the rule of the tiniest of
Deadliest serpents,

Spending your ankles in a cornfield silver feet off the
Earth,

The sun is glorious; and they are all talking about you,
Given up into the lilacs of happy meals,

Overturned in the soft shells of crepuscule,

Or in the vestibule of the church of counterintuitive,
When at night you go to bed in your favorite nooks,

Like a song bird snoring:

You've never even read but a single word, and thus you can
Go by happily over spilling,

Not knowing they were all written for you by the dictions
Of men who end up quite lesser beneath your effluvious floating.
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Beside Another Man

All the night is unreal; it has snuck up all of a sudden

Again and is pedaling its nocturnal fruit:

Of course the ghosts are dancing, as if diademing over my lonely
Head,

As I am remembering all the few days spent with Alma,

Casting our souls like nets across the silent green exposures

Of the world that is numbed to my desires

So now I even wonder if she can even feel it: that it is so strange
And necessary;

And I have built up every which way I can to be with her,

Even though our house is perfect and sings with the uncanny unisons;
And it makes me a pitiful man, when I am alone:

When I am here trying to partition myself away into the art,

A genie in a bottle in the woods underneath the reindeer

Who move so beautiful,

Or they never move at all, while the cataracts fall behind them,
Delusions with the tears of poor grammar,

And she falls asleep beside another man who she says will not even
Speak to her.
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Beside Forever

Now the quiet intrudes on the silence:

Bodies lay as restive as hummingbirds who have stopped
Breathing:

All of your offspring are lying beside you just as most

Of them will lie beside you in the ground somewhere

Where the sky is weepy;

And your mother is downtown kissing a fiancé;

And the place you used to live is up in weeds and rattlesnakes;
This is just my poem to you, something I promised myself
Against:

This bad habit, because I am ugly, and I am afraid that you
Once kissed me and afterwards went away forever:

And I don’t want you to read my poetry to you, because how
Can I take that back from you

When it will be and is even now someone else you will lie
Beside forever.
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Beside The Brink

A joy in the sweeping shallows, in the emptied
And broken throats that once used to hold

And thus pronounce diamonds:

A store of loitering thoughts

And manticores and unicorns and
Other stolen though immortal things:

Cannot you hear me breathing now,
So close and so lost there beside your schoolyard—
Quilled from the beautiful accoutrements:

Inebriated besides the banks of your forbearers
While your beautiful thoughts go shimmering
Like misplaced coins and wishes

Beside the brink.-
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Beside The Glade Of Vampires

In a little wood, beside the glade of
Vampires,

And blue faeries, up turned, flaming

Their waterfalls

For weddings of the passersby—

There lies the woman who makes the hills,
Her thies the weave of caesuras—

The moon a child of her bossom,

With airplanes and jets in her weedy hair
For barretts.
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Beside The Sea

What is the space underneath a swing set—

It seeming forever at leisure in the park beside the sea:
Underneath the sun in his days—

Becoming a fenced off illusion where the grass grows
Above the knees—

There was my childhood in no places good—

Finding a way of getting around her and climbing up her
To sit there like a bird in its nest,

Cradled in her arms, sucking upon her breast—

And now I drink liquor in some form of illusion—
Bizarre and orgastic,

As other children come home weeping—where

Are their mothers,

Who have for so long forgotten them—

And I see them forever leaving from our places

Beside the sea—
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Beth Law

They turned her into dust
Because they didn’t believe
She could survive-

She was their first daughter,
Conceived before the
Conservative renaissance,
But they had no faith

In her;

She could not live

Forever.

And it was cheaper to

Bury her

Like a kitten,

Or an infant crocodile,

In a shoe box rather

Than a coffin.

When she wakes up,
Like softly singing bees,
How will she tell them

What she knows....
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Better And More Glorious Men

I'm going to a wedding in Colorado,

Taking the highway which snakes up the plateau,

While in the west first rise the Sangre de Cristos and

Then the Front Range; there where all the dells

Are nestled waiting for tourists to come with

Skis and dollar bills after the first of the snows;

I went there when I was a child, and cradled in

My mother’s bosom as by the resounding basins;

And later on, scorned, I summited there alone,

And saw her spread infinite by ghostly wealth;

There are girls who sell wine I know from high school,

And I will salute them the same as the ones I used

To salute when I knew the alphabet of their homesteads
Riding the dependable bus into school;

And I will go until in my sister’s house, and then

The next day we will practice, and then the ceremony

Where she will change her name, if not her habits;

And, perhaps, when the strangers and relatives see me
There alike, they will think that he is wounded, so wounded,
And they will think that I should stay wounded still,

And I must, but if I were to show them pictures of Steinbeck,
They would agree that, yes, he was wounded, and Whitman,
If not wounded, queer, and Bukowski, yes, wounded, proud
Of it, then I should be justified and thus prove the theory

Of my relations with great men; and they would say,

Why then are you not also great, if you are so wounded,

But I should say not a thing, but walk down the aisle and
Take my place, and wait for my sister to be given away

By my father; and, yet, say not a thing, looking at them,
Knowing I am wounded when they never shall be, and

That is good, because not everyone should have to suffer so,
And then drive back down alongside the new homes of married
Women, grateful that they should not have to see me,

But should think of me still, subconsciously, along side better
And more glorious men.
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Better Princes Than These

Tenderness in the vagabond, going about his lost
Routines- in his ways to worship on

The side of the road- hunting for the shade with the
Panthers- waylaid from the tourists off

To busy in the storefronts of shells: like pollen who finds
Asphalt to kindle into-

Looking out at the passings by of the enthusiasm of
Housewives:

A stream of lottery pearled in skirts- their strange gills
Swim in the sooty alcohol by which they feed
Themselves despotic dreams;

And go about their ways, their suits getting dirtier,
Becoming even better princes than these.
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Better Suited Romoes

Recitations are fed up, engorged on the conifered
Wilderness,

Heady from all its echoes, but what can one sing

To the ears of no one who loves it;

And I will drive my car and let its wheels perambulate
Caracoling the great stony heart of this country-

I will go down into the great Precambrian jungles and

Steal their folklores,

And get stabbed in the eye over false gossip,

If I have to, but I will never let off dreaming about

You; and this is all I mean: You are a feather in my cap
When I am such a consumptive dandy,

No good at mathematics or teaching the social classes
Anything- Everything I do is but to puff myself up

Next to the bouncers and he-men you enjoy-

I know, because you buy their cartoons: and soon you
Shall be married and baring children,

And looking fine all strung out and humid beneath the
Palmettos, and if I could I would conduct all those waves
To cry out for me, to censure everything about you that
Wasn't concerned for my pity; and the air-condition is making
Me sick, and I bought a watch at the dollar store to keep time
About you, and I still look for you on campus, which

Is silly, because this is my new University and you are not
Here to serve me free beers, or to look anxiously beautiful
As you show your teeth, waiting for other romeos who
Shall enter that lacquered stage. Watch for them now, your
Barrel-chested Popeye’s,

Better suited romeos than I.
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Betting On Her Races

Then I will laugh at the old voices

Who seem to be coming out of

The radios in the basins of the mountains-

To the tourists, they are just the old heat

Of elbows or birds that once ate

Lunch around them, singing into their eyes

As if echoes of their own voices;

But now lighted out, spent from cars like

The off-giving love of gasoline,

To settle near the nipples of angelic cul-de-sacs,
To give aspens hallucinations,

Making them disrobe- that love is unspeakable
And ill rendered,

But beneath there is perfectly collected another
Gunfight- all the loud hurrahs of mom and

Pop heroes going out on the town again,

Or taking their ill perceived children

To another penny arcade- to buy whatever souvenirs
They have, or to ride the narrow gauge railroads-
When high over their shoulders,

Feral and Mongoloid,

Nubile headlines spilling from the cracked lips of
Geodes fingerprinted by grizzly bears,

And angels fully unclothed in sport, tossing liquid
Coins in each others hearts,

As the streams are running

Down her naked body,

Giving her throes, betting on her races.
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Between Her Overprised Pretzels And Cheap Bananas

I look like white Tennessee with

These scars on my face:

It's great, and it's gory: somehow through the
Appalachian gin fields the prettiest girl

These breathy atmospheres,

The punk idea of torrential butterflies thriving

Around in the constant migrations of her

Refrigerated dinner truck:

You could store bodies in her back seat:

And that is where I want to go when I die,

To be cut up in choices of cheap and worrisome meat,
To be tinkered through her caracoles through the

Bad parts of the neighborhood

Where there are very few white families left,

So that my eyes can stare at her sweet culito in pink
Sweat pants:

This Diana giving new definitions the functionality of
Female beauty;

She says with her eyes that she loves me,

For she stares at me for some time, and I always drink
Her chocolate milk even through heavy bouts of influenza;
It's like beating my head against a warhead-

This luscious Amazon: I have no greater wish than to be
Parceled out on her delicious slab and sold

Between her overpriced pretzels and cheap bananas.
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Between The Mangroves

Honeycombed in the loneliness of a swell diatribe,
My heart is half empty and a long

Ways from home-

And, if you've slept in all three of my beds,

How come you still have

A hard time kissing my mouth or holding

My hand-

And you still won't be here with me, as the ghosts
Float across the earth of tattered waves-

And it all seems like a golden coil of a serpent
Echoing- echoing over the wishes of

A sacrifice:

As the gravitational pull of a lonely satellite coaxes
The waves again over

Her exhausted body between the mangroves-
There seems to be a twist in the plot of her roots,
And a Barrett in her hair- snowshoe crabs

In her eyes-

As she remembers that her wishes are gone,

And this is how she spent her honeymoon-
Loneliness of a Ferris Wheel without any friends
And with nothing to believe in:

The no longer distant curl of death sneers her lip- as another
Woman has been making room in her house-

As her wishing wells are cleaned with bleach- and all of
Her penny candy stolen by kids on bicycles-

So her zoetrope doesn’t have to turn anymore-
The extinction of a species never thought about by
Television,

Like seahorses underneath the caesuras- or latchkey
Children underneath the monuments of

Another thing I don’t have time to forget anymore.
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Between The Sand Dollar Leaves

The day is good on Sunday before noon:

No church, no gunfights: I will just touch my troubled face
Again and then I'll drink,

I'll slug my buffoon while my starfish is not there:

I cut her in two like a paper cut in snowy weather beneath the
Migrating wings of commercial airplanes,

And she said her insouciant thrill, and did her insouciant thing:
And now she is in love with another lover according to her will
While I am closing on my first house on Wednesday,

Erin,

And if you still are heady from the bouquets of my swill,

Then I am still just as empty as the boys who build upon you,
Like a Disney World invading the reality of the sandy dunes,
Obscuring the pathway of greasy haired cougars,

And the key deer which flit

Like latchkey children playing games between the sand dollars leaves of
The coco plums.
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Between Work And Home

At my uncle’s fruit market

I told you your eyes were so dark and beautiful;

And you said that my eyes were also dark and beautiful,

And then I bagged for you for the rest of the afternoon,

And we seemed to reconcile

Even after you said we could only be friends even after

I had made love to you;

Alma- and now it appears as if I want to die,

But everyone does that anyway: because of you, I think I will
Go on forever,

Somewhere curled up in your shadow, forgotten but where

I must belong,

As your dark eyes make decisions down the road that is always waiting
For you to come and take its ribbons in your grasp

And travel its familiar and forlorn path back and forth
Between work and home.
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Bewitching Eyes

The sea and all its planes has not as many colors as your eyes;
Wines of uncertain ages and uncounted times-

Vineyards collected and stamped by cherubic

Paramours- they have put cool storms and tennis

Courts into your soul,

Windowed high-pitch songs which draws the sailors and

Purple tongued dogs

To the rocky shoals of your proof;

I just want to sleep beneath them,

Breathing the fumes of your pistils arisen;

What are you doing now, but kissing your French

Soldiers down their musket lines;

When did you come to this country so long before the trappers
Came after you; Or you leading them,

Words bent around the spores floating freely never quite

Written down; but my spry ancestors following your languid
Tremulousness: You have two breasts, one for the child,
Swinging, censer to your fire-brand, the other for my mind;

The spindles of these planets, like young lovers on a swing:

You are bitter sweet and I wonder how many men you have
Gone necking with at drive-in movies; and I wonder too, when

I will have my time: I will not give you up; I am quite lazy otherwise,
But I have heard your song; I have graduated from the same state
University as you, so we are brothers of a kind: A brother I love
Neither ubiquitously or plutonic, but I love you unrequited;

I am a petty soldier for you, and if times get tough I want you to
Feed me to your child- it s*cks titty that you haven't yet

Seen me looking in,

But that is all there is, my message of strange friendships harrowed
Back to life from the fangs of the dragon I have slain;

Because I have written so many things to you, hypnotized,

And put them into bottles and tossed them into the sea,

And slept beneath the windows of your hearth’s fire,

All of these the same colors as your bewitching eyes.
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Beyond My Window

Beyond my window

The sky blooms in a voluminous garden

The sun attends,

And there my childhood goes wandering

In the thick forest of nebulous—

There is no time on me

And there are no scars—

Gravity is a funny thing that still spins

Like a top in the palm of my hand.....

My heart is not lost in a panting jungle

Of her red fingernails and long, curling locks,

Like chains made of unbreakable feathers,

For now she stalks me without even thinking about it,
A filmy poltergeist doing her life

Five states away near where the East Ocean breathes.
She eats its salts every day and doesn’t even think about it,
The way the world tastes inside of her....

Inside me, she is the romantic acid

Spurting through my soul, taking turns with time

And gravity to bed decay in me....

My house quakes with her and I am coming down,
Though beyond my window

Where the sun gallops, my childhood still plays.
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Beyond The Veil

All the fish who seem more beautiful in the rain,

Running silently,

Leaping in the shallow rivers, just know that you are

Coming soon,

From the rush of pantheisms they are waking up;

For that is the weather you disappeared in,

With your daughter, and your ship never came up;

The quaint little voyage of tourisms, see what trouble it

Got you into, and now there is no more discovery,

No more quarrelling or worrying over travel expenses;

Now it seems as if the fish that you new are yellow

And despondent, and where they are really going is always

A mystery;

It still hurts to look into most mirrors, and the world is almost
Dead since you disappeared down that seemingly tranquil
Avenue,

Leading your daughter down toward the tourisms that had
Made your rich; but it is easier like this:

I can get up in the morning and go about feeding my gray cats,
And don’t have to worry about hurting the feelings of my

Ferris Wheel gold fish;

Or that I might wake you up, or see you across the shimmering
News, or the other worlds of the canal, since I know that you
Are gone, and your husband has gone on to his other ways.
Don't think that I don’t keep on trying for you now;

Your river remains so cold, for I take its temperature every day,
But my chicken coop is full, and my dogs are well groomed,
And we lie together listening to the digestions of interstate
Traffic, keeping up with the news, thinking all together with our
Ready senses how empty it all is, the misfortunes of the world,
The re-animations of the disbelieving orchard,

Not understanding how its best muse could pass beyond the veil.
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Bicycles Stolen From Their Own Children

You sit down next to

Me and we

Watch the boys loading
Trucks-

They were half donkeys
Anyways-

And as the sun rose

Their ears

Grew-

Some of the dissapeared
With houswives

From view-

Lost mothers who insisted
Their freckles were
Birthmarks

But kissed them anyways-
And played hooky from work
And gave them

Bicycles

Stolen from their own children.
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Bight By Bight

Where are you? My heart is cold and un-pure:

I will like it to stop before I got to the top of the apex

Of the house which should be ours- Erin?

You don't care- I am a terribly asymmetrical boy,

And the money I should have by the end of the year is

Of no account:

I just want to put you into my car and drive as fast as

I can out into the wildlife preserve to show you what
History I can find,

Because here is where my parents fed the elephants the
Extra lettuce heads when they were only teenagers:

Now it is almost all stampeded, and I shouldn’t know if

I am cute are not: and who have you been spreading our
Pedals for- who have you let steal your bicycle time and
Time again- and I am really, really not doing very good,
Even if I've buried the witch under the blown out candles,

I didn’t really give her much of a chance:

And all of you girls are so beautiful- Kick up your legs

For death, show him what you’ve got, and put your children
Out before you like presents on a satanic Christmas,

Show him what he might else take before you;

But he will come none the less, sucking in all that light- all the
Skating waffish wishes;

And the moon will stare down, like a policeman out on his
Watch speaking Spanish to himself,

Too afraid to come, even as death consumes you with his heavy
Uninsured teeth, bight by bight by bight by bight....
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Bikini Atoll

We make love in upright coffins:

The sun protrudes and harasses the skeletons
Of the day like umbilical hernia,

As the students sweat to and fro from their
Portable classrooms:

Their teachers carrying books they don’t cherish
Anymore,

Like exlovers sent like paper airplanes across
The canals.

The weather vanes kick start, as the albino alligators
Fart in their zoos underneath the flight paths of
Stewardesses who are passing through
Perpetually with the bronze wings of their

Pilots on their boisterous minds.

They wonder if they wonder if they will reach
The newfound beds of their destinations on
Time- as the cocks crow from England,

And monsters rise in the early morning hours
Of a disastrous Japan.
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Bildungsroman

I do not know how to love her properly;

My mind sparks words that have no fear,

The heart-strung knights

Who leap upon the world. Like entrepreneurs,
They push back the devilish borders

Of scaled and undulating beasts

Who have a taste for virgins;

But alone at night I hear

Myself crying,

While the wide world creeks

Like the bowels of an empty ship,

Utter less, adrift at sea;

I don’t know the mathematics to control her.
I can find no direction in the stars which
Churn above in briary paths which only

Lead me deeper in.

Set adrift on a drunken ship who is my master,
I can only cry out madly to her safe on shore.
A paraplegic traveler, I am stung

By the great beauties and terrors

Of the deep world;

As she sometimes turns me on,

Laughing at the show.

Not knowing how very close to death I am,
She enjoys a shack and then

Turns to give a salted-buttery kiss

To a casual lover.
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Billy The Kid

And so we spoke of the time of angels—

And Shanghai became the kind of quiet that you can barely
Hear:

Translucency of echoes that come on winged carriages
That take me to another place:

To graveyards above Sara Teasdale,

And to imagined perfections where my words can

Stand on there own,

Coming inside so many warm libraries,

Like birthing trinkets inside cemetaries, to transform

The into amusement parks:

See in this little lot of dust, some kind of poetry is

Also formed—a dust devil delights in the opened palms of
Star fish and dances for awhile

Besides the barren canal, and the over turned carriages
That conceal the bones and rosy cemetaries of

Billy The Kid.
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Birds Of Paradise

I'm tired of bicycles,

The still tinsels of spokes;

How she rode away her ass an

Apple, bobbing, a carnival game:

It wasn't even drunk,

Like pumping coins

Along the asphalt river of all

Those immaculate green lawns,

The sprinklers spitting water.

Lazy husbands come out after high school,
Kiss their long haired sons who

Go down underwater to role-play

In the sleep that forever comes like
Seahorses in popular spotlights,

And mermaids who striptease and jaywalk,
Eat fried chicken until they become just

As greasy and grinning after midnight,

Pet the sleepless cat, and then steal a

Piece of chocolate cake from the birthday
They will celebrate after daylight;
Short-changed, they will wear paper crowns,
And laughing at the dress code, they

Will fire their popguns smoking into the
Rumba of ceiling fans, swig Champaign
From chocolate eggs, then sit restless

And cross-legged, as the living room spins,
Watch their youngest cousin color out of
The lines in a long list of super-heroes,

Clap and play toy guitars, as their eyes
Look up, imaging they have crossed the borders
Into Spain, and that there are rain clouds
In the rafters, where grandmother swims
Laughing, waiting to see her young husband
Step foreword and propose more cake,

And alligators sit watching the sun on patios
And tennis courts, supposing in languid
Torpidity that it is all mostly true,

As the young boys swam in the chlorine
Stitches of the vanity club, never supposing
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Who they might marry once

They toweled off and, dry once again,
Grew up impressively,

And moved away to other green yards,
Both beautiful and sad,

Where newer mermaids swam, distant
Sisters to the others mentioned in passing,
As they jaywalk, awakening the dinner
Party from the symbolist’s ennui,

And the beat-red lobsters jumped down
From buttery bibs, clicking their

Claws all the way again into the waves,
Like hip-necked troubadours, and other
Nonsense;

They joined the stewardesses serving cranberry
Juice and gin on the red eye,

The last flight of a poet going to sleep.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 247



Birds On A Wire

They make love in the east, but they

Sh! t where they eat;

While I play baseball alone, a dusty boy

With a cap and scars; it is not easy to laugh,

But convenient:

Matzo balls, gefilte fish, potato latkes:

They have two stomachs, a synagogue,

And a pool that sparkles like Herod’s spit:

I went to school to be close to her, and didn't

Try for an occupation, so now I can feel myself

Sing with or without rain:

I am the chief of my own nation,

Though it is so very sad I didn't listen to the
Doorbell’s warning, and the way her eyes swung

Like censers around newfound men:

I loved a girl named Sharon, and jogged around her
Hood, but she shook her head and farted,

Said, “Oh no, this will do no good, ” because she

Was to me like Clint Eastwood, and I didn't

Even know her, and she wasn’t altogether sure,

But one day she will wake up and walk outside her door,
And let us go with her down to the lilting barrooms,
And sit beside her like a piece of a dream,

And watch her bosom whip up something sweet while
Her boyfriends play games of darts, and the fire crackles
The way it does when it ends empires outside,

And the city rolls out its red bricked ghetto the way I've
Seen it do, and the lovers swim in pestilence,
Gnawing each others salt from the bone, until
Pinpricks of children are shot into the flume, and then
Ignited like gasoline, an entire field on fire,

And we will all sing together, all in neatly rows,

All just like birds on a wire....
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Birds Who Will Never Fly Again

Out front in the houses of hibiscus,

The rain engorges like chariots; and I touch myself,

And I bleed- I want some of it to be beautiful;

And I want it to be published,

But this is just how the nights proceed like careless enterprises
Way up in the space of what they proceed;

And the traffic doesn’t care where it is not going,

Back and forth like a beautiful gown;

Can't it even see that it is dying, that its words and paint

Jobs are ugly;

And how does he fill filibuster your mouth,

And why don’t you have children yet if you are so beautiful,
While I buy pornography to fulfill myself;

And I wonder yet how you were wounded, after you lost

Your virginity to guitar playing spikenard;

I wonder yet how you have become who you are,

And yet you are weeping deep, deep in the crepuscule of those
Yards who aren’t even yet who you are,

Wounded like birds who will never fly again....
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Birthday Of My Latest Muse

Lamplight like the soft mother of a zoetrope

Looking out into that yard busily mowed during the day

Now vacated save for the lizard and the lazing

Hummingbirds: but across the street, and stacked around

The bluer dunes, such a thing:

A unicorn has made his nest in the tree—

Like a sailor on the mast of the very tallest of Australian

Pines:

What he is doing up there, but pretending to be a look out,
Trying to figure out when the birthday of my latest muse will be.
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Birthday On The Keys

Sleep entails smoking hideous white,

Getting married in a horn of a snail, reclining
To the green zinc coffins stamped up the hill,
The mad processions recalling your little sisters
Moribund- Almost beautiful forever asleep:

My sad confessions to the since dead priest:

I've been trying to emulate Rimbaud, the evil young
Boy; and I've been lying-

I've been looking at the back of her neck, and smoking
Inadequate things beside the musseled viaduct of

My crimes:

And if she is a lawyer, she is still beautiful:

As petit and beautiful as her onyx-banged crimes of
High school: And she has since gone and married

A fair haired lover,

And they keep a dog without any cages,

And let him dig frivolously down beside the sea:

Where, I suppose she’s never seen my mermaid weeping,
Even though I hear rumors she still weeps twice weekly for
The boy I was,

For my promised suicides, my dry-wall abusements;

And the sweet innocents, as the jaybirds sing I still

Can’t drive a clutch:

I still don’t have a yard: Though, my mother’s cut my

Hair: Its turned gray. Crow’s feet and apoplexy shirk my looks,
But it won't stop me from going back to school:

I'll skip out to sing with weep-some lions;

I'll feed them my same head; and the alligators, I'll

Cry for them

Just the same as the punch lines for sincere young crocodiles

All in a swampy chorus line underneath the blush armpits

Of Bromeliad Tillandsia, where I once stole a nudy magazine,

And went back to the excruciating hotel room and stared longingly into
Your eyes who were still so young and human and having a birthday
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On the keys.
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Birthday Presents

A joy that they taught themselves while they
Were folding airplanes,

And their mothers slept upon the other side of the
Canal-

Now how did they get here themselves, I wonder-
But the sugar cane burns,

And the song birds sing- they light up the candles
In the heads of the mine,

As the brave men go down to kill the witches

And dragons, and to dig you up birthday presents
That you pray they never find.
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Birthday Wishes, Of Course

Tired rooms in opulent boredom,

And today I drove through the Zuni nation:

Our tax dollars had bought for them a hash of
Repetitious houses,

And I thought of you: Oh, Erin,

My flower of evil, as I ate sweetened popcorn
And drank guava nectar,

And dreamed up new dire novels of incest and
Witches,

And waited to get all the way home into these
High brushes to get drunk safely and to think

Of you;

And Monday is your birthday,

And all the boys know the road courses of your
Flesh,

And I am just doing this to put myself to sleep,
To sate on the fermented sugar cane what you
Would not give to me,

That you would not settle down upon my bed
And bare my name and your breasts,

Because even now I am sick and I am dying,
And the day is long and hung over the canals like
Dirty folded sheets of laundry,

And the blue gills are eaten by the alligators,

And the fallen cypress don’t lead but to no where,
And I've said I love you, Erin,

But no one reads this anymore,

And the seasons are obsolete where I used to find
You in, the feverish pornography of junked cars,
And no one gives a damn,

When the words are mortal and not fully hung;
And I've already said I loved you,

But my pitch went foul and you were too beautiful
To swing, and waited with baited breath for a
Better artist and friend chiseled at the usual gym,
Blowing out your candle with his tongue,

Knowing which way you come,

And the words I've told you,

You couldn’t possibly care to know.
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Biting The Hand Of A Beautifully Careless Master

Dogs can do as only dogs can do,

Just as man does as only he knows-

He prays to the mother starship, or he picks

Apples down south in neat and tidy rows;

He makes love, panting, tongue lolling on

Her salt-water belly-

Keen to the pungent swelter, decorated

By the persistently winged blueness,

All twisted up in a sweet-fire pose;

And god knows that raising a family takes

A lot of money, but I've had enough of this

Bullsh! t- Seeing fire-engine red everywhere

I look,

When I'm supposed to be colorblind-

This is why, so scarred in the forest of my night,

I almost killed myself when I told you I loved

You and there was no answer,

Just the persistent crickets in the darkness,

Which is as good as nothing; I almost starved myself,
Became another ghost inside my truck with

A dead battery- The same one I've had since high school,
The same one I once picked you up from your royal
House, with its rain-soaked cathedrals;

but you don’t remember; Now all of

This goes away, painfully leaping like an

Illegitimate fairytale right out of the stain-glass of
Our irrefutable belief: I've gotten a new lease on life,
Buried those precious bones of you where I can’t
Remember, I've bitten the hand of such a beautifully
Careless master,

Like tearing a wing off an awful butterfly,

auburn eyed and drunken lipped,

She went swaying with her fraternity of pirates,
Leaving in her titillating wedding gown, gently whistling
But me unfed, though now better realized,

My tail is wagging, for I am the brand new four-
Legged man, now leaping through

These neat and tidy rows,

Fetching only for his own knowledge as it ripens,
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Weighing down the spry boughs until it becomes
Very easily enjoyed.

Robert Rorabeck
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Black Cat And The Ruby Birthstone

Put away that sun:

What is she doing now,

Crawling through the cupboards?

Painting her lips after some midnight hour,

Erasing the sums of the daylight:

Does she think that I still love her

When she knows that without a doubt I still do?
What could she be doing now that she’s graduated?
Is she trying on his tweed eyes,

Bighting his pipe in her intelligent teeth?

Filling the bath with bubbles and joining her dogs?
What could she be doing now

Since she’s worried back home after midnight,

And stubbed her toe on some stoned toad?

Should she be caring that I'm curious,

Curious, curious like a cat on her fence

Scenting her tasseled bicycle in the little hours that I live?
Knowing that I'm just a boy stashed away in some
High mountain, but when I come down I'll be a man
With his pockets full of cash, running around

With his dogs- with sophisticated streaks of gray
And his hands full of firecrackers?

Could she even remember what direction I'll be
Coming around whistling away the clouds, tapping
My feet like a dancer feeding the hungering reindeer:
I should call her, but she’ll be busy eating and
Playing with her Atari. Maybe she’ll be a cockroach
Now that she’s graduated, completely unexpected
Except by flaunting Russian authors:

What is she doing now? I don’t have an answer,

But certainly she is at the open graves dancing,

And laying out the flowers, preparing for the early unions,
Forecasting: Either there will be sun or foul weather,
But I don’t know- She is a roller coaster,

A fortune-teller of relaxing aqueducts and the lilies
Which grow there, like murals of the minds of young
Women floating patiently for their princes,

And I am just a cat pacing the stone shoreline,
Curious but too timid to swim out and taste her....
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Blackbeard

You were my fiancé

And I loved your cleav-ge
Milky in the phosphorescent
Hiss of kerosene lights

Burning like a fuse

So close to your flesh

But the night when Blackbeard
Came in, you swooned

You left me and straddled

Him at the bar

And served him

Rum the color of sunset
Dripping from the inlet

of your breas$ts

Shallow waters where

His black lips swam

And you let yourself drip

Down his long unruly beard
That frightened the men

And tickled the women

And all the lights turned out

In my head

Like a ship sinking,

Cut on the rocks,

I turned very grim

I resolved to kill the pirate,
But when I came up to him,
Fists clenched, face set,

He just chuckled heartily

In a motion like a drunken sea,
He twisted around and gave me
The boot

And made you laugh and squeal
When he pinched your flesh
And kissed your cheeks

He sent me rolling out with
The other artisans

Into the humid salt air of

The night exhaled from the sea-
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I made to go back in

but my brothers held me back-

When I looked, you were already
Topless your flesh open to

The famous pirate who only

A week before had capture the

Port of Charleston-

You were so impressed,

You undid your self for him

And slid like a salacious mermaid
Between his thighs-

Completely devastated,

I went across the street to

The Dry Bean

I got drunk on cheap rum

And crawled down to the docks

To drown myself,

But I fell asleep instead.

In the morning the gulls flying
Through sunlight awoke me

And there you were

Walking in Blackbeard’s arms to

The Queen Anne’s Revenge

Your eyes were hostages in love

And so pressed against his body,

His unruly black beard fell in your
Blouse, coarse hair scraping against
Your softness,

And I knew then that night before
That he had had you many times
Slippery from rum and coconut butter,
Feeling you like the steerage of a new
Vessel

Though you had said to me with a kiss
That you were saving your womanhood
For the night we were wed-

The hung-over sunlight of that new
Terrible day showed me how you had
Changed for him in love,

A devilish cutthroat who had plundered
You out from under me-

I did not stay to watch the ceremony
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On his ship

I went right away to get drunk

And then I went and signed up for

The Queen’s Navy,

But my brothers told me he did marry

You that day on that ship, and then he slipped
Into you, making you swoon as he took
You to his private quarters

He made love to you for two weeks in port
Only to leave you compromised,

In a needing position,

Stranded, immobile,

Helpless and weeping as you watched him go
Did he promise to come back for you some day,
To steal you away once more?

Your belly crawling with his ba$tard

Seed

I suppose you broke down then,

Tore at yourself and meant to heave yourself
Into the natural force of the sea,

But the other whores pulled you back,
Though they were weeping too

To see their captain leave

Word around Nassau was you

Came looking for me, a far second

When only weeks before I'd been your first,
Wanting me back

But I had joined the naval forces

Under Governor Rogers

Whose sworn purpose was to hunt down
And garret Blackbeard

They gave me new clothes and a pistol
They ordered me into a new life which

I gladly took, since you’'d

Destroyed the one I left with your frivolity

I became a sailor in Her Majesty’s

Armada,

My heart pierced from you infidelity

From your one lasting night with him

My eyes a stormy birth

I left your needing for the sea

Chasing after the man who had forever
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Stolen you away from me for two week’s game,
For the rest of my life,

Hurricanes, my wrath,

I would end your love for him and stop

His for you with a bullet plugging his heart

I would take his scalp and go home to show
You and his child the prize I had made myself
From your cheating,

but when I came

To his frigate he shot us down with cannon
Bucks from his broadsides,

And I nearly drowned,

Sinking to the coral deeps

With your anchor chained about my middle,
When I emerged I was a ghost,

Fretful, destroyed, I threw down the

Badges of my past

Hearing Blackbeard’s laughter,

I walked far inland away from your sea.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blackman’s Backbone

Best to let yourself go so far to where it doesn’t matter;
If you shoot your sister in the eye, make sure she’s good and shattered:

To avoid the gossiping repercussions,

The steadily swelling lines queued up for holidays,
The way your lovers looked you in the eyes,
before they looked their other ways;

And if you must go to where there are celebrated days,
Then turn you back and go down the easement of yesterday:
Down to the teal basements dredged out by demiurge,
Better to gather the poisonous boughs and sprigs

In the venomous cenotaphs that foundation in the dirt

Than to swell up all the higher riding caesuras of spit and flirt
Where children are uncorked and braided from unsealed sorts of
Domesticated climates,

Like secrets spilled from the backyards of flirts and firemen;

And if you were to see from the fiery window that woman
Supposed to be your wife cleaning dishes in another man’s kitchen,

Smiling so finely out the window, know then too that she’s been

Told to buy those things by which she might be more finely censored;
And the girl she once knew has flown so near the forest that she is
Not herself to mention, but a twitter tattered in the branches,

Better to do your penmanship by unacknowledged midnight,

To sough your friends in furrows under the red lights of the Martian influence,
And to call them rightly when they develop fully bodied out of circumstance
And leap upon one another in a regalia of unclothed pugilists;

To kiss and slap them bleeding in the painful cuts of such a friendly
reminiscence;

Or if this is not the thing to do, well at least you get the gist of it.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blame

Blame causes the sun to fall from the sky—
He is in love with someone else.

The sky is his wife whom he does not love—
She has gone shopping leaving him

To the suicide—

The bosom of the sea is his muse,

What gentle allusions she gives him,
Showing off the jewelry she pretends to
Steal from the thieving moon—

The night proceeds over their love making,
The messenger of blind men

That raids over the university with the dawn,
Or other places nearby where I look up,
Pretending to see you in, the cool air

Filled with the valentines of vampires—

Or whatever delusions that leak like the runaways
Outside of theatres—in the avenues of

The casualties' soldiers, and in each wave

A vanished kingdom that crashes

Against the playgrounds of her bosom

As they descend once again into the marriages of
Evermore.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blanket Of Laughter

Dandelions have nothing to say

As the wind puckers and blows them
In the meadow,

The Diasporas of springtime,

Lovers on a honeymoon,

Kids on a fieldtrip—

Trapped unfairly as car doors open,
Some die airconditioned—

Umbrellas over a sea of grass

In no time at all float a mere eternity.
The sea is so green

Upon her verdant eyes;

Some sit in the shadows cusped

In Buddha’s palm,

They grow crimson yellow

In the blanket of laughter.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blessed Ablutions

The light happened on the kid in his time:

The class stood up and listened to their named and

Then brushed their heart to the flag,

And I eventually and for evermore fell away, and started
Thinking of you quite depressingly:

My wick so full of tears it would never light, so I

Just sat right there alongside the mother lode of beetles
And listened to the ripples of airplanes in the grass:

It was a sad show like guts of a three ring tent that all of
The animals have left;

And when the summer rain blew across the school yard,

It carried your eulogy to me as if on the wings of a

Really champion paper airplane,

Even though you had taken so many lovers as to have your
Good smells rubbed off you: and you had finally settled
Like an exhausted tourist down in the apathetic bosom of
The Grand Canyon,

And got married just to have something to sustain yourself on
While you wondered aimlessly,

Though I have already forgiven you and even dug you

A grotto where the waves come in and crowd the pews of limestone
Where my cannons sit with the make believe crocodiles
Like true believers waiting for the day hikes of your body
To give them blessed ablutions in your penultimate flesh.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blessed At By Fireworks

Repeated as the day consumes- wildfires trying to

Kiss hot air balloons:

Words on an uneasy stage, unicorns overused:

My parents on the highest parapets being kissed at by
The incarcerated waves,

And every day is beautiful for the beautiful slaves:
Wounded, but charging up the hill-

The beautiful boys will go to fight one last time:

They will go to fight whomever they will,

Until the ticket booth is even closed, and the even shows
Its evening shows,

And ticks off its monarchs into the west, passing from

Our America, being blessed at by fireworks,

And being drowned again into a Spanish forest-

Sunken like leaves in coital metamorphosis- what do these
Fine acolytes say as they talk to themselves:

What do their little minds rehearse for a lifetime of a day:
Being tossed to the arboreal gutter like paper corsages:
Never going to taste the lips of her prom,

But savaged there, made to court in the dusk, shadows-
As beautiful as the illusions of roses to the dead prostitutes
Anonymous beneath the old fort for tourists- they lay;

The waves rush an anarchy- their bouquets an illusion of
Bones eaten by wingless horses,

While the tourist can only rise up and think about in their
Ungodly cathedrals of what they must be having for breakfast.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blessed By Seahorses

Impossible fume this heart

Reading new lines—sweating— sweating—

Blessed by seahorses

And things that don't go so well with the light of
Day—

The windowless room swings above the

Labyrinths into which we will finally be going home:
And a Mexican rides my bicycle to the supermarket
Tonight—

You who I can no longer write poems for—

You who no longer reads my poems.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blind As The Music From The Holidays

What do katydids do when they whistle in the

Grass,

Naked and anew and metamorphosed as the airplanes
Fly past:

I have not learned the words for what they do—

I fold paper airplanes and light of

Roman candles and wait for you:

The traffic sounds just as distant as the lions yawning,
As the traffic enfolds suburbia,

As the sun goes to rest—

All day long, truant, hapless—a terrible infant lost

In his canoe—

I have tried calling to towards me—down from

The mountains—diminutive crescendo

Above tree line—

Where the stones speak of angels—

And the gods step in their nudity—

All throughout my childhood, I have wanted you down
From there—

Tried to figure you in my neighborhood—

Tried picturing you in my mother's naked aspects—
And sometimes when it rained,

Even pictured you inside the hallucinatory confines

Of a car—taking off your clothes to get warm,

Lying in a bed of foxes and reindeer—

Your eyes as blind as the music from the holidays that
Cannot hear.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blindest Gold

I've tromped upon the blindest gold.

I've made myself into a fist,

And grasped her as I was told,

The angel hidden high up in that clasp:
She smiled and drove away with her kids;
But you will not see what I have told,

I've tromped upon the blindest gold.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blinding A Better Man With Your Kiss

Reading too much Walden to have a jubilee:

Thoughts about that lake just go on and on, but it's

Not a pretty lady; it's not sex, and I skip chapters,

And I would have a hard time summarizing: I bight

My cheek- I wonder if spiders have scars, like these
Walls, these villages with legs, and dimly lit eyes

For windows: Walking up some hill, walking down:
Walking, walking: I read Of Walking In Ice,

The window is slightly opened, like a cracked shell

No one is home, so intrude, but it is cold inside

And on into dreams the letters continue; they have been
Crossed out, corrected. Remarried, they parade. I am

In the middle of a great rainstorm; it never rains,

And I breathe in these newly painted motes where ghosts
Should walk. I walk underneath the ancient pillars for
Railroads. The grass is mowed here. There is a quarry
Fenced off. I don’t believe in my parents anymore, though
They sometimes call: They've always had it in for me-
That two headed monster in their bed I should never go
Back to. The horses have killed the trees, and if I slip
Away it will be to the other side of the Mississippi,

To culture and slavery again- Postbellum promises of
Better fairytales just in the vicinity where you are blinding
A better man with your kiss.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blindness's Feast

Bats sleep upside down
Sacked into the moist air in the womb of a cave.

You sleep horizontally, I imagine west to east
In accordance with your street-

Unaware of the gentle lull coming from

The waves of the ocean-

And the creatures trapped there in,
The mythologies they could not pretend to know in school-

Awakened blindly, the sun as a guest upon your shoulder,
You are guided by the awareness available to you-

Sirens increase the volumes of the atmosphere,
Traffic roils as fish-

Progressing in a haze of comingling shelters,
Artistries are crucified into religions

Houses molt or burn down-

A market of insects happens in a flash
That is eaten by a cloud of wings:

As a maggot on a beautiful rose remembers the earth:
A womb furrowed by roots-
A school yard that is in essence a grave carved

From a once unmolested orchard-

As blindness prepares a feast, so dines the wetted
Snouts of such a romance.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blissful Bigotry

To mention you

Without knowing you

Is a bigotry-

For you have sensitive ears
And missing ancestors,

And nightmares in your sleep,
So do us all- My dear,

Though we are not allowed to weep.

When I come calling

In my distant sport,
Perambulating in the mad gardens,
Please do not be afraid,

But look up from where you sit,
And offer me your eyes,

And feel me on your lips,

But do not stand up

And come towards me,

What shame!

To mention you is bigotry,

For I do not know your name.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blissfully Across

Parks are chirping in sweat:

Parks with mist in their swings-

They don’t ever have to worry about getting home,

Or having strange men mine coal from

Their bosoms;

But they sigh underneath the reprobate mountains;

And there are already so many stewardesses on their
Swings serving drinks,

Tourists in their lees waiting to get married

Through the open corridors and the perfumes of

Unabashed skyways;

And I don’t know what I am saying,

Because I am not a pilot- It has been some years since

I've been to Colorado:

Colorado,

The breasted centipedes, I want to hike your legs:

I want to get going up and up past the things the venal muses
Should only sing,

To eat my ham and cheese up above tree line,

To not have to worry about the suspecting eyes over my body,
To enjoy my scars above the faces of the world

Where everything is a light air vertigo,

Where angels cut clean,

Where all the birthstones grow: If you are my muse,

I'll meet you there in the clouds of make-believe,

And above the trains.

Otherwise I don’t know what I am doing,

And I am just a liar who made you believe the sky is coming
Down blissfully across your bare naked shoulders.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blistered In Your Carnival

Over the eyes of the stomping

City,

I bought you pearls and then set out across
The waves to marry a witch

Who lived on a Christmas tree

Floating in the center of

Forever:

I wanted her to take my head- and to

Take my lips,

And put carnivorous wings in a

Masquerade over my eyes:

And this is what she did,

And this is what she is going to do;

But you are still right there,

Softly blistered in your carnival, wondering
Which boy you can cheat with

Next, as the blazing contraptions flow

Like electronic dinosaurs in a wilderness

Of unstemmed traffics that just goes on and on
And back and forth.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 276



Blistering Of The Hot Brigade

A blistering of the hot brigade

Makes youngish girls swoon and kiss and

Gasp for love in the sweltering shade—

Their eyes hung over from mad delight

From the houses they have fled

To the meetings of each other at the end of

A starry metamorphosis:

As they kiss, the horses kiss too—puckering

Across the fences speckled from the shade of

The apple orchard—but soon they will

Be off again: girls riding to the sea or the sky,

To become mermaids or stewardesses—

Who once held our hearts like throbbing pomegranates
In the créche of their fingers—and we might

Swear to ourselves that they loved us,

But they loved one another all the more—

As they disappear from our eyes holding one another in theirs.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blond-Headed Solar Flare (Or Until The Cows Come
Home)

Vibrant green acrobats who touch my lips

At the end of their Catholic censer- and

Then pool away just as gleeful as sunbirds:

And if you think that is sweet,

You've never read Baudelaire,

Baudeliare- anoint his feet with ambergris

And valentines: Stick fat pedaled to the créche

Where the immaculate brat is sucking with the

Cerulean diamond ants at the end of the pool,

And Jordan’s sister is taking it off: Like a pornographic
Raven in love with the grateful dead-

And the lawnmower breaks off the steal horned cenotaph
Of some prehistoric Pedro or Don Juan:

And you don’t want anything to do with me,

Except to put me up on the shelf of your bull pen,
Raisin eyed: I don’t even think you like having sex with
Mortal men; and I don’t want anything to do with you,
And I laugh at you from the sun-splintered roof of

My genetic truancies, all my flares taking off at once,
Hoping to be saved by a blue shift, by prettier girls from
Saturn: So spit in your tin and ring your bells until the cows
Come home,

If you read me but not Baudelaire; it’s all you're worth,
Blond-headed solar flare.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blossoming In The Emptiness

Daylight unifying us as our bodies
Move- this species

And its baseball, the failures of my words:
The empty cadences of a busy hall-
The grass in the sunlight moving as she
Whispers:

The soft fall of sunlight perfuming our
Senses,

As we continue to desire blossoming in
The emptiness-

And further off mountains and forests
And the nomenclatures of the beauties
We are too deaf to describe.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blue Collar Schizophrenias

If I could live forever somehow

Rectified as a psalm,

It really wouldn't matter that all my

Best friends are dogs,

And that my latest complexions scribble worry

On my belly,

The stillbirth of my isolated karmas,

And that my poetic images are really not

Much more than blue collar

Schizophrenias:

I love you, I love you-

Isn’t that what I was supposed to sing,

To pull up next to her and rev these engines,

To put my eyes on the cherry sport of her
Jogging legs:

Her name is Erin, and sometimes there are

Storm clouds in the afternoon,

Which wet the equine bodies between the trees,
And I should have my own house sometime

Soon after July 4th,

Where I will begin to daydream beneath the
Stain-glass alders of a new classroom;

And isn’t that absolutely strange: That I should
Be thirty-one and going back to school

For a Ph.D. in Saint Louis, Missouri; and how long
Should I make it before they call me out,

And smell the cheap liquors on my breath,

And find out that I can barely even spell,

That I might be the real reason for the holocaust;
But these lines aren’t nearly even publishable-
They are the sad infatuations I've carried on since
Junior high- They are cheap grape soda the fox
Drinks, plump bellied under the broken school bus-
They are her eyes carving caracoles

Like pulling tricks through the despotic cumulus
Over the thorny heads of the grinning reptiles:
This is my thing, my little sport of lines casting into
The freeway’s river: and her name is Erin,

And this is all about her, even as the traffic crowds
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And better faces turn to meet hers: These lines

I remember,

And recite just as one of my ancestors getting off
The boat under the burning torch of

Lady Liberty in New York Harbor- Only but the
Freedom of alliterate; and yet I boastfully remember,
Riding a new bicycle through the distended ghettos
Of the reawakened suburbia,

My chief lines- Her name is Erin,

And I am cheaply drunk, but it is love.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blue Eyes Crying In The Rain

I love you, but you don't weep like

Extinguishing amphibians in the car port,

So azure underneath the burnished stars,

And I don’t need new clothes;

And I don’t need a dog tag- It's you I want-

You my war, to piss stain cops,

To show my parents a real good time,

The Satanists- the beautiful cesarean crutches
Who would never have surmounted without me,
And yet they refrain:

And I want to show you fireworks and superhero
Powers,

And green stars and lamps and holidays I haven't
Yet the willpower to explain;

And if you haven't yet loved me,

Don’t answer- the flower is delicate between the tresses
And the leaping airplanes;

If there is a god, then I will see you again....

Robert Rorabeck
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Blue Faucet

I am killing myself for evil causes.

Like the rest of it, I often wonder
Who the boss is,

But don’t we get the just of it,
Especially when we're lit,
High flying, agnostic,

I wanted to love her, but she was already
Wearing my closet:

The dogs are circling the bush,
Or they are making a deposit:

I wish to god I was on an airplane being
Entertained by a stewardess,

As we leap together, mostly inebriate,
Over the inextinguishably

Blue faucet.

Robert Rorabeck
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Blue Omen

I'm going to kick his ass,

The blue general with the feathered hat;

The bootlegger who keeps you in his silk tent,

Like a giant cocoon on the green prairie,

A stash of alcohol with all those lips and legs,

The new campaign over spilling Manifest Destiny;

Because your c*nt makes me woozy.

Never mind the crown of diabolical Indians

Thorning this vermilion canyon;

And the imported swans bloated in the river’s urine:

They will find us in their time,

And line their satchels with our eastern skulls,

And say we are now the new fetishes

For then there will be no telling us apart,

What was yours now is mine once was his.

Even now they are slinking amidst the fluted reeds

To where the willows bow, like giant ants,

The segmented torso and sunlight, the hybrids

Of men and wild horses and the spotless sunlight:

This is the novel territory we meant to invade,

Though halfway to the ocean is nowhere at all;

The Spanish ghosts are even now spilling from the dunes,
Their ancient rusting heads trapped shut and echoing:

A line of festering insects pontiffied and crossed,

The claustrophobic dolls and neurotic tortoises.

Will I find you there if there is still time,

Nude and bathing in his luxurious decanters:

Filigreed by all the stolen opulence, a transient gem,

An exotic still-life, like the ones half buried in invaded museums:
You legs the knobby trunks for my arachnidan fingers to saunter:
You lips the bulbous muscles of nectared aphrodisia,

The clever metamorphosis we could give our souls,

Before the savage war cry rents the breathing walls,

And tears our organs into meals:

Too late we have learned to fly, an apparent metamorphosis
Of coital enjambment hazardly punctuated with his blue ostrich

Feather perched like an hilarious omen at the foot of the bloody bed.
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Blue One

Your children are the most important things,

I know not even college is important,

At least not right now:

And now where will you live, as neither of us are
Getting along with our

Father, Alma,

While Saturn and all of her rings flicker and wink for
Unicorns,

As I do for you, Alma; and I am just turning away for
A moment to bury a nail,

To kiss a wink,

But when I am through I want to nod my head underneath
Your seat:

I want to sit for a very long while with you,

Alma,

And hold your hand under the roof of your car as the
Sky starts and finishes its rain,

Just like in the ways that we used to do,

While the candles leapt like little boys over their beds,
As I shared a blue one for a moment of you.
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Blue Windmills

Red fountains

Over blue windmills

And then there be

Cadmium swans burning into
Vermillion swans-

Won't you see how they change,
How they awaken for us like
Fireworks spewing their two minute
Guts

In the frantic dance of their life
Crying sparks over all of those things
That seem to want to change,
Turning around frantically,

But never changing-

And thus living while they live,

As we- those swans

Become those things that were

For them.
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Blueberries

Salient solution in Ganymede’s

Ablution;

I have been up and down the Grand Canyon,

Up and down

Three times, brushing against her side,

And candy canes and rainbows-

Lonely men doing lonely jigs in between the bars
Of their favorite barbershop cemetery;

And I don’t know if I want to wake up tomorrow
Here in the clandestine halls of nothing at all;
And I wanted to ask Kelly, as a friend,

If she thought I was not insignificantly beautiful,
But I thought she should really like to lie to me;
And I thought they would all always like to lie
To me,

Going back and forth across the blue jay

Colored rug, where all the eggs had cracked into the
Scribbles of shallow water estuaries;

And her favorite color is blue berries:

Her favorite color is always blueberries.
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Blued Kindergarten

If you know that the nights fall hard on

The spikenard monuments, then you know nothing but

Your letters and of footballs

That the balls are round, the oranges orange:

And America is beautiful, while my muse has come so far

Across the hills and the plateaus

But this is not her country: she is just trying to make money to
Survive:

And that is how she loves me; because she has never yet been taught
How not to love me;

This muse, my Alma: my last and fatal and beautiful thing:

I hope, like a firework, to reach up and find her,

And spill into her unison all of the boats of my milk,

And into her the other words I cannot even hope to find,

But which she deserves that I should find,

And so for her I go out searching before the mailman and through the
Yards where the cars are still at home

For the beautiful reasons that come up through the

Early jubilance of daylight, transforming, and turning around

In metamorphosis across the gardens where all of the pornographies
Who are so like her, but who are none like her,

As if in a blued kindergarten, keep on lingering and linger

Like misallocated statuaries holding their breaths.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 289



Blueprints To The Banshee

I cleaned myself in the shower

And thought of the sea upset by

The hurricanes cast outward from god,
I followed the blueprints to the
Banshee-

To where the rocks part in the
Unreachable kiss of two things always
Moving away,

In that isolated throat where there

Is autumn,

And she is always there, her

Breasts the twin mounds where Rome
Was founded in the dropping twilight
Where her pups play and nip amidst the
Shoals of the falling ocean around
The tree that is also falling,
Phosphorescent leaves the

Crippled angels of dreams for her,
Shot and clipped they surrender into
The pools,

Waiting around my feet

As I stare into her across the

Gulf of the dying storm that is

Wildly blowing eastward and

Away.
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Boarders

There are people in their rooms

Above my wilting head.

As my thoughts shed like tiny fireballs

From the horse’s ears in a lightning storm;

Their voices are colorful vowels,

Like birds singing, like Rimbaud’s

Poetry in the perfect juxtapositions of

Pretty sounding things laid vulnerably

On silver platters—

There is an azure maiden peeing

In a opal vase filled with gladiolas

The little crippled boy picked from the

Newly painted graveyard where all

The dead soldiers are sleeping—

There are people talking in their

Separate rooms above my head,

As a Red Indian walks into a bar and

Trades his mustang for a bottle of sour whiskey—
Outside, an electrified snowstorm is falling

On Alaskan pastures, and fiery snowflakes

Prick themselves on barbed wire fences,

Like candles offering delicate flames—

From the window, a murdered woman screams
Purple threats, as she is backed up

By the whippoorwill’s peppermint trills on

The vermillion steeple—

Listening, the dying man takes off his boots

And then follows his brother’s shadow,

Because a phantom has promised him a

Bag of cunning gold he hid in the quietest

Snow covered meadow

Where frostbite waits in hoary amethyst furrows,
Where the den of amber foxes sleep

Mortally exhausted, their skeletons half exposed,
Like anemic waitresses flirting with time

And customers,

The sounds of her bare feet crunching the
Frozen pasture as she moves from table to table,
The angelic specter in black violet tassels
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Serving them the cold bulbs of winter’s divine
Harvest the dead man’s brother made love into her,
As far above, people laughed boisterously

In their separate rooms.
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Boca Raton

Nothing ties me down:

I am loosed into the world.
Strangers come out of straw shacks
With used knifes

And say hello—

Single women I once sat next to
Are getting married,

As I continue digging deeper,

My hole.

The land is a planet of

Gargantuan size, I crash landed into:
Between me muder’s thighs—

My father is a golden Sheriff
Marching down the street—
Whistling, he struts and

His feet rattle ready warning....

There are rich females swimming

In the concreted watering holes their
Husbands dug for them.

Like fine yards, they are well owned,

Manicured, trimmed and blossoming....

Amarillo panthers

Fine yellow jackets,
Belly-fat, abdomens pulsing,
Circle around them,

The invisible instruments
The immaculate watchmen
Sleep in the webs of

The green lady palms

To this the sea shushes

As the traffic continues

As lines of hungry soldiers,
Silver-gilled mercenaries,

The carriages for the middle of
The line aliens
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Imbibe imported gasolines

Proceeding across the land,

The ready suntanned herd:

Forages, the city’s latest generation,
Bulking at the slightest thing:
Herbivores, land-owners,
Hypocrites,

Exonerated murderers....
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Bodies And Parts

I only slept two hours last night,

And in that time dreams of you filled me up—
Your legs which scissor in a blur of liquid sun,
Your eyes that take off from your incredulous face
To land on my ruddy shoulders

To sing like opera stars who bat their

Lashes at me, corpulent premodonas I feed

Bread crumbs to until they are tamed and become
My faithful satellites, circling one after the other,
Petit versions of Phobos and Demos—

I have you in my head, and little ten year

Old bits of you are stuck between my ivories. I leave you there,
So once in awhile a vintage sliver becomes dislodged

And I can taste that part of you before it goes down,

The bouquet of a rose petal shed from your eye

As you bent down to tie your shoe, and I saw your

Cleavage and pocketed what I could, so when

You looked up I smiled sheepishly before pointing

Out something random—

Did you hear I'm likely getting published? Over

In England I may become quite famous, but I worry
You've come to some serious trouble without me

There to cloth you. You can’t rely on anyone else

But me. I will send you a bouquet of daises to cheer you
Up and a first edition, and if I see you we’ll shake hands.
If you allow me to grin like a sheep, then I will allow
You to grin like a wolf, and in our mouths’ parting
Gestures, the precursor to the devour, we shall begin....

Yet maybe it’s that you've fallen in love

With a dashing young professor of antiquity and

Even now he’s driving you through the drive-thru

For a burger and coke with love in his eyes and his pen
In all those scholarly journals with titles that circulate
The world several times before running out of gas,

And acidic essays which peel the skin right off the eyes.
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If that's the case, I see you’'ve found me out for the hack

I am, Plato plus one chromosome, and the only thing to do
Is to get in line at the hardware store and try to shoplift

A big axe to chop down a tree in your path, to hold you

Up for a little while, so I can return your flowers from my
Throat, to give back that not so old kiss you once gave my
Neck.
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Bologna And Bougqets

Yes, you are looking beautiful, dear,

But I'm just here to buy my groceries;

And when at night, I run my laps and grade

Those papers, I might think about you,

And the way you looked grabbing each thing

With your painted nails like bruised Easter eggs;

I suppose, the way your eyes were winged like
Bawdy butterflies, I might have told you I'd

Been published quite drolly, and then when you'd
Made love to the everyday boyfriend, I'd come
Upon you like an asymmetrical headache, and

That little silken brush I gave, what passed between
Us besides our commerce, I could not say;

I am in my studio with my dogs, and a slight fever,
And it rains outside engorging the pool, who too

Is hungry for lovers. Thus across the weedy fence,
Frat boys fart and light off fireworks, and a stray
Hound is stuck between the rought iron of the cemetery’s
Gate. I don’t know, but beautiful blonds are already
Trying on outfits for Halloween, and it isn’t yet
April. Do you work on Sundays? I don’t care,

For I've just come for my bologha and bouquets.
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Bones Of Swingsets And Conquistadors

Understand that silence is better than this,

Translated from the German,

Or the hummingbird- and grandparents are passing
Away:

Working class soda jerks standing outside of

Glass windows up here on the bluffs above the great
Mississippi,

And Mark Twain was down there but we didn’t see
Him;

And the greater and lesser professors parlayed,

And I went on campus and stole a novel, something

I couldn’t write for the life of me;

While I was gone my dogs got into an argument:
They almost ate each other,

Starting at either end; and it's a long ways to Christmas:
No so long to Halloween.

They put a hole in the air mattress,

Now we all get to sleep on the floor, our working class
Dreams: big cities,

Bones of swing sets and conquistadors in the desert.
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Boniface Shadows

Boniface sanitariums, oh how I love you-

People who are in the next room over,

Live in a different world than I;

Sometimes the shadows turn like playgrounds,
Prehensile- Shushabye- Shushabye say the scars
Peeking in the sleek corners,

While outside what a world moves,

On long, gunning legs go by:

Young things move through a green space some
Darned gods molested into being just to

Captivate their truancies- Oh look at them go,

Not real enough to touch,

Fingers fall through them like steam rising-

Their thighs are steam highlighted by great blushing
Landscaping; but if they are dead then so

Am my- Mighty steam track trains coil through the
City- they’ve eaten everything, yet they still seem to
Be moving,

Shushabye, shushabye goes these trains through the
City of trains,

And her legs running like water over a place they never
Saw;

Down in stony clutch where other birds gather,

And I drive by as slowly as I can, slow enough to keep
A butterfly- but it is never enough: and then

On and on, never to see them again, but oh their lips,
As if the cradles for the ears of little children, sing:
Shush-a-bye, shush-a-bye
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Bonnie And Me

You could say to

Go on changing the
Deputy’s plans

And we could continue
Fooling with the law,

But I am riddled with
Bullets and

Growing tired.

The Hudson is out of

Gas down in the valley
Under the oak tree,

And you are seeing

Other men—

You say you don’t remember
Where you buried the
Money,

But that’s a swell new

Dress you’'re wearing.

I don’t want you to swear to
It on your mother.

Now come here close to

Me and lets kiss, so

I can feel the warmth of
Your cheek,

And hear your heartbeat
Fast and reckless

From the cocaine;

But, listen, I hear it going
Away,

Like a car’s engine,
Receding like the tide, as
The sea lifts up her skirts and
Begins to follow a new sun—
I'll just lie down here

In the front seat and

Stain the upholstery with
My final breaths,

As you steal my gun

And run on.
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Books By Dante Alighieri (Censored)

Somnambulists cutting hair with sexual charm

Walked into the student barber shop on 13th St.,

Across the blackface cops raise taxes in the ghetto,

Say I look like a writer: I, look like a writer, shooting range
So Huck Finn drifts down the river, Jim

Stop me before I piss in the street.

One night I got all drunk over you,

I got all drunk over you and went back to her-

There is a yellow studio apartment in the 2nd story:

I don't live there anymore; She is married

Under the oaks with one headlight out,

Because I didn't resist their badge’s lavender authority-
But I only do cursive with my d-k out on the handlebar,
And then its all in Old English allegory:

Because the opal virgins are on their way,

The Green Knight's mistress gives me a girdle

To save my neck, accepting I lose the challenge:

I'm no good at French, though

I wouldn’t turn down a rimbaudian kiss.

Doing liberal arts, the red queen is naked bare breast

And solving coital arithmetic with an associate professor,
Also not her husband, though a suave card player-

At the top floor of the library, there is a living dictionary
Then the University is the abandoned prairie- 12: 01

With the Indians out, sterile: the game is fixed- chickenpox:
Extinct, everyone is going to the planetarium, the widow

Is left over from holding her breath,

And the healthy young carnivores are learning business
With pie chart shooting off middle-class trajectories-

She might be standing under the network-lights

Tentacle the Church, as if she wanted to get hitched-

I see her now whenever I go out,

She permeated the horizon, an unknown chemical element
Fulfilling the atmosphere’s solution: all persevere,

I jogged all night for her, I jogged all night for her,

And now I go through hell: at the end the devil’'s windmill
A trifecta of betrayals in his mouth: Judas, Brutus, and Cassius,
Amen- In the seventh concentricity there is a forest of suicides.
If you break a branch, the dead girl’s soul with child
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Scream out and escape, spilling something valuable:

On the hills in winter walks Augustus Caesar

Though we must not now hesitate, runaway

For Virgil has a woman’s soft hand, and your pre-Socratic face.
He has told me behind the greatest evil, there is a

Way out. There is a way out, but first down the crimson hall,
The straight track breaching the school, the fast night
Where the children are deciding

Between books and sex, all night the faces swim,

Who they will be with the rest of their lives

Will not be the one they're with:

So their bankrupt parents can't complain

And there is only one way out,

And there is only one way out

Hanging with the wolves on the green

After the football game.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 303



Books Of History

She had a silver moon cusped in her bosom,

Like a second hand trinket traded

At the flea market:

Or was it blue. I meant to ask her,

But she wouldn't talk to me,

How she rippled in the waves the baseball

Players and giants wept for her:

The basins they watch her in, her nudity

An insouciant television show which just ripples:

And I see her from outside the window,

The curtains blowing like negligee.

And I am out on that yard, but I don’t belong,

And I cannot hear her speaking,

But her lips move with the homeopathy of

Shrunken mollusks, move like the whispered thoughts
Of gravity: I could knock on her door,

But not enter there, her home the shell which clouds
The bay where the conquistadors disappeared

From the books of history.
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Boothill

Now the words are thrown out

Ashes of the dead beloved to scatter

From where the breathing look

Across the desert atmosphere.

Here, where petals soon come to wilt

After the crowds of distant families

Disperse, the words lay thirstily

Upon their backs with open throats,

Waiting for the generosity of the

Universal bartender, but it does

Not rain for them. They are laid

In the row of tombstones jutting

From the jaws of Boothill,

And their ghosts do not speak to them,

The way their mothers once did when

They were still young and learning their voice.
They are the empty center of this town

Which moves the way ants do— never away

From their work, the forgotten dreams

And ancestors their unattended to garden,
Beautiful bones that once displayed lips

left to scatter by the

Elements, the cold things, the only

Things that bother to brush them,

Scraping away the entirety of their meaning,

Until they are caught up in the earth

And twisted under the boots of the workers,

The only things to remain, marching, accounting to
The government, and the words, the unblemished
Memories that once touched the fingertips of lovers
Lay barren and muted, scattered upon their dry hill.
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Boreal

Through their anemic wonderings
The family drives by the

Real unicorn on their way

To Disney World-

There, above the power lines,
Is a yellow kite bobbing

That will never know again
The tug of the human hand-

From the east,

The sea is vulgarly lapping

The shore like a beast for affection,
And her eyes

And her eyes turn away

To him,

In the red bricked garden

Where professors tell stories

Just before nap time in kindergarten-

They sleep together

Nuzzled by their dogs in another world:
Contented to see no more,

She drifts away into the soft matrimony

Never to be thought of again,
The way our eyes hit like
Light surviving from two ends of

An impossible forest.
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Bosom Of Humid Secrets

Jesus- blasphemy this disease,

Here I am out cursing underneath the beautiful
Trees:

Every evening doing this while the greater public
Shoots off to baseball games;

Watch my mouth, feed my dogs, and pray,

Tell god about who I loved today-

Stewardesses served me drinks, and showed

Me leg,

But it was all but a necessary game; they were
Just hungry, they had children and wolf pups

To feed-

They lactated their honeys for dimes and jobs:

All sorts of jobs, the women undressed beneath
The eaves,

Getting suited up for better offices,

Skipping across the canal, the underworld,

The pornography molting in the junkyard under the
Chirping overhang of Australian Pines and palm
Trees-

Lots of changes with meaning: blue birds out in
The open, the storms, the hurricanes, the sugar canes
Burning; and if it is beautiful, then it is real and the
Wildlife worth feeding,

To steal and show to god and let run across the
Green carpet where you’ve been quietly bleeding,
Waiting for me to come home from the show

With your bosom of humid secrets waiting.
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Boston, Massachusetts

I happen to be real and in the pains of my immaterial zed novels

I birth the stillborn beliefs of my sterile beauty and religious

Beliefs;

But for tonight, Alma, I kissed the lips of my broken Virgin of Guadalupe
And it rained

And I wanted to bring you fireworks: the fires arced over the emasculated
Sea as you sank into his arms:

And the grass grew up around your house and above its roofs the sororities
Of clouds basked:

While you never made it up the steep avenues to college:

You never even got out of high school in Mexico, but you are still someone’s
Favorite student, even if she wasn’t a good teacher:

And now I am doing all of this as my irreconcilable failure,

Remembering how girls once loved me, and how I held you last Thursday
And led you to my bedroom and undressed you:

Your feet are so small, Alma, and I weigh twice as much as you;

And you have never been to Colorado, even though you claim to have
Take a plane all the way up to

Boston, Massachusetts.
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Both Of My Hungriest Arms

Yes,

This night whispers up and down into

The shadows of love makers,

And even the lights of the windows are dimmed

Behind the palms;

And it is really beautiful, and I don't

Even feel qualified enough to tell you how beautiful

It is,

But it is as beautiful as the one armed woman with
The pretty face shopping for palm trees I knew
Nothing about:

I was just standing there in a slice of sun out

Amongst the Dominican pottery thinking

Of Sharon,

Because she made pottery in

High school,

And she even tried to trap me in art class,

While even then I was all about hiding one side

Of my face or the

Other from beautiful Sharon,

Thinking that I could run so far away from there,

And the woman pulled around

And smiled so brightly and so demure,

Her eyes wanting me to keep looking into her eyes

As she motioned outside the van

That she was just showing her husband what beautiful changes
We'd already made to the place,

And when my eyes fell down to her missing limb,

As I guess she knew that they must,

I wondered if her soul diminished a little, and ran away
Too:

For her hand was clearly missing, though it made

Her no less beautiful;

And I wonder if that is how you might think of me,
Considering all that I have which has gone missing like
Bits of knights cut from the round table to go
Searching for your sweetly everlasting liquors in high basins and
Aeries,

Far from the trains and the systems, like the words from my stolen
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Liquors I send out every night using the
Advantage of both of my hungriest arms.
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Both Of These Things

Peeks clouded in ennui: I don’t even think they

Could even be real,

As schools are closing, and teachers are going on vacation,

But eventually all of it clears and maybe I can make love to

You again:

Alma, maybe I can write the lines that will keep my love burning

For you forever:

And you’ll never even have to go to Washington DC,

Because as they start out they will begin building all of the monuments
Right around you,

And the lifeguards will baptize you and you will make love down where
The truants smoke in the high velocity sea

Over which even the most steely of airplanes seem like wishful feathers,
Because I love you, Alma, and you are beautiful,

And both of these things will always be....
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Both Our Virgin And Our Mary

My hats are off in support for the congratulations of

This country:

And to the forts who have been saved, or who have been conquered
Brawling in giant squares which dwarf the tenements

And the trailer parks with their brisk fires and

Cauldrons of beers:

But I have stolen my hats anyways during the Mondays when we
Were all right here,

Waiting knee deep in the torpid estuaries of semi permeable
Fairytales- with our knuckles

Clenched around the tangles of mangroves and jungled fairies
Through the torn down wall

Where even our best men were defeated by your dimpled brown
Breasts who'd hiked so far from Mexico,

Your fingers the forks of snakes curling through the water breaks

As they tasted the vines of our hearts:

And reach up, tore us down like weeds, as the overeager wind

Tares down the tents over fireworks:

Making us work doubly wearied, so that we could only come home

To you, just as with what happens to unrequited beauty at the
Summit of gravity:

Baring our muscled forearms and our wind milled tattoos,

Admitting to you that we were your day laborers, and the whippoorwill
Songs from our throats were not contrary- and on waterparks

We had walked for you, as if coming down from the parks of soft hills,
Seeing your soul through your unmarried chest:

Alma- For you were the only woman for us: both our virgin and our Mary.
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Bottom Of The Bottomless Sea

Torpedoes in twilight

With the mosquito biplanes,

And the polygamies of ire- the spotter

Marked the Bismarck, and you were over

That like a galloping cloud, a nimbus of ill refute,

Riding high a kilter on the steed with a Florida

License plate,

The busy parks where failing lawyers dine,

The initial casualties who got us caught up in this

Kind war- The sun cuts a dividing line across

The mellowing yard, as if to say it is now your

Time to step forward, to disembark from your

Virginity, to lay down your maidenhead at supper;
Thus, you performed well for your distended family,

Of which you swelled out from the infected wound,

The vermilion spore at first beautiful like a beam,
Though steadily more irksome and unsettling,

A condition of unfettered laughter barking in the
Parking lot as the footsteps approach the room;

The spotter marked the Bismarck, the greatest ship

Of its century, but the trusty sopwith with its discerning
Eye dropped the charge towards its belly;

Skipping waves, dripping with the semen of its advance,
And sunk the powderkeged behemoth like an apoplectic
Bloom, a harem of gasoline, and the young German didn't
Even have a chance,

But he is still storming through his life sleeping at the
Bottom of the overpass

At the bottom of the bottomless sea.
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Boudoir's Memory

Pocket words,
A thimble full of fruit:

The cross is strong and well held still
By the eyes of heavy weight tourists:

I haven't been to that town for years,
Nor the Spanish, nor the British;

Bu they owned it once,
And I owned it too, and write letters
To its waves through my scars,

And the women who work there serving
Lunch, fluffing bedrooms for little girls:

I have written about them south of them.
I have written about them northwest of them,

But east is the sea and it is too grand to write,
Too verbose in ferality: a thousand legions of cheerleaders
And sororities, and all those flavors of that crush;

They comb there as if trapped in a boudoir’'s memory,
And wet and swim in scissor cuts;

They think none at all of me, basined in swells

And caesuras;

And I think I should drive that way and sit and lounge
Just as well as forever where they play;

Or buy a house on a burry mound

Over looking their selky playground;

It is just as well that I do.
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Bouguets Of Liqour, Bouquets Of Lips

As this liquor begins to cool,

I first pee and then will

Ejaculate in the tall grasses where

The bizarre snow has been accumulating:

Pretty soon,

I will be selling fireworks with the real descendants
Of a trick rider,

And there will be whisky,

And maybe a few high velocity bullets,

On highway 66 where I cried your name

As the competition fired mortars into me,

But I didn't care,

As I try to figure myself out,

And where you are, and how you might be called,
Especially who you love,

And the anonymous hillocks and mountains

I named after you, as if you gave a damn:

Who do you love,

And if that love is real, make a paper airplane

Out of it and toss it across the canal,

For soon there will be a fire all over here,

And nothing can be saved, Even though there are still graduates,
And strange declarations leapfrogging across

The celibate rivers,

And the wishing wells, the lucid estuaries

Of our childhood high school-

I am only pretending to be drunk, Erin-

But I am every bit the lost child of the gold spined
Story books, and if you are a good women,

With the fermented yeasts stirring beside the breasts
Of mothering cows, do not forgive me,

Unless you dare to believe what I say is wholesome,
And your breasts are the fulfilled dewdrops of the
Pasture outside your home.

There is no secrets to this flawed text:

Every word is for you, dearly longing,

And though I may have to look at unfamiliar women
Tonight in order for me to exacerbate my need to seed the
Earth, and thus nod to sleep in chainsawing snores,
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You know every word of every imperfect line

Has been for you, Erin.... If you love me or not,

Inside my little books, I keep on scribbling you

A library which will one day disappear,

Though I am no killer, and have nothing useful to say,
Though everything has been lucid, especially your brown eyes,
And if you feel the need to forget me, do so,

Because I am not pretty,

But I will be around,

And even though tonight I will look at other women

Before I become exhausted, remember you are the only one,
And my hand on my flesh is only for you,

Wishing it was your flesh spoken in warm spittle,

And the engorged strangenesses of your bouquets,

And me saying the pledge of allegiance is for you,

And the flag swaying in your hips,

Which is all, if you gave a damn, surfing in the enunciations
Of your poor but perfect heaven,

In the cypresses and gaudy pastures of

Her uncertain amnesias.
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Bouquet Of Eels

Wishes in the daylight as the wounds of ourselves

Spill over,

And coagulated with the nurseries in the afternoons
Where my love for you disappears,

And I find myself alone reciprocating to the echoes

Of the vineyards far away from the mountains

And no longer busied by Christmas:

Just my pitiful art, held to the moonlight in the shallows
And tied by a bouquet of eels:

While your passion finds another chariot to ride upon:

Up and up again, past the stalagmites

And the industrious mines where all of the cherished
Knights are buried:

So, eventually, the mountain gets emptied,

And the dragons, in clusters, consume the fires of heaven
And other pretty verbs that used to be tied up in
Translucent or indigo ribbons in your hair-

As the elephants wander aimlessly, as the airplanes leap into
Air.

Robert Rorabeck
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Bouquet Of Empty Songs

Unbeknownst to the vanishing castle,

The highways all but vanished as the sun did,

And put the egrets into the cypress.

And put the waves away, as with a brush stroke:
Put the mermaids

And the manatees into the somnolence of the bay:
And shushed the cars as well,

And closed the fruit markets- and emptied

The daylight’s well: and my love for you was gone
As the waves crested waves in the darkness:

But all of the things I thought I'd thought

For you- I couldn’t even spell-

And I could no longer open up to you the things
I'd hoped to sell- and the many feet of

The echoing throngs disappeared like the octopi
In the depths that spread of like roses from a
Bouquet of empty songs.
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Bouquets

Standing in a blue abscess, wounded around
The eyes:

The nocturnal pugilists counting imps,

And the gates awash with freezing water
The blue spruce cried-

And other planes coaxing down: inside their
Golden necks, their stewardesses all

Asleep-

The weather about them a blanket that pulls
At them softly,

The sea, a mother waiting in the deeps-
While each pine tree rises just for them,
Nocturnal spectators in the senses of the hills:
And they go over them, nodding in

Sorority,

As the hillsides sigh, damply drunken,

And holding up to them bouquets.

Robert Rorabeck
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Bouquets Of Seahorses

Making airplanes to land in water fountains—

As the days slip like cowardly serpents in a bouquet of
Palmettos—

The keys of my soul dancing out another canvas—
Like strange spiders doing what is natural,

Skirting across the surfaces of some juvenile god's
Drinking fountain,

The beautiful women drunk and nubile and beautiful—
Just halfway through all of the world,

As the sculpture of a palace slips into the tears of

All of her inescapable daydreams—

Mermaids glimpsed between the caesuras—smelling of
Bouquets of seahorses and other lands not so

Far away from her that all of her teachers say do not exist.
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Boys Who Are Doves

And boys as light as doves,

Who are doves,

Swim in the nimbus,

The kidnapping rainstorms

Who curl into homes

Nestle in the backyard swimming holes:
The deluge of their mothers’ soul
Broken from the eyes;

But they are gone

And ever will be young,

Until their memories stain the creek
And their mothers’ tombs/

They are there in the future

Playing in the white field

As the new city builds its crosses/

And they are there swinging over

The abyssal planes,

As the phalanx of sunlight

Lances the bosoming waves-

When they congress

They play a ring around the hurricane,
And the laughter is the prick of the spine
Along the beach without a shadow
Where the men in the ghost less cars
Can never observe,

Returning home to careless wives,

The weightlessness of their lost brothers.
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Boys With No Name

Words who like customers come in

Awfully late,

But who are they to say: they are looking beautiful
And they have mistaken the halogens for

A baseball field of sun:

And one team has one, and the other has looked into my
Eyes,

To see that I am scarred, and their eyes know

And will know forever as they look away,

As they turn to Africa and all that cliched darkness:

As my old teachers come into the fruit market and
Remind my mother of tattoos I got in Barcelona my
Junior year of high school:

The last time I made love was in a Spanish orange grove
Overlooking the cliffs,

The perfumes of citrus and suicide,

Like a super sweet commercial:

But even girls in Colorado don’t care- When they yawn,
When they stretch handily in their taught yard

The tickle the simple vertebrae of airplanes

And make stewardesses dream too of boys with

No name.
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Brand New Home

Bums work and engines burn,

And I am traveling through time: Today Alma asked

Me what color my hair was growing up,

And I want to take her on Monday to my backyard where the lions

Still roar and

The alligators promenade,

Where the comets keep their sororities of dimwit light bulbs over

The green fields and the sugarcane:

I want to burn for Alma:

I want to really light up for her, and turn her around and show her every
Last aspect of her reasons,

Like an alligator newly aware of her blindsides,

And I want to call up stewardesses from the dank alleys of canals

For Alma,

And I want to lay Alma down in the sweet young aloe beside my
Mother’s carport,

And I want to sing until my throat is a pitchfork glowing in

A fire of burning monsters for

Alma:

I want to start a ride in her name that I can never get off, like the river walk
At the Alamo in

San Antonio Texas, where her ancestors defeated mine,

And called them gringos and tramped on their dead and bent trumpets,
Because Alma is a butterfly driving to and from her house

Into and out of her two worlds of work and home,

As I imagine this same situation is repeated in so many routines across the
Country,

The casual strangers of the workplace hitting and discombobulating
Home,

Only, Alma, you don’t know me, or how bright my tomb is,

I can be your anumbis- I can be your gentle throb: I can take you to the
Movies when you are not home,

And I can do this all night, and give you the same voice as the rainstorms
Of wildcats that will pick you up and displace you into

A brand new home.

Robert Rorabeck
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Branded (Censored)

Anything can be purchased

Inside 7 seconds:

H-rd-ons, hangovers,

And Happy-Meals

Here in America’s

Drive-thru (Dear God)

We are all up for sale

Our love-lives are commercials
Selling our lo-n’s lettuce,

Product placements

We drive around with our children,
We remove their heads early and cheap
With pacifying machetes /free trade genocide/
And tattoo them with the

Billboards of our

Gods/ Headless, driving over the land
The tin herds run on

The sheer surface under the sun/
Everything is the constant motion

As this sphere is sold,

Bodies moving and pretending

To succeed in getting things done,
Like trees playing around

In the storm

The marketplace trembles

Opening 24 hr. systems of thought

Dedicated to the cycles of deliberation

We work and celebrate under,

The categorizations of the day to better ourselves:
The gated community, the name-brand
Purchased and inspected by the well-manicured
Hand moving around and around like

A pare of roller-skates under the sparkle of
Dead skins draping our shadows in a
Pretending light.

Branded:
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Spread across the c-ck as it shoots and
Stains, wasted in the cement when

Bastard things continue to grow

Neon lights blazing the filament garden,

Our heads beginning the steady drift together,
The tide of buying and selling,

The natural selection of this community
(And I so God-damned estranged to it!)
Taught to us, pitched into us like the Spear
Of Longinus from every angle available:

The hideous beautiful torture available to us,
Like bolts from Medieval crossbows

Quilled in skulls, like eager housewives
Warming to the false brightness, the gentle
Death of the shopping mall, the flytrap-
Middle-Class concentration camps

Their men fat, balding,

With great flatulence from

Sunday afternoon chips and guacamole,
While they watch College football,

The useless education of the State that
Schooled them,

Propaganda in the kitchen:

Their women the beautiful shells,
The plastic dolls

With multitudinous curves,

Like a highway shooting it’s
Body northwards along California’s
Coast,

That allows them to slip down
The road like silver-gilled

Fish

Their bounding bo-bs

And fat blue lips

Catching my eye

As they crawl in and out
Of their shells.
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Brave Enough To Tell You

I drink rum, I am so amazed that the plastic

Remains of cowboys and Indians still populate the shelves

Of toy stores;

Or that you still are my candy store: Maybe this weekend

I will forget about you as I shell out,

As I start spending a half hour’s worth of time near the airport
With a girl from Spain:

They all come from Spain, originally, girls:

Even blue eyed and milky skinned, they were all birthed in
Catalonia underneath the milky clocks

When I was just a young thing in high school and not a single
One could teach me a thing:

That was the when and where girls have come from,

And I am glad that I could remember enough and also that

I was brave enough to tell you, my love.
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Braving So Many A Nightly Storm

If I am sailing now to even the heights

Of Tenochtitlan

It is because even now my scars are golden,

And I have a flag of your hair

That my lips are always blowing;

And it seems to be the very energy

Of the part of you

That can never fail; In fact, it is the very part that
You cannot remember,

That used to leaven you and took you up past the
Quagmire of leaden stones which

Played havoc with your compass;

And why I am always writing love poems about

You,

It is because of this homeopathic spell I hold

In my gut or in my heart,

And the fact that I cannot spell it with any certainty
Only proves it even more:

The coral snake that went to a warm place in my beer
And pierced my Adam’s apple going down,

Just a small reminder that Satan knows who

I am:

The horned devil who lives in your cellar,

That you don’t suppose to deny, because his fruit is so
Sweet. I just want to move in there with him,

Next to the wine bottles

And cenotaphs of the usual conquistadors

And listen to your noise making bed above our heads,
Like the halls of a merchant ship out

Braving so many a nightly storm.
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Brea$t Feeding

She looks dynamite.

She feeds her baby apple-sauce-

He wants teat-

There isn’t any worms;

It is in the middle of the summer solstice:
She has an athletic figure,

But she isn’t getting any jobs.

Romeo loves Juliet,

But their love bombs:

French-kissing caught them too many
Germs a good week before midterms.

The apothecary carries hemlock,

He doesn’t have any qualms;

The lady is in the lake. She looks

Beautiful raising both her arms.

The knight goes cantering over the
Drawbridge-

The drawbridge is in a figure eight,

A skating rink where the priests

Are punting psalms.

The hermaphrodite’s displayed in the

Tank, he/she catching cold and

Qualms,

But we go down to the sea to watch

The turtles hatching, little blackish daubs;
And the albatross amongst the seagulls’ glut,
Brings us hope of good luck,

So we kiss, and cross the feeding mother,
The infant, ruddy cheeked in the sauce,
Seems to understand hunger's shrieking song;

But it still wants teat,

And now it wont be long-

The woman has an agent

And they are negotiating over lunch.
Romeo and Juliet sleeping in the grassy
Foreplay without a hint of hunch,

The knight galloping to the clink,
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To save his misinformed brothers from

The green ax’s knick.

The sea-grass’ lady raising arms,

The infinite teenagers tracing her gifted charms,
The fine young priests selling pop-corn and
Buttercups get paid in alms.

The albatross resting on the marble cross
Seems to stop and reason over the both of us.
The hermaphrodite, he/she is left to be,

And so we watch he/she swimming with the
Fortunate young amphibians deeper out to sea.

Robert Rorabeck
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Breakfast And Then High School

Green unicorn replete in the snow fields,
Nurses her foals

Under a massing nursery of clouds- as the horny toads
Watch

Underneath the alligator junipers

Down the hill from my father’s house-

A blind man, he sees nothing,

But hears the wolves at night-

And when they leap to the second story,

To steal away my sisters on their

Hoary backs- no one can tell which

Way they are going-

The moon closes her curtains- and the
Vulpine shadows coalesce:

They go to hidden brooks were tadpoles are
Married,

Where slender fires burn through the
Sisterhoods of aspen,

Like a serpent selecting which one he will
Love,

And give his clandestine knowledge to them-
As my sisters are made brides

After midnight,

But are returned home in a metamorphosis of
Breakfast and then high school-

Nocturnal things that somehow survive during
The day,

Smiling, but no longer believing a word
Their blind father tells them,

As he nails his own thumb to the door-

And they try not to make a sound.
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Breathe Someday Haiku

Like the flowering
Of Water I am go-
ing to breathe someday.

Robert Rorabeck
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Breathing In The Echoers

The pageantry of her eyes calling

Like a crisp dollar bill

While the sun and the ceiling fans are snoring—
There she is in a clip of stars

Beholding the fanfare of her sisters—

Girls in the silky forests and the crenulated waves—
I think I know who they are—I've seen them
From the fort even though they always

Seem so far away—

Taking up all of the space that they please,

But hidden—lapsing in the shadows—

Brilliancy of copper bodies reanimated—

Their bodies like fans—

Breathing in the echoes of gills and leaves.

Robert Rorabeck
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Breathing In The Echoes

The pageantry of her eyes calling

Like a crisp dollar bill

While the sun and the ceiling fans are snoring—
There she is in a clip of stars

Beholding the fanfare of her sisters—

Girls in the silky forests and the crenulated waves—
I think I know who they are—I've seen them
From the fort even though they always

Seem so far away—

Taking up all of the space that they please,

But hidden—lapsing in the shadows—

Brilliancy of copper bodies reanimated—

Their bodies like fans—

Breathing in the echoes of gills and leaves.
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Breathing The Water

Glittering fish of our world,

Weren't you won at a fair in the middle of

Some newly past year:

A prize not even for Christmas, you weren’t supposed
To survive this long,

And that is why we have to forget about you-

And sing our song of death over your cold,

Bright bodies:

And sing to you as you proceed through the unusual
Merriment of your glass rooms:

We won you without a care- and you have no
Name- and you are going nowhere.

But there you are- on the eaves of some house
Underneath some stars and a moon-

Just as we are:

Without a care, breathing the water, swimming in
Air.
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Bright And Coital Philanthropy

Daydreaming of grazing on a god,

Heaven seems almost possible:

Strange indescribable eyes are caught in

The teal bosoms of someone’s mountains,

Her armpits the concavity of insouciant chalices
That could drape her body over my own,

Like riding in a cloud bank on a fair holiday.

All that spirit the traffic couldn’t arrive at,

Hunting for her, but going home without

Her womb,

A hutch of flowers some rabbit tongues and nibbles,
Making the sky squeak like a well used bicycle,
Making the moon change colors like a chameleon
Anemone,

Like the epiphanious ornament crowning the
Christmas tree,

And then she coos to her child like banks of snow
Sliding down from the altruisms of all too red institutions,
And we go to sleep for awhile,

A kine drunk in its blistery meadows, sated and tonguetied
By what it supposed it should never have

The lay of the land shifty with snoozes and avenues
Of concordant wills supposing in common shelter
Underneath the mobiles of this gift basket of
Suddenly bright and coital philanthropy.
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Bright As The Brightest Bright

Oh, you night- you poof up sirens,

Finally to uneasy capsizing bed you keep me from
Remembering to look at and worry

Over my face,

That I didn’t continue school- that this is my mausoleum

Of consternated chrysalis;

And I really like you, batwing cenotaph shuddered in the lake
Of your mascots:

All the teachers and students have come off of you now

Like water off a duck’s back, but you're still up

There counting in your zoos,

Like sitcom on so long it now has nothing to prove:

So many fans and harems and country boys with their
Electric guitars:

You shoot your mouth full of soap in the arcades of Catholic
Schools,

Because you are so in Charge: and all of this has been a fable
For me that has casually rhymed,

I've forgotten the girls I've slept with, but for you I always
Turn out in rhyme:

And the cities, and the buildings of our species are like waves:
They are like copies of hallucinations:

They are the same of the sames; but this definition of love

I had to steal from myself,

As I would take you down and give you oral pleasure stolen
From your shelf:

I would do this for you and turn you out into the night, and plug you
With my flesh, and make your lightbulb as

Screaming and embarrassed down the hallways of our promised
Highschool as brighte as the brightest bright.
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Bright New Cars

They decorated the star-well
Until they became the center

Of gravity’s loose attention

And all the eyes of their peers
Shone toward them like Cadillacs
Falling headfirst down a sinkhole
Through the highway/

They went to bed naked and

Had ceaseless love until their
Sheets became like the heavenly
Layers leading up to God,
Stained and bleeding

Who promoted them to

Squad leaders, put a down payment
On their house in a gated and well-lit
Community

And bought them both bright

New cars.
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Brighter Than Any Fireworks I Have To Sell

Dancing on the plebian shores,

I can pretend to have all the answers without knowing all of the words,
Like Shakespeare smearing the bones of pigeons to all of

His dogs,

Like water coloring above the grand canyon and all of the words

She carries to her graves,

The out of print and apocryphal hymns that grandmothers never had
To give in church:

And this is what it means to be out of print and singing to my Spanish
Turtledove:

Singing to you, Alma, from my drunken coves, trying to meet

My quotas for your spent though ageless love;

Because you love me now, Alma, and you’ve said it before driving home,
While I still have so many fireworks to sell,

While your eyes light up across my body brighter than any poems that
I have to spend, and again, brighter than any fireworks I have to sell.
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Brilliant Fraternity Of Knavish Satellites

Maybe I remember the time when you
Were here,

Like a sailboat underneath the moon,
Ferris wheel in my heart-

And the heavens flagged around your
Superstructure,

Like the lucky housewives at the supermarket:
All of them beautiful sights,

Made up as they go, being pulled as if
Waves and their husbands

A brilliant fraternity of knavish satellites.
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Brilliant Roman Candles

In a sad world of brilliant roman candles

You get your picture taken in the middle of the school day—
You've had so many boyfriends you cannot remember—
The candlelight goes out over your birthday—

And then you go to sleep

Underneath a fake Christmas tree—

And while you are sleeping, I enjoy you while I've been
Drinking—and the starlight comes out and shoots off

At a safe distance—I am sure you will find your love
Tomorrow, wherever—but there are just so many places
Left to live—sometime in the spring of next year,

My wife will give birth to our child if she

Is lucky—

But until that happens I have nothing else that I can
Give.
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Brilliant Survivors Of The Dark World

Little boys run in blue shirts

And black shorts on brown walls,
Of rooms of missing girls

In New Jersey

I want you to come on a run with me
To Africa,

Where the animals can talk

With Alice’s primitive ancestors,
Even though she is dying

Of stage four cancer

With her daughter in Vermont;

Old people in newspaper houses

In the subway,

Come upside on Christmas Day

To sell things

For show and tell

In the elementary school of Bavaria
Where girls hide dolls in nests

With silver chalices and mirrors
Rocking in the wind,

Towers above the land where
Wolves are circling,

Circling all they control,

Their tongues lulling in

The armies of the moon surround
The outlines of men of chalk,

In forensic work books

The bright girls can finish early
And leave for home

Skipping through the springy trees,
Reciting Latin to the woodsmen,
They are eclipses in the night,
Brilliant survivors of the dark work.
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Bringing In The Sheep

Forlorn characters migrate and forage

Upon the open planes of newly printed

Novels;

Their movements, the paradox of reflections,
Imitating our own,

Gives us pleasures and minor erections

To see the author’s mimicry, how she

Has refracted what she has learned into

A spiny meal;

Close to finishing with the first part,

I think about her in New England, my fingerprints
Now all over this crop she has grown,

Doing a good job of mimicking Dickens,

Sowing her petite mort into the product,

Once marketed will buy her meals, but this

Is one dame who will never feel the cruel

Job of the cutting tools, the self inflicted wounds
Baked and sat brightly dysfunctional at the

Dinner tables; for her tastes is for the novel
Gentry, picnicking far from the bitter,

Though bravest stones, and yet shows me how much further
I have to go; for it is a sad dance one must do

To cross the perilous mountain in the snows,

And it is a lonely kiss one must know,

To bring their children out from the senile mine,
And parade them in melodies until they

Molt, and are revealed in unchallenged recitations,
In lines in fealty to their owner’s soul,

Shepherded through the burry forest, and then
Brought into the revelations of their acknowledged home.
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Broken Glass

Broken for so long without any glue,

Like glass on the short arch of the bridge leading home:

The color is beautiful but dangerous to touch,

For it has been hording sun, and the edges are sharp:

Down stream in the insouciant evening,

Where almost every color mingles, and otters,

And alligators, the vivacious foxes in the shallows courting
Water moccasins, their young’s red feet tracking

Playful mayhem in the loose anthills,

Cords of wood floating in blue clouds of sleepy midges.

The lights are coming on from the little houses amidst the trees,
But I cant still go home, for I am shattered though cooling.

How her eyes lied to me across the street in the classroom,
How my skin failed her in the moment our souls would touch.
The delicate breathing of the quieter things, the fruit

Bats who come out in a cycloning math from the plate of

The bridge, the bicycles which ride by frantically,

The skunk which lingers, the turtles which bobber like

Molasses in the darkening cools; but none of this she’ll ever see,
For she is in a home across the way being fed by her mother
Who is on her third glass of wine, answering innumerable

Phone calls for her daughter, afraid they will distract her

From the homework and the game shows which like company;
The moon is out and she is bleeding the silk which traps the nights,
And the bridge is in the crickets’ orchestras, and

I am all alone watching a cottonmouth move the fluting reeds
Like a slight gentleman.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



Brontosaurus With A Blue Hair Lip

Brontosaurus with a blue hair lip

Trying to kiss the stewardess over the river

That is really a stream:

There, she seems to bend in towards you though
She is truly disgusted by you-

And I wonder what game she is busy at playing-
And the sunlight is the color of

Silver and as busy as bees over the still open
Coffins over the still open graves,

But over their shoulders they are having some kind
Of carnival in the careening valleys of

All of Mexico-

And the skeletons are dancing with the skeletons
Of the horses-

The pinwheels are leaping with the worms and
The lips,

And it is crazy, crazy how I was not invited-
Because surely, if I was, it would have put an end
To all of this.
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Brown And Agile Child

There is nothing more than this,

To say that it is enough and now to lie down

In my agile drowning,

While newer birthdays come for the paradoxical

old,

And it takes something more than just being liberal,
When her eyes are so deeply auburn they hurt,

And in all her pictures with her lost boys

Who she pretends are just her friends,

She is always showing a bit of tongue, as if in quiet
Sexy challenge,

And it is the organ best used for verbs and jests,

But not for the quieter things

Which come out and slip through the suburban

Trees after midnight, slip into the easy lakes and
Concrete streams which really are just yoked curbs;
And I could say now that I would love her,

If the seasons fell over her, and her eyes swung like
Leafy estuaries Thoreau would have liked to move
Into,

And the clock is silent, and the crocodile approaches
Silently too, and that is why there are so many things
Who are dangerous,

And her eyes most of all, even after we have packed up,
And the sail is over where the moon is quietly skimming
The neighborhood’s canopy—Her eyes will look over

Us silently, supposing,

And there will be a greater intake in which we will find
Our young reticence being filled and looked upon

By someone so beautiful that she is deadly to be alive with,
And there is nothing we could say that would challenge
Her to move closer to us,

To say anything more with the rich, deadly eyes,

Who have already won for her everything we cherish or
Would have taken upon us those selfish gifts to steal.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

346



Brown Bag Of Reasons

Night fills up the yards: all of the yards, bottled into

Their uncertainty:

The penchant for fretfulness, which the airplanes try their luck
At escaping:

All the words made for abuses, starting the fires, or the first
Words in the throat of an abandoning letter:

The lions separated like two dogs done with a fight,

Halfway way eaten

And whispering with the foxes under the grapes:

The new lines that start like waves then and carry out towards
Their haunts of those destinations,

Like manless ships going out across the night, the fertile orchards
Laying in their séances of ghosts,

The universities attended by the shadows,

And then the rumors of tears, cousins to the rain, which makes
The world fattened, fertile,

And gives her a brown bag of reasons to come and season again.
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Brown Embers Of Your Children

I cannot remember the points of your country—

Of how many star-fruit you put into a basket for a

Bitter easter,

Everything twined about your brown shoulders—

Brown rabbit made it all of the way from

Mexico to make love and hurt me for

A year and her embers

Until I decided to disappear because I kind of knew how—
Into the middle class into which I was supposed to ascend—
Busied at nothing,

And I found a wife whom I rode bicycles with

And fell in love with,

Even though I could do nothing about you—disappearing,
You left a scar

That contributed to my alcoholism and my afternoons
Alone troubled by what it was between you—

And the two brown embers of your children—

That would not allow you to leave-
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Brown On Brown

Saturday schools of canals, of wild otters playing with
Rolled grapefruit,

Of star-fruit and snails,

Of the wicked fairy-tales of water-moccasins twined
Like barbed wire on the rood:

Elizabeth teaches everything that is good,

But once her light fails,

I still want the underbelly of airplanes, the venal escargot
Of your beefy entrails:

I want to say your name and invade the country of your
Caves:

I want to paint your art and lick your slaves:

Oh, living cadaver of darts and valentines,

Brown, brown eyes:

You who love all the boys and go out onto the basket courts
For dinner time,

Spend one down struck evening with me:

Unbutton your blouse like you’ve done for every

Mouse in the entire infested house,

And lay your eyes softly down in the creche of my own
Brown:

Lay your hands and body brown down into my

Graying town,

And we will hold out while the oil leaks,

While the rivers creak, while the sun is going down over all of
This playground-

By our anonymous things unrequited prom king and
Queen,

What a luscious venal scene:

Brown on brown, sand dollar-otter,

Sugar cane burning town- with the sun going,

Going, gone.
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Brown Shoulders Of A Muse

We'll share our own portions with

The forked tongue of a king—

He has come into our garden while we were
Kissing toads and lucky rabbits feet,

While out mother was doing the wash in

The grotto underneath the orange tree:

Where some kittens died,

Pressed like beautiful flowers against the

Stacks of rebar we pound closely into the

Ground at Christmas to sell Christmas trees—

And still, even now—the sun is

Burning—blue ship going down—won't it

Still be cerulean—it wasn't long ago

That we lost our identity—

Going away upon the brown shoulders of a muse—
As she travelled up the highways with her family—
Now the airplanes sound overhead like golden
Arrowheads shooting into the heavens—

Going to spear the other side of the world where

I am sure you will find my wife waiting for me.
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Bucolic Pietas

I need to get out of here

As fast as I can,

And surround myself with the personifications

Of nature in the tallest of forests

Innocent of patriarchal gravity,

Or mothering worries and caveats:

For, if I followed the tresses and the bounding
Play of my hounds, I might find an open meadow,
Like a theatre or green mouth,

And lay back inside that sloping throat, as

The clouds passed like insouciant thoughts

Where there were no ghosts bigger than my hand,
Where truth ambled with happy lovers perpetually
Unjaded by the higher catastrophes of people
Bound by obligations and savage business habits.
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Building Up To Show

Desiring to runaway
Between the

Places that move,
These airplanes have
Cold feet,

The clouds are

Not long enough
For their tails

In their theatre of
Sky

Building up to snow.
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Bull's Eye

Spinning and a trinket of colors,

Maybe somewhere still in the young valleys in the middle
Of adolescence,

When it was all sweating but demure;

And I held your eyes, if not your hand until my

Bicycle took me away

Until the dreams were gone and things had migrated
And we made love,

And your eyes were so brown like butterflies with infinite
Pictures of themselves on their

Wings;

And your body meaning everything, which was the very same thing
As your name:

Alma,

Which is your soul, scoring on me bull’s eye.
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Burning At Both Ends

Home of kitty cats and blonde headed housewives,

I just want to be in the absolute darkness with all

These bandages and scars:

My heart needs a darkened table to survive;

And though the daily mothers are very beautiful,

They are as migratory and borderline

Eye candy:

I cannot get through the day without thinking about
You,

And the way you peel away through the night,

Listening to the bold crickets of your high circus

Night- and you’ve already married a better man without
A sliver of waste, who is more skilled at technical
Climbing,

But I still want to share bloody and rare cuts of meat
With you, if I should ever evolve and become a pugilistic
Journalist brave enough to climb the magical beanstalk
Of highways up to be with you in your swell shops

While the bilious lips of winter solstice finds no surcease,
And the paper crafts keeping piling up over the avalanche
Of wet clay you’ve forgotten to bake;

And even though our high schools are far away in another
Fairyland, we stave off the reintroduced empiricism of
Wolves by keeping our candles burning at both ends.
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Burrowed Ground

I am the king of remote control boats,

In my little unnatural habitat off to one side

Of the show-

Past he peanut-ed pacaderms, and the orthodontine
Lions:

Giving of my good side beside the unlucky carousel,
Like a teal mold,

Like something dashy and cheap from the other side
Of the earth:

And I have everything I might want to control

Stuck to my thumbs like a joystick;

And there are pleasure ships and destroyers and even
A real live

Fresh water otter I stole one evening while skipping
School from the bust of a housewife

In her aimless come and go;

And he squeal and cracks chirping farts with his favorite
Barbie up on deck,

Enjoying a thimble martini; and the housewives

And single mothers come in with their little boys,
Their important though permanent treasures-

With fingerprints on soda pop and ketchup;

And they put in their quarters to my sideshow,

While the lions roar and the wild horses bray and the
Fleas dance atop all of us,

And I conduct them, grinning sideways, my eyebrows
In a mad genius corkscrew and for

Their little while and their little ways they conduct their
Invisible crew through my giant bathtub,

And the elephants sound a primal revelry,

And the lions show their teeth,

While the great and long winded terrapins take their luscious
Orchids and little deeper into the shade of the
Burrowed ground.
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Burying Words

Christian dogs recalculate how

Much money they brought to the rodeo;

But they don't really know what to do with her

Beautiful eyes in the sun,

Or what they may say as they go about telling them
Everything with out a tongue;

Or so I've seen or heard say before:

Now I lounge inside of house without a wife,

And poems come like little children with butcher knives;

But they cannot reach me from where they are with
Scowling lips that cannot spell:

They do not know the words they say, and that is

Why they lay down without supper by the end of dusk:

All the unpublished schoolyard boys lay down as if in a Kiln,
Not able to be sold, not a single word, the freckled pests:
Not even outside near the fort next to the ice-cream vendor:
They are my scars, the little imps- And no one loves them,
And that’s just the thing, because I can drink and keep them
Bottle up as upstairs someone says that was a good movie,
But it wasn't; it really wasn't-

And I should move away now- I almost can,

And forget to record how my day went lonely and unspoken;
And somewhere else she is married, but she doesn’t have
Any money- I have money and I can lay down and say

My simple things, say to myself how here it is

And take it; and if I do, and buy myself a plot, then

That entire yard will be mine, so green and tranquil that my
Words can lie across it like paper-airplanes now,

And I can say to them without speaking- Here is the thing for
You children. Lie down here and be at ease while your
Father drinks his liquor. Just be quiet while you can,

And when I get done, and my gums are bleeding,

And the dogs are howling,

Then I will get back to burying you as I will; and then

They should be just as quiet as thieves until I come for them.
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Busied In Your Lost Joys

Word is the jewel in the throat of
The prism—

Lips are the arms of the sun and
There you are

Growing as distant as a child running
Away,

Diminishing from the school yard.

I can see that you do not want your
Beauty to overstay its

Welcome,

So I have become all of my impotent
Weapons—

And when I become lost from the
Hunting of you,

I can pretend to understand myself in
The wounds of your absence—
Beautiful attire,

Brown skin a frock of gold—mestizo,
Unrequited,

See me burying my face into the
Casks of rum another night—

Waiting for the heavens to bloom with
Fuses—

To spin in concentric occultisms

That make themselves busied in your lost joys.
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But A Poetic Lie

I try to ink these lines. See that I do,

So you will not turn away, and the sun is the promise

You never gave sinking. But you,

How many poems have been written to you?

How many Dantes have written to you, Beatrice?

And I travel by myself in the park looking up at the empty libraries, weeping:

I have gathered grinding stones around me to build a cairn,

To pinnacle the summit where you could tell me of traditions

Forever, taciturn folklores set in books of strangers,

and we would never sleep but watch the

Whisky Migrations of homeless men traveling beneath the cuckolded overpass:
Each one goes towards, and then away, stripped of all societies,

They are imitating the sea beneath us, and off to the east;

They are but the feral cadences left off of war and dead children

Drowned in the Somme and the Psalms.

Standing right beside you, I fly toward you, things which cannot be escaped
but how does it happen

That you should not see me staunchly decked:

An officer and if not a gentlemen, a wolf making room for your

Scarlet tallow;

If perceived, I would be a knight and you could send me out

From your boudoir’s loci of honeymoons for three

Things you wanted the most, and such trinkets, I would bring them back to you.
But on the third night, be warned: I would deceive you even as you listened
To the cars rushing outside the silken lace whispering upon your comely window.
I would come to you like a charm, removing your girdle,

And lay those projects upon your weeping openness which I had found or
Made for you, not matter the price;

and with my fingers let you know how to wear them;

But the third thing would be the parts of my own blossoming

drizzled upon you, confection’s foreplays, soon knocked and entering: See by this
now,

The gentle line the rains transcend, the storm into the glimmering streets:

I've walked where the alligators smile, and smelled you in the fields of
sugarcane.

Now do not tarry for what is coming in the east, a strange eclipse captured
But once, a somnambulating photograph, and if seen again will be but a poetic
lie.
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But A Star In Its Shell

I am nothing but a star in its shell—

As the plagiarists and the tourists return home—
As the lost kites get stuck in the apple orchards

Or the orange groves—

And there is a dragon or a kitten about,

As it is the same thing—

And the grottos of the obnoxious selkies that

I have already told you that I have seen while

I was skipping school—

That there isn't another rule to this road—

And the only unicorns that exist are handled by
Blind men—

While, there it comes, that I have travelled home
To her,

A girl whom I've figured out will never be my muse,
Even while she is providing milk for

My child—and the winter sings—

As the fireworks hibernate in their caves, as your eyes
Populate all of the green billboards

Until this way comes again.
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But All For Your Pleasure

My fingernails are dirty,

And I am sweating pot bellied on my love seat:

I cannot hear the song birds,

Alma, but my grandfather wrote my mother a poem for

Mother’s day,

So that must mean I am doing some good,

While all the night swings perfumed on its censers, and all the waves
Come like tender little girls who don’t yet know who they are,
Except that they are the first kindling flames soon to burn

Out upon the muted tattoos of the shore,

And all the sting rays- and all of the water moccasins,

That, Alma, I'm sure don’t know what for- but for your love,
Alma- but for your love:

I told you today that I don't know who Sharon is:

Alma:

Your body swings out in the open with pleasure, like a letter opened
Obscenely, but for my leisure, while all of the pretty poets dance
So nakedly out in the heather:

Oh, they dance so nakedly, Alma, all breathing like wildflowers
Galvanized up in the hot-saucer slopes of

Colorado,

But all for your pleasure.
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But Another Huckleberry Finn

So you start up by pulling some machines by the rope

Around their necks.

And the lawns get mowed, while I am sure that I can fall in
Love with just about anyone as long as they are long hipped
And female:

And the words come like fires burning like rest stops down
The interstate that we skip off like

Stones or wishes;

And don't you bet I want to take Diana to Disney World

And swim with her and the lucky gold fishes:

What is she doing right now, but kissing her opulent gentleman,
His fingers around her throat, and he in her hands:

As the bodies make love underneath the prancing ceiling fans:
Bodies that traveled to see one another by so many means,
The fates of the fleeted dreams of clever jeans:

Bodies moving and filibustering up the jet blue and jade streams:
She is having a birthday, or she is getting roses:

Their lips are parting for creatures like marsupials or terrapins:
The little freckled boys are escaping mostly down river;

Maybe they are her children and they are lost into another
Tributary of the songs of rich folklore I have been singing,
Seeing that for her I am but another Huckleberry Finn.
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But Another Lie

You are burning- you are a tip of gold,

And I am just a lie in a nest,

A lie of alcohol,

And there are swings:

Even in Colorado there are swings,

And old forts and forget-me-nots that young children
Can attend,

Wishful with pockets full of buffalo nickels;

And I wish I knew the proper hames

For things,

I wish I had a father,

And that time might slip like your hair over and down
Your puckish ears,

Slip like wine into lips while quiet enfolds before
It finds me,

Your flesh quiet and refusing to be tremulous-
Your thoughts kindled in

The downs of so many years in soft sheets,
Hooked to your name, just like that other man:
Wish that I could be him,

And believe for awhile in the beautiful lies

I make up about you rather than having

To go outside,

To go to school- to anywhere without you;

And the mountains have a name for you,

But to describe it would be but another lie.
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But One Fortunate Day

All of the joy of the athenaeums cut from the field

And made to enjoy the holidays of dinner tables

And left for awhile as the forest fire burned and all of
The animals had to run away just to be safe:

Except for one ever so lucky and unworldly unfortunate
Key deer who slipped through the keyhole and

Right into her bosom just as she was about to make love
Again to the man sized and radio active centipede

Who held an entire pinball arcade in the exercises of his
Mandibles: well, anyway, the poor little thing distracted
Her and they made love- and it was the most fortunate of
Unfortunate loves, and he took her away with him for

The day underneath the airplanes and the burning sugar cane:

Took her to the dog tracks and the race tracks

And they placed their bets on so many- oh so many
Four legged things who all seemed to run away only to
Come rushing back to them, the way the surf moves
In the sea, giving hickies to the sandcastles who only
Unfortunately live to enjoy but one fortunate day.
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But You

It is better said when all the beauties are not

At home;

The way the sea sometimes comes in answering;

Oh,

The sea,

Giving its little works to the feet of men and

Indians;

In its dress partakes the recreations of our time,

And dolphins;

And the sun peeps through through the clouds and leaves:
There is a blond haired girl making love

Upon the shore:

A girl T once adored but can adore no more since

She took my heart and gave it to her lover next door:

And words fail me in the darkness:

You know they do; and you have a candle right there on your
Lips,

But you.... But you....
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Butterfly Haiku

You seem to be da-
Ncing while I die but you do-
Nothung, butterfly.
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Buy One Get One Free

I suppose I am selling again,

The words that come

On my lips after midnight,

And everything has changed

Into shaded hypocrisies:

You can have me for free,

The few that even care,

If you can find me.

Packed up and on the road,

My possessions slung over my shoulder,
I might be anyone along

This dark stretch

Whistling amidst the pines and cypress:
Bankrupt and smiling,

Without a ring, but

I have my dog:

And he doesn't lig,

Unless I tell him to-

The daylight gives me a chance

To find a job,

Because everyone is working

In the land of opportunity:

The wealth you recommend

As your drive by in definitions of
Distended Capitalism

There your are:

The adulteries hung up in

The store windows beside the lapping shore.
A parking lot of married couples

And their growing versions:

Stream by,

And I will scream at you,

Here is something else I am selling,
Because it's something you haven'’t got.
Step up and take a listen

To my miracle cure,

Placed in your ear, you can hear the sea,
And the first words your mother

Told you-
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Today is the busiest day of the year,
But tonight you have found me
Alone on my corner

Selling you things

As you pass by.
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By Another Icarus

Tiring hands on the sounds between the grasses,
Motes of the slenderest estuaries of light,

Beacons of the microcosms—

Every creature here diminutive in comparison:
Looking up, jet planes shooting like arrows

Across the hemispheres of crowded buildings

Going to the heavens where some

Pine trees struggle to grow up just to peek at
Leggy stewardesses through their elliptical porticos:

I should like to climb them in pursuit of you,

But there is no job title for this: no way to make money
While looking at the sky;

So I stopped closing my eyes in school and drive

A truck across the earth for a living,

Above the grasses, beneath the clouds—

And thoughts of you retreat with the mailboxes

Whose trunks are ringed by everyday daisies as crepuscule
Proceeds

Chasing night into the neighborhoods again,

And the houses of milkmaids and housewives become like
The grottos of darkened aquariums again

You fold into this like moistened origami.

Your children bedecking you

As you go about your business, both night and day,
Searching for something unrecognizable,

Your society already reclaiming you in bits and pieces

You do not dream of the little boys who grow

Up just to find you,

Nor do you turn to see the sun dropping beneath your feet

Flung like a golden disc by another Icarus who tried too hard to
Draw your attention,

Who flew all the way past the moon to steal your memories away.
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By Another Mourning

Lost poem on a rope

So it is not really lost:

It is just a child not allowed to

Stray-

Airplanes I once knew are leaping through
Her bedroom;

The sky is Grey anyways

And my imagination has turn e d to buying
Another house-

There she is in the yard where you supposed
She was-

The lant er n's light slips.

The heavens are clouded by another morning.
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By Both Of Their Legs

In little places of poems

And shadows that don’t have to move unless

They hope to be destroyed—

Just the way I remember your eyes like sunken nebulas
In the darkened bed before I moved

Away and had a child—

And now the places are not so condemning,

And maybe your father will be out of the hospital tomorrow—
But for awhile,

We will remember the hinterlands, and the other softened
Dolls that could only make it half way to Alaska or
Colorado before soiling themselves—

And then in the morning:

Morning—moonbeams and omletts

And other movie theatres that moved away by themselves
From here,

Carried away by both of their legs.
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By Candlelight

Filling a coffin with rum—making a sea of the graveyard:

And I remember in the middle of my thirty

Years, skipping work and playing hookie with you in

A hotel:

After we made love, I took you to an art museum,

But you were bored: This is after we both kissed each other
Underneath the eyes of the albino alligator,

And you pretended to be jealous, saying that I was making
Eyes at the gringas: but you knew my heart was wild for
You—even as you made house for your husband—

What relationship we had lasted long enough for the last

Of the paper airplanes to touch down over the wet breasts

Of Miami and to be burned up with the fireworks I was

Selling for my father—

You want more and more free things—to captivate my love

In the somnambulant cages of a Ferris wheel,

Even while your eyes were kaleidoscopes filled with the broken
Hieroglyphs of your children:

They were filling up your sea, even while I called you the fairgrounds
Of my heart—and then he was home with you again,
Illuminant—matting you onto the pages of a tattooed soul,
Leaving nothing left for you to remember me by—

Until I eventually drove away, as

The animals I did not know the names of boarded the arc by candlelight.
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By Graveyards Of Baseball

Belly fattened by graveyards of baseball—

Another startling blue jay out on the battlefields underneath
The Christmas trees and all of their weeping monuments—
Why does it have to come to this—

As the cities lactate cerulean exegisis into their canals—

And the gods that they birth the alligators are arisen
Underneath the airplanes and the ceiling fans—

Another way to lose himself is here—

And my parents come home too late to see the strange trees
Bloom over the pignosed rattles—

As the cicadas come off like confections, and the only mermaid
I will ever know loses herself in the canals and the

Detritus of my backyards as the

Sugarcanes burn and burn—

And I get up too early again to remember my childhood—
Strange, spinning monuments to those who know the
Cremations of the dusk of another baseball game

I never saw with my father

As my estranged wife buries plastic flowers over the

Mounds of ants and ant lions—and I wait for another weekend
To extinguish—filled with plastic dolls

Losing all of their dresses over the playgrounds we were never
Meant to extinguish.
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By Heavenly Tears

Baton twirlers play until the lights are blackened

And someone's alligators sleep for eons;

How can they do that?

Like bears beneath the purplish aurora borealis—

The land steams in hot beds,

And still the girls play until they suffer blindness,

And in their blindness spend their time caressing

Trees in gardens their loved ones assure them are safe—
Where they can hear the cars from a safe distance—

And the empirical illusions of bottle rockets and

Roman candles—sparking off the god's knee caps;

As they can hear the sea filled with the illusions of muses
Gone feral—like a great winery corrupted by heavenly tears.
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By Her Insociant Perfidy

Her husband’s little boy’s little fingers

Making plastic ships do sarabands on the couches
Underneath the virgin by the doorway

Of their highly mortgaged house,

As the wind tries to defy the vespers, as I know that it
Does,

While even into the canals of south Florida some sort

Of autumn comes.

But the words still go away like leather tramps without
Stanzas,

Like feelings without Mickey Mouse:

The conquistadors disrobing and chasing mermaids
Through their prayers,

The first pornographies brought to this country;

While I sat beside Alma today for breakfast: it was all we
Could do,

Because her insides were bleeding, realized from old Mexico,
Her bare arms as copper as revelry horns

And good hood ornaments speeding towards the cowboy
Shows which seem to be coming up like dusty flowers
Over the higher basins like velvet fireworks which

Make tourists crook their heads until

They get too hungry, and crawl away for ice-cream;

But I disappear with her all day, wherever her thoughts are
Leading me: the light in her eyes all turned out so that it
Is too dark to tell if she lies when she doesn’t say

That she loved me,

And I think of being nearly beside her, and how she likes
Feeding me;

And it becomes the job of my art, savagely needing,
Waiting her to forsake me, so I must immolate like forest
Fire on a birthday with all of my singularity of wishes
Betrayed by her insouciant perfidy.
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By Her Own Amphitheatres

Oh fantasy while I haven't been sleeping—
Another mirage of a muse I haven't know
Starts out her own way in the

Sky—

Happenstance of a bottle rocket over

The university

Doesn't have to be cheaply beautiful
Anymore,

As she disappears from my life with

The sendoff of one hand—

Even sophomores have taught me how

To fold her better:

There she is, creased and folded

Beside the left behind armor of the katydids
Up in the combinations of cypress,

The sky of burning sugar cane creating

A florid tapestry behind her—

And I guess I cannot describe any better
For the little while I have seen her—

She will be gone tomorrow,

The commuters will go along without her—
Her husband will love her blindly

Never even trying to believe in the
Metamorphosis that she escapes from us in—
Amused by her own amphitheaters,
Leaving the fuses to their graveyards.
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By How The World Has Turned

An epiphany occurs above the used cars:

The sun turns, a pinwheel, glowing over the girls who stand
Like spectators before the traffic,

Hoping absentmindedly for a parade

Until night washes its tide through the once kindled glade,
And moves back and forth like a ball of silver snakes

In a bath,

While all of the birds twitter excitedly in a colony up in one
Corner of the ceiling,

Altogether so very unhappy by how the world has turned.
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By Its Fireman

When the night gets really busy with its loving

And all of the cars are parked with their houses:

Then you are dancing with your sister

Like double scoops of butterflies in your tenements,

And all of the cypress is in a foggy sorority wishing too
To join you;

And it has become so beautifully dark, that I am almost
Beautifully too: then I want to step out and join you,
While the rivers sing in place of the homebound traffic,
And the topiaries are rich with the verdure of

Your surplices, those things you’ve traded in for his arms;
And they are so big as to be thought over:

And pressing into you, as if making a créche for you,
Aren’t you so relieved and you feel just as safe as a kitten
Being taken down from a tree by its fireman.

Robert Rorabeck
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By Laying Our Courting Eyes Back And Forth Upon Us

Terse lips, though soft, say nothing,

Such pensive sadness;

And if they saw me, adjoined to the senses of
Speedless boats;

They would not smile, but they would love,

Quiet and unmystified,

A good exegesis for a young and leggy grandmother;
And if you came my way

While the grave was still yawning its yarded lay,

We could quietly spread the blood of

Roses between us,

And there would be no football teams or switching
Sides;

I grab you with my keen mind, my well tuned and
Inebriate instrument,

My drunken sword and I'd put you like a cannon along my
Copper broadside;

I'd explore you and buy you a double wide to stash
Between the splintered wings of

Orange groves and commercial aeroplanes;

And I'd dress you up every night as my stewardess and
I'd undress you just the same,

And drink with my tongue the salty mercury of your
Hallucinatory compass;

And we would not starve, with sweet shopping malls of
Children to feed us,

But we wouldn’t say and think; we’d buy and sell each
Selection of ourselves we wanted using absolute
Telepathy,

And we’d play tennis out on a greater teal esplanade just
By laying our courting eyes back and forth upon us.
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By My Early Forties

In the land of the green rolling hills

The green dragons live,

Smoking in renaissance, snouts curling:

As their steaming caracoles rise to the armpits
Of airplanes:

And my wife cleans the pimpled floor-

Forget-me-nots have, perhaps, forgotten about her-

A Chinese girl lost to the malaise beneath the clouds,

Wimpled by the diamonds of social espionage,

The games playing in recoil perpetuated between the socialized slaves:

But she saved me,

A mermaid for a werewolf, in a space where there
Was no one else to believe:

A ghost-town-drive-in-movie-theatre,

An abandoned lot with a naked stem of a rose,
And an arcade in its electronic grave:

she saved me after all of the false chances had relocated
Themselves into the walls of the childrened cul-de-sacs of
Their married unwater caves:

All of the beautified damsels already distressed and
Trapped within the surfs of their inescapable,

Beatific waves:

Perhaps once beautiful women demystified,

Revealed green snouts unfurled, trapping for diamonds,
Wounded by quotes of insincere boys,

But no words of their own from the forked tongues
That serve them well at dinner parties,

Pretending that they can escape from death's parties:

There she is, sincere, floating as a billboard, angelically
Advertising, a bodisvatta

For the blindness of men she never has to save:

In life, a promise for a wounded thief-

A promotion for baseball after the end of an abandoned
game:

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 380



Upon her bosom rests a cornucopia of mandarin apples:
My one year old drinks and tugs:

Her poets drinking too much wine, dying before

Their teenage years:

Virginal and sincere:

Their mythological bridges noted in their epitaphs of
Literature:

We have crossed them holding hands,

The sun in a mote of its dallying séances:

And now our children play half-hazzardly, interupting
The soldiers of another drunken poem,

Proving that a loneliness is broken forever,

And political movements, wherever, have no grasp upon

The ethereal heavens.

The cadaver is retrieved from its high school that
The gullibility of her boys will win forever.

PS
I will be a millionaire by my early forties.
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By My Nocturnal Tears

In the fieldtrips of demigods of cartoons

I keep going on and on while the day is spent and my peers
Get older and older until they become reprobate—

And this lands becomes a mutual fairytale

Too obscured for me to understand—and the busses turn around
And around, like solar powered marionettes that

Slow down after daylight—

And the same reason do exist for no one—

As the arrowheads re-emerge like fossils—

And the places of our joy cannot like off,

Because the wicks that I can never fear

Are wetted by my nocturnal tears.
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By Pablo Neruda

This is how you made me feel—in this poem by

Pablo Neruda—[]

And it is not the right way to go down laughing all by myself
Upon the hind end of all of those canals

Without any stilts or fanfares: this is

All T have done—blemished into the promises

Of the caves,

As the stage crafts of the airplanes crashes and all of

It becomes some kind of another bad news:

This is all you have deserved into the hinterlands—spelling out,
That you have left some kind of husband upon the
Playgrounds while the mountains are still glowing—

And I am left playing some kind of ketchup even though

I am not good enough to stay alive- and

The child that I have effected will have to determine itself
Into Shanghai—growing itself into another religion

As if into another five thousand years of

A text adventure of all of those disaffected dreams

As your brown skin awakens upon the palates above

Disney World—kissing its brown tomorrow-

And swearing that it already knows all that it needs

To know—for tomorrow and until all of the yesterdays

Until it is finally young and falling out of its nest—

And safely besides the highway before it can be curated into
A nothing that has to take care of itself.
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By Pablo Nerudo

This is how you made me feel—in this poem by

Pablo Neruda—[]

And it is not the right way to go down laughing all by myself
Upon the hind end of all of those canals

Without any stilts or fanfares: this is

All T have done—blemished into the promises

Of the caves,

As the stage crafts of the airplanes crashes and all of

It becomes some kind of another bad news:

This is all you have deserved into the hinterlands—spelling out,
That you have left some kind of husband upon the
Playgrounds while the mountains are still glowing—

And I am left playing some kind of ketchup even though

I am not good enough to stay alive- and

The child that I have effected will have to determine itself
Into Shanghai—growing itself into another religion

As if into another five thousand years of

A text adventure of all of those disaffected dreams

As your brown skin awakens upon the palates above

Disney World—kissing its brown tomorrow-

And swearing that it already knows all that it needs

To know—for tomorrow and until all of the yesterdays

Until it is finally young and falling out of its nest—

And safely besides the highway before it can be curated into
A nothing that has to take care of itself.
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By Sunlight

Now I'm sure I have another angel of my soul
Swallowed up by sunlight

And keeping hours:

This is how it feels making love
Beside the rose bushes,

And the sunlight storms

And it feels for awhile that there isn't
Any other love,

But the daydreams are here and you
Are smiling across the fields

And this isn’t even our house.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 385



By That Hidden Date On The Calendar Of Injured Gifts

Now here is another thing for you,
Imperfectly fleeting:

Words which would have stayed as if in stone,
If they knew their older brother’s wiser crafts:
These are just dalliances

For your eyes,

Chancy rainstorms which dry up on your lips,
The leaping conjugations which need

Your hidden moistures to survive:

That is all,

And do you not know when they come out,

By that hidden date on the calendar

Of injured gifts:

The eager tadpoles-

They would serenade as if in love,

If you had a spare moment to listen:

They would crowd around you and mew,

And look up into your eyes with awful needings:
They care nothing for me,

Even though they come by my hands-

They have nothing to do with me,

The silly things:

They would deny me if they could,

As you have proven in unrecorded history:
They would walk out and leave me right here,
Without a chance of domestication,

If they knew you would let them in,

But it is such a long road to where you live
That they could hardly get halfway to you
Before beginning to dissolve

Into their fancies' impermanence,

The lilting melodies of the street-singer’s
Rhyming panhandles;

They are the cheapest thrills of the fairground’s
Calendared visits,

And even as you are about to look up,

To listen, and to perhaps believe,

They, like you, are soon distracted by the closer
Things:
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The bright colors of the fair lips,

The auburn stares which answer beckoning;

So they will forget you now,

And you embrace a closer friend;

Dissolving, they will become a reliable truth,
Until tomorrow when I wake up,

And think of you right off, like I always do,

The constant dream of awful distance,

And then we will set to sophomoric work again,
Going one by one across the field

Where the fireworks are lined up and ready to go off,
Showing you in brief expulsions of

Colorful truth,

The patriotism we keep in our chests,

The lovely propagandas our fingers shoot-off
Like harmless wands above the driest field,

A display thirsting for your attention.
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By The Day

If it works: but it is broken:

The apple trees in the orchard, the virgin’s token-

And the airplanes upon their wings:

Fly straight over the forts of

Anything, where the tourists mull and the sky crumbles-
The sharks perambulate the sea above that which the sun
Mumbles:

And bumble bees, and silver colored tuna going back

And forth underneath the motor boats in the loch:

Strange delusions of our ancestors going to and fro

From home to work-

And the plans of housewives coming home in the crepuscule,
And the street lights like dimming birthday candles

On the streets of cake whose wishes never end:

Sweet daughters entering in to their boudoirs they must
Soon leave: to find husbands and lovers,

And then children to milk, and to defend: and Christmas trees
In their engorged parlors,

Like the secret but open stings of so many winged fiends
That their friends are allowed to see:

After all of their fairytales have tumbled down their
Curtaining hills; languishing broken and then sweltering like
Kilns into the morning in a valley

Of suburbia- in a hidden graveyard that grows more sweeter
And more cherished by the day.
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By The End Of The Pep Rally's Fortnight

On some dark valentines,

I molt around the eyes of a pristine high school-

The words give birth to a beautiful cadaver and

We all lay around it on the floor

And let it tell us about the flight plans of a dying

Autumn; and the flies work briskly on my friend,

Though I wish I could say what I want about

It more succinctly;

Instead, while going to the bathroom, I am propositioned

By the venal muse just hopped off her paper

Airplanes, smelling like dead lilacs;

Maybe she supposes I am her grandfather, I have

Been looking so kindly lately- Looking as if I've

Been pin striping windmills;

And this is just the gist of it, the way model soldiers

Die in tin meadows bemused by guts of paper streamers
Popping the jubilancy of a Sunday’s fornication;

And I hate to think it has taken me so long to get a job

Of beauty, to feel her punctured breath rise like a swamp
Against my neck again;

And I suppose there are much more beautiful young boys
Fighting fires or getting tattoos in jingoistic regiments
Marching off to the east, but she cannot catch up with them,
Seeing as her umbilical cord is vined to the grave-

So she saw me out at lunch under the craw of moons, and we
Decided to be together and run track, and learn spells

To make a brood of enriched golems; and we rode saw horses,
And she looked pretty once the maggots were picked

From her thrashes, and we watched them metamorphose into
An entire colony of erudite fireworks who were not frightened,
And I don’t know if I've said it right,

But it does not matter as their beauty was again dead by the
End of the pep rally’s fortnight.

Robert Rorabeck
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By The Hungry Day

There are maggots in the stars, and underneath those

Filthy heavens I have been jogging again:

And the sea lights out like an infinite drawer of unruly knives;
And they seem to be trying to kiss the brows of the

Sleepless sheep that I've

Been counting,

As the airplanes are falling down the stairs, and forgotten relatives
Are never coming up again for air:

This infinite regress, and the birth of crypt-orchid hair:

It blooms in the night-time caverns underground

Where we find that so many of our friends are sleeping,
Gloriously:

In their trailer parks they sleep and play their tin horns and their
Forgotten eyes reflect up to our souls the great distance into
Which they have been away,

And they continue their dour reflections until the sun is eaten

By the hungry day.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 390



By The Knowledge That What Is Unreachable

All of the different gods have the same love,

And hold to it by the metamorphosis’s of the day: they go along
The racetracks of the dogs,

Or of the milkmaids lying golden headed in the hay:

They have been gone so long, that we have become latch keyed:
And just look at all of the minuscule folklores that we've

Had to bleed:

But I found you today: you knocked on my door, like the secret
Thrust of a genie wanting to breathe again in the outdoors;

And I have walked beneath the prominences of opal stone,

And I have wanted to kiss you and hold the brown flesh

Over your bone: Alma:

And I have: and I have, and I have held your troubles next to my
Chest,

And I have seen halfway into the secrets of your eyes,

But the rest of you I will never know, like a creature of its own
Limited element,

This is all I can believe; but I swear by the knowledge that

What is unreachable in your tiny body of flesh and soul:

Alma, Alma, is infinitely more beautiful.
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By The Movie Theatres Of The Graveyards

Poems of racehorses in

The snow—or anywhere—

Even star-crossed over my once-

Muse's abandoned household—

And will she still have

To go away tomorrow—still because

She is married

And now I am married

And expecting child—

As a little blood is drawn from the
Wounded playground—

As I get bored and blind myself

From staring at the pornographies

Of sunlight—

And she will have to go to him tomorrow—
As their shadows will swim together

After midnight—

Until the fairgrounds of my heart have been
Packed away and are gone—

And then another summer of another sorrow—
All told by the movie theatres of

The graveyards—appreciated by the naked
Yet beating above the ground.
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By The Sands

Before there was another sound

Bivouacked into the tree tops, the moon sang
To us:

Pretty echoes, like friends she had pulled up
From the ground,

Albino crocodiles who watched us kissing at the
Zooa€&quot;

The last lines coalescing across the spaces
Over which the airplanes flya€&quot;

Their wings the thread of stitches bringing together
Our wounds to be healed for

Christmas- into just another afterthought

In the life giving day-gone oasisa€&quot;
Where I once kept dreams of touching you until
They were buried by the sands.
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By The Sweat Of My Proletarian Brow

There is no subtly, so this is not art,

The pornography of a greeting card can say

I love you as coolly as an apathetic banker,

Thusly I greet you again, like a stranger out

In the humid woods, perhaps next to a queue

Of terrapin in a teal traffic-jam:

There are tadpoles in the sludge, their flagella

Ululating with the squeal of metamorphic atrophies,

And the muses are the butchered canvases,

Leftovers for the fine young forensic teams,

Their eyes now gone the way of heliotrope flies,

Gossiping as they go about their janitorial duties,

And behind her not a grotto glossed and brushed with
Micas, but a junkyard of abandoned cars up on
Cinderblocks, their vinyl stabbed and holding not
Passengers but stacks of nudie magazines which started
Molting when the rain blew through their abandonment,
And the bejeweled spiders began their trapeze acts:

Now I love you, but this is where I take you to make out,
Telling you I am someone famous with an intricate disease,
But you have turned me over and seen that my belly is
Tapioca and my navel the indication where someone stole
The cherry- I am very utilitarian- You can send me

Out to the store and I'll come back expeditiously with a carton
Of chicken eggs, not one of them broken: Or you can hand me
Your mail, and I will walk down the street whistling, passing
It out, making sure to return the love letter you mistakenly
Disavowed; but it is not proof of any genius I hoped

To exemplify, nor a pretty lake I hoped to entrench you near,
But the spittoon of a muddied furrow, along a slender track
I laboriously plough by the sweat of my proletarian brow.
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By The Sweat Of Your Brow

Giving me too much time to consider that

I am not going home:

Snails on my shoulders in their little houses:
Roman candles pointed earthwards toward
The canal-

And I am in a place they thought may not
Have existed-

And they burn effigies of broomsticks until the
Candles become sauce and gravy,

Until, sometimes, the midnight works,

And you can float underneath her as a little boy
Going up and up into a chimney

While yards of aerobuses circle beneath you
And the magic is in your armpits:

And the magic is by the sweat of your brow
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By The Tattoos And Other Bruises Of The World

Open theatre on the hillside of a graveyard of
A campus:

Purple bloom: there in the student ghetto of
A tomb:

Wasps and werewolves

And watermelons: the sky looks up into a
Birdcage of gigantic skeletons:

As the world continues selling around us

All year, or all afternoon:

And I will have to get into my classroom tomorrow:
I will have to unlock the door

An answer in the morning to her and her

And her:
And it will become a sparrow lost in her nest
Of doorknobs:

And it will become another firework in mimicry
Underneath the space shuttle,

As all of the doors close in, and the beautiful animals
Retreat, and you look into his eyes

Forlornly for another hour- your soul

Disfigured by the tattoos and other bruises of a world
That will never close.
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By The Time It Got There

Your empty eyes are socked with your
Husband’s heliotrope fist,

And Pedro is talking to me in Spanish:

And what is the night,

What is the night but the other side of the
World,

And Antarctica and girls who habitually touch
Their faces when they see me.

How I've been trained to avoid the rush of
Traffics, to sleep

Underneath the overpasses and dream of

Teal

And the antics of playground balls under the
Sun

Where concrete tunnels perform the initiation
Rights of

Preschool flirtations,

Where cats trounce nine-lived up in the bunny-
Trees,

Their spinsters and gamblers asleep in their
Furs in

The pet cemetery down the street from the
Elementary school where in

Second grade I brought tulips for Denise,

But didn’t have the guts to hand them

Over myself.

After school, her parents were fat, and I wondered
If she had been adopted,

And the buses turned like corpulent honey bees,
So that stretched out the entire road

Was like a black orchid playing in the séances of
An ineffective heart,

Who then rode its bicycle home, but

By the time it got there was very happy to have dinner
Waiting.
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By The Waves

You get home and take a

Shower trying to wash off the

Molten day, how the sun has made love
To you and is now done with you;

The way it flooded around you:

The swarms of eyes and tongues
Directing with noise and implication
The thoughts, desires, and rejections.
Each day awakening,

Arising up from the oily bed

Into the old but always triumphant furnace
The body aching: the teeth throbbing
In bloody gums, the skin chapped and
Burning, blemishes under a mask of
Promises, the joints twisted and rusty,
Squealing like old gates and rodents,
The flesh weak and changing,

The simple, repeated needs of the
Animal repeatedly thudding like your
Heartbeat

Getting dressed, moving out of the
Door and into your car,

Turning the keys in the ignition
Deliberately starting the day,
Remembering the faces who wait to judge you,
Driving on the mercurial sphere, drowning
In the rich and disgusting layers of
Polluted gravity and polluted oxygen,
God’s hands pressed upon you,
Knowing Religion is the cheep out

Of a weak mind

Who follows it’'s own shadow

Down dead-end caves-

By the time it comes back up,
Everything is sold and everyone has
Gone home for the evening;

Your father deciding to have a

Son, so he f@cks your

Mom and out you come,
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His ascendancy, his hope,

The successor of grief and the
Family business

With the eyes scrutinizing hard upon
The flesh, your mother the very worst,
The knuckles flickering white-hot
Around you,

The undertow taking you

Further and further,

Stretching you until you

Become the dissolution of

A self broken apart

By the waves.
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By These Monsters

I busied myself with cutting wood

Until the men braver than me came with glorious

Instruments as well as women enamored on strings;

And they invited me into the labyrinth for which there

Was no answer save to proceed: And they gifted me with

Battlements and miniature forges worked by industrious

Insects and clever bats and their ilk;

And there was one strange instance where they sat me out

On a gun-deck in a green field before I went underground,

Like a driving range, and I sat in the seat of that gun and fired

Off heavy charges into a swarm of balloons, like jellyfish

Let loose before the rows of Australian pines, swaying like

Rootless dancers, trying to convince us the highway wasn’t

Even there, though it could be heard streaming in both directions,

But mostly southbound: Afterwards, we dived like Beowulf into

The first fitt, and the door closed behind us and we drank as

We dried off, but then I was alone, with my selection of arms,

And the tattoos imprinted upon me by lasers upon joining the
Company. Beyond this, it is horrible, for after each sequence the

Door is closed. No one told me this: there is no going back,

And the water is over spilling so all the time you are about to

Drown, as the monsters become exponentially more terrifying,

With greater and more sympathetic back stories the readers get no
Chance to hear save for in the denouement, which is never gotten to.
But I must confess, these scars are my own, these brilliant regalia of
Pain which makes the eyes flit to, and the mouths to dropp with the
Morbidity of dead ancestors. Underground, they provide the only light,
Save for when my bitten blade sojourns along the plate necks of
Dragons and alligators, while above tender house wives drink expensive
Liquor and masturbate like teenage saints crossed upon a fourpost bed;
But I don’'t know any of that, but must keep heading downwards. Soon
I will meet my father and his gang, and the hungry windmills pin wheeling
In the frozen lakes. Soon students will crowd over me with their bicycles,
Swarm like ants, and professor will ask me why there ain’t no stanzas.
Certainly though, coated with gore, my old skin hung upon a coat rack
In a far distant dimension, it is true what they say now: That I can only
Know myself by these monsters.
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By Way Of His Chili-Peppered Tongue

Snakes leap like dogs,

Comics & games at my bare feet.

After one a.m. Everything has changed and

Real, except for the cops. I think

About fu*king my aunt every chance I get.

Ants bivouac between my toes. Copper-headed

Serpents, bearded try to sell me apples

On my way to the plastic bathroom draped

By the crumble of concrete irrigation, and

Florida Holly. Just last week, robbers got away

With the till from the sub shop- I suppose,

They are still hiding out in the latrine: I cover their

Heads with immaculate worms, as I c%ck my own,

Lilting backwards like a marvelous captain and saying

A wish: I slide down, just like the banister on her

Wedding in that rustic museum: Her husband is

A cripple, but I fill her up, her nightgown like the hood

Of that car, chromed with incest or that creative
Dysfunction which moves these lines anonymous,

Troughs the depths of the fermented mind, even as galaxies
Pinwheel and do their thing, until I too am done,

And stepping back into sleep have to listen to the little Mexican
Boy Pedro call me a fagg%t by way of his chili-peppered tongue.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

402



By Which She Can Never Be Found

Another word thrown like a rose on

The tomb:

My heart is the tiny echo of one tear

Sliding down the entrails of

A funnel;

And all that I love is married, and taken up
Like prospected land,

And spoken for;

And the Indians are whooping and

Every last one of them has a chubby-

There is no more room left between the clouds,
And the seashells beneath them are
Creeping like crustaceous ghosts back inside
Her dresses,

Like little orphan children who are so shy;
And I am going to finish off my last drop

Of sun,

And then I am going to buckle myself in and ride
Underground inside her

Roller-coaster coffin; and I am going to feel
Again the ways and avenues

By which she can never be found.
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By Which The Fires Came

Troublesome mind make the fingers play
Giving amusements as tall as fairies

To her glowing, entrepreneurial eyes.
When the tornado warning is over in

The middle of the day,

And school is over except for tomorrow,
But then for good—at least for those
Such as me—

What reason is there but for the tripwires
Of dusk—

The shed skins of crepuscule over the
Mailboxes,

And those that light the zoetrope are put
Onto the back burners—

And foxes, long tongued, turn toward the
River,

And she to the forest, trying to look

Back up at the mountain at the scars by which
The fires came.

Robert Rorabeck
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By Your Makebelieve Heavens

You make all of your love at the dry cleaners,

Waiting for the bed sheets to dry out, but you are so

Near the sea—the waves sound like

The wounds of animals echoing—and you are so

Near to me, but you don't come over—

You wait in the closest of spaces for him to come home:

He haunts you, as if this were still Mexico—

I place the Virgins of Guadalupe inside my house,

Trying to tempt you—but now I am married-

You go home wandering where you will find

Your next lover—you keep better men locked up in

The toolboxes of your breast—

I think that even once or twice you made love to one

Or many of your uncles—but your sent is yet sweet upon
These walls, and I get drunk for you—

And the liquor burns through my increasing body,

Passing through my joints and down near the baseball diamond
Where my dog sleeps,

And when you awaken tomorrow it will be a luxurious journey—
As you make friends with ghosts and skeletons—

And enjoy the illuminations of the disasters of all of

My hopes fall down, astonished by your make-believe heavens.
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By Your Moon

All of Sunday I was in your land while
You were not home.

You were out getting your nails done,
Leaving to look up at the stars while I
Was alone:

But the primordial skeletons came out
And danced for me,

And brought me two petal roses and
Three legged dogs

And some syllabled curses, but it wasn't
A big deal:

I preferred to lie famished in your from
Yard, waiting for the mailman to come

As if to resurrect me from the sunny
Open tomb-

When you came, you laughed and stepped
Over me, and helped him across

Into your little hotel room; and made love
Up all night,

Until in the morning you flew away again,
Using some chariot or broom-

And I waited for the spikenard to pierce
Through the gut,

As I lay there as if all of my light had been
Stolen by your moon.
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By Your Side

Sharon,

In my trailer park gloom, you are the lightest of

Shadows:

Your soul floats over the net like a cone of badminton;

And I am sorry that you could never be a councellor,

Or something just as professional,

Or that you haven’t climbed more mountains to see your
Reflection laying across the land as if an entire

High school of angels had sprung a leak;

And I am sorry that I couldn’t have been a better and

More forthright man for you; and that I had to mess

Up my face deliberately,

And that I had to hang my flag upside down because I
Figured that I was in some kind of distress;

But I used to figure you out most weekdays when I skipped
School and got drunk and lit off bottle rockets:

And it really meant something when I finally matriculated

To your state college and saw you once or twice,

Even if it was kissing your soon to be husband in the line of
That Chinese restaurant now demolished just so they

Could widen thirteenth street:

Sharon, you’ve never looked like Jodie Foster: And you’'ve
Never looked better,

And I just wish I was your bicycle, Sharon, something for you
To sit up and ride, ride, ride, over the mountains of your
Colorado countryside; and I don’t mean that in a sexual way,
Sharon,

But in a friendly way, the way that lions are supposed to lay down
With the lambs and share snow cones or something deep in
The esplanades in the state fairs of Telluride or something
Or somewhere,

Just as long as you are there, Sharon, and I am by your side.
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By Your Very Flame

My heart, my heart:

What is it doing: it is dying into the emptiness

It expected you to be;

It is a day laborer mindless of the beauty of the deeper
Mangroves;

It is out cutting your lettuce, satcheling your citrus;

And it is a beautiful if curious world;

And cartoons rule it,

And sharks who cut their fins like paper cuts like
Middle-fingers into the air;

And I want to touch myself and wear what I cannot wear.
And what else do I want but to turn of the television while
You are still there,

Sharon, while you haven’t turned away to your paper families,
To the dolls you have erected from your own creation:

I wish for you to remember me,

And come to me as if a boy in a ballroom and really come
To me,

And touch me like something still in its cocoon, if you

Can still believe and hope for me in that way,

Then we can both leave the movie theatre together,
Holding hands and touching the bodies of our luggage together,
Helping me survive

When I have been drowning for a lucky seven years, hoping
For a girl like you to remember my name,

To reach out and keep my light kindled by your very flame.
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Cadmus’ Amnesia

Even when the sky is full of disaster,

Tell me, what can they take from you-
When you have hidden the hungry mouths
Scattered in the silken forest,

Tossed into the hyperactive rivers,
Furrowed with the serpent’s fang

In an opulent blanket provided by the needing moon:

So early in the morning from this

Your friends up sprang, bellicose and frightened
Born decorated in the instruments of their careers
Already they began maiming their old fellows
The clanging, persistent greetings killers give,
Until like a woman unjustly wed,

They fell back to slumber pell-mell

In all parts the catastrophe

All this the red lizard watched

Tasting the act on his budded tongue

Not far in the forest, curled about

The top most coned bows of a fur tree

Like smoldering garland draped there

By a wicked woman who sang nakedly

The promises which whisper in wells

To little doe-eyed children who bend over

To give their ears a listen

Further and further

Until down and down they fell.
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Cadmus's Hounds

The unicorns are striking above the airplanes-

It is because the airplanes are lying down, creches into

Green valleys-

Into which cerulean cataracts fall:

This is the beautiful place of your childhoods, where

The heroes fell your public schools have made you forgetful of:
Looking up, the motes in pinwheel blindness,

The hummingbirds touching down upon the shoulders

Of a boudoir of roses:

The dogs have run their course- they are celebrating,
Cadmus's hounds, on a dinner of fried chicken,

And you have your hand on her knee in

The drive in theatre-

Watching that one note play; it is as good as making love
In a cemetery-

There you see the ghosts of fireworks in her eyes:

Tomorrow is Thanksgiving, and I will go to work,

But it is as if I am retired- the apples ferment in a tangled
Orchard hidden in the Everglades:

You will see your favorite teacher tomorrow and he will
Tell you that you have gained too much weight,

But you have beautiful children in either hand to show him,

And sometimes, after sleeping, the airplanes will leap so high into
The sky after dinner that they will metamorphosis-

And they will become the swans and herons who come here
Every year in the wintertime on their wayward trips into Mexico:

As the country yawns and rises up into the basins of

The tallest of mountains, you are not fit enough to hike into
Tomorrow-

There will be a peace for a moment- and a flower, like a weed,
Will bloom amidst the cracks and the recesses

Of a high school that, after the holidays, you can no longer
Imagine yourself as ever having a belonging.
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Caesuras Of The Out Of Work Sea

The tents will go up in New Mexico

And Arizona:

They will rise higher than the fires,

And we will sell fireworks in their penumbras-

And the cheap dragons will dance inside them,

Curling around their toolboxes,

And then they will steal the moonlight from the golden moon,
Who itself is a thief

And a voyeur of stewardesses and the ways home,

And the few words that I cannot even describe will leave my
Body like a eulogy, like cheap science-fiction,

Like a rose over the anonymous grave of a prostitute,

And somewhere else in this country

There will be a song sung better than mine, and it will

Rise for awhile above the conflagrations of

Mountains in Colorado,

Making the tourists stop to consider, before even

They get back to business-

And the kidnappers will arrive at their destinations;

And it will be another sad story

Told through the lips of orange groves and pressed forever
Against the romanticized caesuras of the out of work

Sea.
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Cage #9

Your panthers kiss in the dream of helium balloons:

Their lulling tongues drip the sweat of last night’s carcass:

And I can see you reaching up your forearms,

And the vase of your breast inside the loose shirt:

The pearly meat is like a perfect anthill in summer’s sleep,

Your eyes are smiling like a plastic doll coming nearer,

As you climb the chain-link fence that keeps us

In the separate habitats: You will not go unconquered,

As the peacocks fan behind you the majesty of the jade crocodile:
When you leap down in your fevered panting,

And wrestle me into suppliants amidst the sticks and mud
Where I'd been feeding on the penny candies:

Then you take us back to where we were first captured:

In the hot sand dunes in the cradle of the early peninsula:
Where we spread out naked in the nape and the winds,

And you bit my wrist several times in the same place,

Signifying that you were growing tired and soon wanted sleep:
Even then we had no other language,

Except in the engorged junctions where our bodies merged:

And you called me with your needful pressures,

The flowing areolaed press of your lenient opal stems

Before we were both captured and were bound for domestication,
Feeding the tourists’ melting pleasures,

And the unblinking eyes of curious fifth graders out on fieldtrips.
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Cake Delivery

Rainbows of ski-lifts looking into her eyes,

While all of my nights are alone

Learning how to spell in the overgrown grass,

And the pornographies of misspent fireworks
Beside the canal,

While the teal, teal heron eggs are cracking:

The sugarcane is burning,

And we look up together, the sugarcanes burning
In a truancy of a shadows-

Mailboxes whose lips are unpainted, and the day
Goes like this,

Rising over the limestone, and the birds who lay
Here,

While the carnivals turn around and around,
Repeating the fallacies of superheroes-

Then we sell Christmas trees into the dust, and in
The night we collect marbles

With our hands in our pockets in our bedrooms:
The moon arises, and the grapes

Grow pregnant, with the foxes beneath them:

Their fathers, braying, and licking their own coats,
To clean off the cockleburs,

And to remove any of the tears that may have been
Placed there by the fieldtrips that sweat off our tomorrows,
And burn off our little yards of tomorrows,

While the wives that we once hoped to know kneel
In our carports to the kisses of sad toads,

And kneading their hands into origami over the seals
Of frogs in the rusting rebars of the rains,

And pray, and pray.
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Called Her Home

Traffic continues on like four-legged sorts

Of galaxies pin wheeling away,

Traveling home, or to gentleman’s clubs:

The pretty girls pick up bouquets in the surf,

And they never look at you-

They never pick up books written by men with
More voodoo than you:

The terrapin sleep in the crux of a misspelled log:
They watch the women nakedly down

In the surf:

The most resilient flowers bloom in the sloughs,
Tourniquets of roses they pick for the darkest
Pirates with entire cathedrals of candles burning in
Their unruly beard,

Who lay the maidens on coquina slabs and make
Them sing like ornaments,

In the short days time traveling to when the first conquistadors
Saw the teal lions near the flower shops in the
Waves and called her home to dinner.
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Campaign For My Scarlet Letter

Campaign for my scarlet letter,

My love, my love, my dinosaur:

And I'll come back and be your lover,

Your first crush, your index finger,

Your older brother:

And we’ll bask our heads into the evening’s

Pillows,

And dream of magnanimous plums,

And sugary super heroes: I'd love you for

The day, like a field trip,

Like a scar that goes away-

And while I'm doing this, you can shake your

Head and say I don't know you,

And I'll quiz you to make sure; and to see how

Well you do: You do so well at things that do

Not matter, and I am even worse than you,
Because before you left me I stole you bicycle and
Danced so the rains would fall so no one else could
Come out and steal it,

And then I caracoled your university because I like
That word especially when I can use it as a verb,
But by the time I was done reciting the sharks were
Busy just off shore,

And the ice-cream parlors had closed their doors,
The conquistadors had either crucified or Christened
All the poor dead Indians,

And the dog had masturbated onto the kitchen floor.
My mother whispered that she whished we’d

Been a little wiser, and then she shut the door,

And we closed our eyes and hit the pillows,

So far away broken up one into your expected migrations,
And I into an entirely different metamorphosis,

And yet dreams of you hit my pillow like a pile

Of cinderblocks,

A city full of busted bliss, a curse and a

Rhyme anonymous,

But I didn't love you anymore.
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Campfire Tale

Cars are running on fingers of diamonds and loose change.

The woods are humming a catchphrase you don't know.

Down the easement on the left,

The forest-blue barge is taking a young Adam to a new affair;

He is out on the deck filling his pockets with sunlight

And the skim of water lilies-

Without long hair, you are less attractive than you used to was,
And the pugilists have made you lose the fight,

Evidenced in the dark mask around the rim of your gaze;

She has taken the yacht of his sleeve and doesn't care.

The petty thieves purloin the embarkation of the naive heart.

They are in there now sowing the city as white as Damascus;

This road is the downward vein attributing to the sad populations,
Where pricking corn grows like ruddy children around the hem of pines,
And the sky whistles the silky knives, the silverware which pullulate
Like throbbing moths pulsating from the yellowjacket’s joyful barb.
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Can You Imagine?

Can you imagine,

How many lawyers and doctors

There are in South Florida?

I can see them, crapping in their toilets,

So close to the Atlantic, in their

Upper-Middle class homes so near the

Sea—They never think of the sea,

Because their wives are beautiful,

They have no use for the sea....

But I have no wife,

So the sea is mine and I lounge with

Her and slip her the tongue,

And we play together like Bonnie and Clyde—

We rise up and rob and make love in wreathing,
Vengeful fits.... Can you imagine,

All those useless professions scheming,
Accumulating wealth and accomplishments

They use to dress their cheap lives,

Never thinking of the masses who move beneath
Them, the limestone that is rotting away beneath
Them.... They have no time for such things....
They are making grand additions to their lives....
Their walls are clotted with plaques and honors,
And every single one of them has a picture of
Themselves with a famous politician....

Is this what you want? Is this what we were made
To become? Never mind the advertisements,

Or what your parents tell you....

Listen, is this really you?

Is your soul there, walled up in a high-rise office,
Asking your secretary to take notations....

I can not think. I can not see....

There are homeless people without names,
Without identities walking like shadows on the street,
But they are angels, they are the scholars of Jesus,
And they come to her shore and watch us swim
Like a motion picture backlit by the flickering sun,
The ancient Hebrew who denotes right from wrong,
And here there is beauty and infinite change....
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They cannot see this.... They cannot know,

So let us be very quiet and pull a curtain over

Our love making, and move into one another

Very quietly but with much passion,

Because if they knew, they would want what we have....
But they can not know, they can not understand....
They are mystified by the Pharaoh’s gifts,

By the slick promises of dead emperors

and sad presidents.

They cannot imagine all that we have....
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Canals And Ballrooms

Retreating by a trail of lost words making
Their way across the

Vermillion apertures of the continent- as if,
Finally, Mexico had really one

And even the angels had changed their names and
Appetites-

Going more naked over the clouds, like schools
Of dangerous fish,

And fighting all of the time: and never going to
School,

But hanging out in the hallways riled up by the
Tornados the victorious gods sent to

To lavish over the land:

The trailer parks made of adobe- the wild cats
Fitful, blue- sabers preferable to guns,

And the conquistadors now all of our mascots,
Resurrected, done up

And trundling with the fanfare of our darker
Redder skin:

Skin of fire, and the cities burning with the movements
Of their dance- so many lovers prowling
Through the yard, clutching fireworks- spinning
And making duels- the canals and ballrooms
Doused and burning gasoline.
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Candelabrums For Seahorses

We happen outside into the world again today,

Fibrillating, saving our grandmothers- open mouthed with the
Fireworks

Leaping at first underneath and then over, over the great

Inner states;

As all of the world is collected, and put right here,

Candelabrums for seahorses,

Shrinking, then growing big again, like little kids underneath

The heavens of Christmas trees:

What it feels like as if to be alive in the traditions of make-believe:
A grave of wildflowers hissing with steam,

Realizing from the upward motions of the blue miners

And swift constructions of transcontinental railroads-

Laid between the comely passing cars, the heirlooms of ripe fields,
As all of it goes passing both and either ways-

A wound in the heart where the ghost of your mother can live,
Passing forwards and backwards, like a zoetrope without any foxes,
As the groves in the desert wait and wait

To give and give.
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Cannibalistic Daylight

The empty page of silence flumes,

While my mother corrects her face:

My mother who is more than fifty years old,

Who just asked me what Kelly’s name was:

And soon she’ll be going to bed like

A fish.

Just like a lucky fish, who'll never see the lips of
Liquor or brushed the lips of mountains.

Then on Sunday it's Valentines and I can’t even

Spell;

But it will be beautiful to suffer through all the
Reflections of stage lights and false lions,

The penumbras of great amusements that

Are already leaving,

Those things that I have already loved that will live

As many lives as cats,

That will have as many children-

When the night is already cold and turned off into the
Avenues of her dead husband, I will turn her around
By her naked shoulder,

And ask her to come back and touch my cheek and ask her
To make my neighborhood again as luminescent as the
Fish who live so far beneath all of these affluent
Trailer parks as if to be from another planet

As far away as we are,

And as beautiful as never having to take another breath or
Having to tell my mother again the name your parents
Decided to give you;

Then you will be just as wonderful as if there weren’t another
Person beyond the two of us,

And the dreaded occupations of the immersed daylight
Had gone away into the bonfires of another truly tragic
Lullaby of cannibalistic daylight.
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Capital Punishment

Wept the Lord on her doorstep,

“But I loved you for

A burning summer;

The lonely feeling lasted:

We laid naked on the barren field.
There the speckled serpent curled
In the grass in the

Warmth hugging

Of an unexplored tree,
Promised evil

While I was fertile;

Laid off,

Then I could only look

Back on you,

The little girl hiding

In her woman’s form.

In the mute chorus

They harvested bitterness

In the meat of sweet dreams
Up and down the rows
Collected by Nubian grandmothers:
Unfeeling shadows,

Unborn children:

You drank away

With your luxury

While in the background they
Paid their quarters to hear
Our song,

The illegal mariachis;

What would it have been?
Baby, do you know what

You did today?

Baby, do you know what

You took away?

I don't believe in capital punishment,

Baby,
But, for something like this,
You should have been killed.”
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Captain Stormfield

You believe in God

And you live in New York City?

You deserve a blow-j$b

From the Smithsonian:

Space traveler- How you wake up early

To flirt with your god before cartoons,

But you don’t make much out of a

Canine’s four legged flatulence:

I wouldn’t presuppose much on what you think
Of your own,

Being that you are a yellow dog,

But you are not scared;

And I know you will live forever with

Captain Stormfield satirized, but I'm too

Busy making money to help with your

Ranks of flagellated logic:

You are married and there is a new ring on
Saturn-

In the end, you are better left alone to float
With the angels deep in the throat of your
Wonderfully fabled moan:

Everything is beautiful when animals can speak
Of the moral of the story

After twenty minutes of selling cereal:

And so I love you- but I am just a hobo who isn’t
Real,

On the swing-set of censer knowing I can go back
And forth without any real power,

But I can never get again to where you are,
Motor-powered, righteous and surreal,

But that’s the true game-show of my dysfunctionally
Empirical ordeal.
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Captains Of Their Bedrooms

Adolescent tears stolen to the ravaged
Cheeks of crocodiles:

Look how they are smiling, slanted on the bank:
The whole classroom is smiling,

Even though there are no windows,

Or roses on my desk:

This is the time they are in now, pretty finks
Like adolescent jasmine:

They will bloom like canaries into the carnival,
And then they will disappear-

The metamorphosis of the juvenile stations,
Captains of their bedrooms,

Matriculating; but what will they change into:
What hope do they have

With their ships melting or, who will they hold
Hands with

Will they ever make it outdoors to see has
The charade of their tears,

To see who blooming for them ceaselessly
The emotional clock that makes no room for
Tardiness and he is smiling,

And shedding their tears, though their hours are
Still so young.
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Captivated And Alone

The sun is crawling through the sky—drinking and singing songs:
I lay in my bed alone,

My lips pressed to a canal of rum—[]

And the sorrows of the flesh overspill and overspill—

The fish are tender-hooked—

But it seems alright to believe that they will survive

For a little while until they are ganged up on—

And for the while that you live in your window above

The clouds—can't you think of me,

Swimming four-legged and with a tail beneath you—

Trying to sing you the songs of a prince along his journeys—
Trying to captivate you until the airplane that I am sure

Will take us away touches down—

And all of the lights go out—

And all of the fake tourists leave their theatres

And stadiums underneath the mountains

And I can spare enough time for you—

Imagining that both of our hearts will remain

Captivated and alone.
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Captivated With The Giants

Dun by moon-side,

By pool-side, by beach side:

All of the children missing

From the merry-go-round that was meant
To be beside the sea:

All of my exploits of my later years
Cheating my face

Through the open windows of the
Hapless desert,

And upon above:

Saturn invisible, and Jupiter invisible,
And Pluto mostly invisible-

And the children were all supposed to be
Right here,

As the blind men build their houses on
The steep side of the mountains

Where the cars are always crashing

Down like tears

Into the empty bedrooms where the lovers
Were meant to be:

Estranged, though fleshed,

And now walking somnolently through
The waterfalls of carwashes,

The airplanes resting thoughtfully above
Them, captivated with the giants who are
Also looking down.
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Careless Though Divine Providence

I have no more choice but to continue my either or
Torment through the zoetrope of my breath:

There we go flickering beside the people we know so
Little about

Seeming to dance like animals search for truth:

The parade comes in over the waves into which the
Amphibic airplanes are touching down gentle enough to
Kiss but not unsettle the water moccasins

Who live in the stone rainbows underneath the places
Where I still try to breathe:

Alma cannot love me, but she is all that I see,

As we wake up together a stone’s throw away; her in the
Happenstance of her husband’s arms,

And I alone in the pitilessness of careless though divine
Providence.
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Carelessly And Long Ago

Seagulls on trams of busy rides;

And she has her new inconceivable family:

See how we all proceed, leaving like the migrations of
The fair,

Or the butterflies who move from pages to pages of
Fairytales;

But now they are all married and have silver slippers,
Or something new:

They can go anywhere, except they are as calmed as
Lions with their chalices:

See how the knights have returned with bushels full

Of pomegranates.

Some of them even made it past the flaming swords,
Some of them are still swinging upwards;

And the light is just the trick of starlets in coffins,

Still shining on through the zoetropes of movie theatres,
Like my love dancing in the shadows of the desert;

It is just the motion of families of cars reciprocating
With one another in far away neighborhoods,

Fully sated and off to bed, their light skipping somehow
Along the materials that also makes

The reptiles slither and quicken their tongues into the buds
Like beautiful women through the spines of the city

And into the defeated forts of vanities and wine racks,
Where tamed rivers flow like family pets,

Where lovers too can go, and be as becalmed as if everything
In the world was made of glass, and singing from

The echoes your fingers or your lips placed upon it
Carelessly and long ago.
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Carelessly Precious God

Over and under
Rivers

Indian givers are
Precious liars;

And I always wondered
Where you
Disappeared to after
School,

Because it was as if
The day was ending
And my bullies
Existed in a void
While I awaited
Always for the return
Of the education of
A carelessly

Precious god.
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Carnival Of My Soul

I've been out on the reservation but known nothing of
Its sorrows:

Across the muddy streets trying to move further
Away from my father’s horses:

Into a corrugated teepee

Where I can believe that the airplanes are still angels
Or bottle rockets he cannot sell:

This beautiful world alone with the coyote

Who scents amidst the bricks- where sometimes

A flower will grow, just the beautiful armpit of

A weed the wild dogs love

And the Mexican girls lay across saying that they

Are broken and yet float down the reservoirs

Into the carnival of my soul.
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Carpenters And Stone Masons

First off,

I can’t sing, even though

I want to be beautiful for Jesus—

I want to praise him—

From a distance you might say

I am beautiful, but you have not
Lived with me. Just ask my girlfriend.

I want to be the best shot
I can be—

I want to own a new gun—
Polish it ever day,

Morning and night,
Engrave His name on

The holt—

I am a fan of carpenters....
Several good carpenters built
The house I slumber in;

I praise them,

But it will be someone
Altogether different who
Builds my mausoleum—

Who is that laid

Hands on my eternal resting
Place before I even got

There?

A stone mason—

I hope I can shake his hand
Before I get there—

Praise him as well—

And when I die he shall inherit
My loudest, most deadly weapon
And use it to engrave

My name in stone,

In shifting permanence laid on that slab
A marble blanket for my bones....
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Carry On

Overly puzzling lovers out on the open tarmac,

And it rains:

Which makes it safe, because it stops the airplanes,

And the dogs from racing,

As I have held you a couple times this way, the landscaping
Rattling with tears of green

Which peel down the houses: the beds are warm,

The horses sleep standing, and after it all, the clouds still

Pile up over amusement parks whose astonishing bleachers
We can drink and then pass out under;

And let the butterflies land and nap, drooling homeopathically
On us,

Or at least let us dream that they do this, as the baseball players
Come like ruddy wedding processions, and carry on.
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Carry On'

Overly puzzling lovers out on the open tarmac,

And it rains:

Which makes it safe, because it stops the airplanes,

And the dogs from racing,

As I have held you a couple times this way, the landscaping
Rattling with tears of green

Which peel down the houses: the beds are warm,

The horses sleep standing, and after it all, the clouds still

Pile up over amusement parks whose astonishing bleachers
We can drink and then pass out under;

And let the butterflies land and nap, drooling homeopathically
On us,

Or at least let us dream that they do this, as the baseball players
Come like ruddy wedding processions, and carry on.
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Cars Dancing With Waves

cars forwards and
In back of

Me.

This life a road

of

Cars

Filling up my child's
Dreams

And my dreams
Too:

A parade of
Humanity's invention
Each engine's
Combustion
Empirical,

Energy from
Friction.

Cars lined up

And juxtaposed
Next to

Each wave of

The sea...

The fanfare quieting,
My child held tightly
Next to me.

My heart is his

And the waves come
Beckoning to the cars,
Wanting these

Cherry red

Inventions

To come dance

With them.

For all of Man's

Realized inventions
Such as these
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Must disappear
Eventually.
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Cartoon Of Their Delights

Giving up the proverbial children for the offerings of
Speechless faith:

All day long in a cathedral mimicking the human race:
Pestilent and song-wearied,

Trying to close my eyes and picture a sea of whales:
And entire roadway of these beasts in catharsis;

Or a glossy Mandevilla or some other flower that
Chokes itself into the sun of merry go rounds,

While the great beasts are talking guttural and surreal -
And the mammoth echinopsis sticks out its tongue to show
The tourists and their doctors, that not everything

Is made to be a cartoon of their delights.
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Cartoons In The Afternoon

Tortoise of the skies and butterflies:

Waking up upon an airplane

While looking at her in the mirror:

Another way of

Remembering her unforsaken architectures
While all of the knights I know flow

Into her—like toads serenading in her busied carports—
And then they are dancing in a place

Of unsold monsoons:

This is how it tends to be—after high school,
Walking past the mounds of ants and the dens of
Ant lions—

As my sisters and I watch cartoons in the
Afternoon.
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Catharsis Of Filth

Catharsis of filth

Woebegone in the mountains—
The cars drive by the closed
Burger joints

As the mountain lion

Eats a blue bird for supper:

As a little boy,

I don't look up—

I don’t want to look out of my window
To see these things making love
In a movie theatre

Beneath the pines—

I don’t want to send out flowers to the
Open winds,

But if I know I open my eyes

I will have to—

So I live right here,

Truant slipped classically out of
High school

With the cadavers of alligators
Before graduation—

And I write you another line

Just before the dead end of narcolepsy—
Necrophilia

Is your name,

Muse whom I exhume

Like a puppet

From the roadside—

I don’'t want to touch you but for
These words—

They fall upon your stamens like
Hummingbirds and bumble bees,
As like wise upon your

Cadavers as red ants and

The larvae of inch worms—

Each one the same diameter

Of each of these petty chimes—
They sing out for you,

Your soul an infinity in
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The convalescence of your marriage—
Even after nothing is left of you
To survive.
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Cathedral

These are the different worlds we bring together
Touching in forgettable cornucopias which only live

For a small while:

Say, her sky is purple, but her eyes are green,

And turned down anyways- as they watch her youngest
Child fallen from the swing set-

The horse eats from the yard across the street

All of the black men live around her.

The tortoises have turned into themselves- or I

Have walked down to the canal,

Turning my back on her- maybe she is hurt-

But her brown skin is a cathedral-

Jasmine perfumes midnight, and I think she will survive.

Robert Rorabeck
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Cat's Cradle

A fly in the liver drinks
The worm.

The knife with no
Conscious can see

The translucent arrow
Barbed in the flesh,

The shaft out of the
Abscessing heart cavity.

Stop her now,

The thief in her house
Disguised with a

Ring and his last name.
Her auburn curls
Cascade,

Because she has gone
Down on me—

I let her play my video
Game.

The lawful charade

The court conspired,

And her stock-broking
Fathered footed the bill.
From another state

They bound me in
Barbed wire and

Turned on the electricity.

Pulling the catgut to

Her heart,

Like a cellular phone,

She shot through the core
Like an apple,

The organ that sang for her
Is now harpooned.

In the midnight hour

I can feel her power,

As the dish ran away
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With the spoon.
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Cause For René Char

Rene Char died at 80- I keep getting empty

Searches for him, scars of constellation on a bleary night

Of street cars. It has been so long since I've walked with

A girl, held her hand and she didn’t apologize, or look away

And think of pools dressed with other women,

Swimming like gold leaf to the somnolence of the satellite

Garlanded by commercial airlines: Renee Char in France,

Long entangled orange groves beneath the Roman forts twith the cloven
Footsteps of goateed wine drinkers,

Sommeliers on the hoof, ritual of stony vineyards:

I was virginal, hopeful- A Spanish artist, a mother and housewife
Just in Port Bo, kin to Salvador Dali, loved me when I

Drew caracoles of lavender on her son’s desk- When I'd

Never read Rimbaud, when I went out tramping for a copper
Cannon, she called down from the roof with her friend that she was
In love- In love- Oh, to be in love again- Oh, if she were to read

My poems about her; if I could find out more about Rene Char,

Or have the chance to skip summer school again, to in my mind
Envision punching the principle in the jaw- To have a good and
Steady job far away from the lunch meat horses, the sandwiches

Of my upstairs parents- To rearrange the common occurrences of
Neighborhoods of dead ex-girlfriends, to imbibe the beauty of a

Two week youth again, to time warp on swing-sets in a boreal
Seventh Day Adventist Michigan, to water-ski to the lucidity of

Minor saints and professors enjoying soggy crackers and cheese,

To perambulate the cemetery, giving cause to wild blue ants and scientists
To explore, to get married and published, to live in Spain as another
Soul, another prick in the constellation, a lesser light to Rene Char,
Who isn’t even one of my favorites, but I'm doing him a favor tonight,
Giving him another séance amidst the foot soldiers of his elite cause,
To go down misspelled and speechless in the Somme,

To awaken metamorphosed, a gifted birthstone kept around her neck
As she goes out on her bicycle with a basket of varieties of pain,
Breathing around her neck, a cenotaph rimed from the sea, sighing
With her cause.
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Celibacy Of Housewives

Celibacy like a bubble bath in the sky,

Effervescing these springs of invisible rooms

Where no one pays,

But does his time look up at ceiling fans,

Predicting disasters purposefully,

Inventing the light bulb; and if I could love my
Mother, I bet I could; I bet I could be asleep

In five minutes and have the stewardess’

Uniform ablaze in a controlled burn;

And all the way down to the hemisphere, nothing
But thigh, a pink ribbon of outer space ending

In toes that splashed jelly-fish,

Gar, and cheap plastic minnows; and for the houses
Asleep in their cost, the women who live in them

As curried as palominos, like poets fortunately

Lost, bullet-ripped to feed the olive roots,

The peaceful truancies of curved and dangerous
Routes; Or, to carry on with this line of tinkering,

In hurricane season housewives bickering,

Fully busted in blouses cut short, thighs un bemused
By anything unfit for a tennis court; and their

Eyes upon my wicked holidays, I'll sell them pumpkins,
I'm make some bread, and hang them like trophies,
Or stockings premature for Christmas,

In my private self-satisfied library, well-fed.
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Cellar Door

Before I grow tired and die,

Like a sickly infant before it knows this language,

I want to look up and see the world metamorphosed
Into a single thing, a word spoken in a whisper,

Like the blurred shape of a blue bird lighting

Too fast against the sun to be sure it ever flew—

A word of unrecognizable sound, yet irrefutable meaning—
The finest chorus in a single thing,

A dove of peace sent through my ears

Conceived from a true realm where I am not alone—
A medical stone that has the power to raise the dead,
A healing word— The word of a faithful lover.

A word mothers use to conceive and birth flawless children.

A word when spoken creates perpetual daylight—

A word when echoed resonates fertile planes and singing
Rivers into being—

A word that I could use to whisper upon her lips,

To take back the shadows, the ball of adders growing
Twisted in my heart— A word to cascade into her,

A word that she could recognize me with

And be sure that I was right. Before I grow tired

And sleep....
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Cemeteries Only I Can Remember

Warm beer and I can begin forgetting this night,

Like all the girls who long forgot me on roller-skates
And infinitely swell legs:

Norman Rockwell girls whose time has come

And video games:

The traffic is a centipede going on forever:

Stopping and going,

Ignoring the park- Perhaps even hating the park,
Because it was not made to those proportions,

And somewhere out there amidst its peeping
Segments young beautiful lovers

Who stop in to buy Christmas trees, who actually seem
To like me:

And I toast to them and the waves,

The somnolence of a careless god whispering to

A gentleman, the devil, underneath the what so ever
Palm trees:

And girls I knew, and coral castles, and promenades
For forever better and even immortal poets,

This being the last thing I have to say to this humid hour,
For my clocks are changing into hearts,

And yet I still try the ever familiar illusion upon myself:
That I will live forever,

Solitary down the hallways of high schools and
Cemeteries only I can remember.
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Cenotaph Upon A Tree

Snow angel like a beauty mark next to the nosecone of
An airplane—where will you be swimming

Come Christmas with the

Sea boiling over with ducks headed south—

After the hurricanes have lain their havoc and then
Evaporated, and the truth smokes like a phantom of
The truth—

A world that is almost done surviving gets over one
More time—paper airplanes and dead fireworks

Lying upon the other side of the canal—

And then nothing else can be said that is any good—
What was once joy in the echoes of the harmonies—
Remind me of you, shell of a katydid lying star naked,
A cenotaph upon a tree that kissed your lips

That never knew the truth.

Robert Rorabeck
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Centaur

Touch him now if he cannot move

The legions are marching between them,
Dragging the sky behind them

Like a curtain torn down from the theatre,
The red secret draping the early morning
Woman'’s lips.

Then she rolls over and plants her

kiss on him,

Those petals trough like mollusks,
Leaving their trails upon him.

Daisies grow up from behind his eyes,
But he does not blink.

He cannot move. His body is hiding

The forensic evidence of so many years
Separated:

They were hooked and when she stepped
Away, her two legs an entire Calvary-
Subtly she tore him down,

Gutted the sky like an entire beast

And cast him off her shoulders,

A meal for the earth. Afterwards,

And for a little while

She was so ashamed.

Entrenched in the storm,

She steadied her steed and cast her
Sorrow in the furrows he was

Turning into,

But with the memories quickly

Meeting their end,

The sky curled and turned into

A beautiful rainbow,

She encouraged herself to follow.
Quickly then,

Dragging the sky behind her.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 452



Centrifugal Offices Of Young Tom-Boys

Centrifugal offices of young tom-boys

Laughing in the sacrifices of wasted times:

They go lilting upside down in a strange

Eclipses above the highway,

Their light-bulbs honking,

Areolas winking with waving gasoline-flames:

And too, down by the zoo,

Swimming with the aquatic crew, I've seen them

Doing some of the same time, smoking peanuts, tonguing
Limes:

And they have not yet manifested in a harem-

Or a club: they don't bake pies of take delicate sips of some;
And they make no social sense,

They just go leaping backyard fences like exactly wavering
Hurdles,

Stealing apples from the polished senseless;

And you might say that they aren’t worth your time,

That they go without getting dolled up,

And do not diadem the affluent jerks of railroads

And beef jerky- Heck, they don’t even know how to

Carve turkey,

And they’re just wasting time, laughing in a roadside
Show like crimson diamonds, wet and pouted-

Their filaments burning in full blow,

Free for a lark, like honey mustard on shark,

They are my sibilant holiday- and I don’t want them

To ever get out of my mind:

Their legs straddle my vane purple temples and squeeze my turtle-head
And without their bosomy infection,

I'm sure I'd be amidst the well-suited dead.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 453



Certainly Sure

I havent dressed out for so long,

But I'm great at the arcade:

I'm really great after hours and all alone

With the vespers and

Ghosts,

Pretending to have god and paper snowflakes,

But now all those mountains are

Undeniably empirical,

And you are so lonely in between their

Creches, aren’t you, Sharon;

And I cant understand that, because I

Am no good at any sort of science,

And your father is dead, and where does your

Mother live.

You daughter is beautiful, Sharon, like grapes

Upon your breast,

But I suppose you already know this,

As the weather comes, and all of this is real,

And you can barely stand it;

But whatever they do they are inventing for you,
Sharon- and I hope you can understand this:

That you cannot ever be undone,

Holding out all men want to become a service in

Your army,

Even if you get sick and fall out of love,

You will reawaken again, even if this page is given over
To the age-old fire,

You can’t blame me for trying, Sharon,

Because my rum is weak but flowing, and my dogs

Are to me as I wish to be to you,

Beautiful and needy, basking in the lower slopes of your
Shadows well before the grave;

But those are the best places to grow,

Well before the graveyards- Maybe my name will even
Hang sometime not well beneath yours and your husbands,
And your child:

For we all must die, Sharon, and I am perfect,

And must die before you, to clear the path, but my dogs before
Me,

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

454



And the tourists all around us basking in your
Wonderful jubilees;

But you have made it all so much more possible,

So when we become like the dinosaurs and the grinning
Sharks whom you’ve been weeping for,

I can stand up and declare that you made all of this
Passage way so much more brighter,

Coming down well lit singed briskly by your flairs,
For you are a full blooded debutant

The wings of ever careful airplanes encircle,

And every good government and all of their orchards
And cemeteries

Are yours, Sharon-

I am certain,

Certainly sure.
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Chandeliers And Candelabrums

All of a sudden to start and finish—I hear airplanes
As terrapin and hare,

Tortoise and jack rabbit race—

The same as the fables they carried from deep,

Deep Africa—

Africa of golden eyes and nipples—or serpent tongue,
Forked, cannibalistic, evangelical—of so long ago—
Calling up to her parapets again—

Languishing, cracking knuckles—almost older

Than Christ but sophomoric Romeo:

Give me the reciprocations of pinwheels, of windmills
And Ferris wheels—and valleys and valleys that
Believe in my madness—and girls filled right there,
Spilling with wildflowers and aspen—

Paper airplanes and longer jets flying around their
Hair like barrettes—and other places that call and
Call on us—

As all around us they sing, light prosperous in the
Chandeliers and candelabrums even though we are
No longer here.
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Chandeliers For Their Kings

All the chambers of the heart are filled with

Roses:

And your lovely bedroom is filled with lovely poems
That wait for you to get up for breakfast

Even after all of the airplanes you were always in love
With have gotten up and left you—

As the perfect angels continue to sing in their perfect
Choirs—

As the beautiful rabbits continue to linger in their
Beautiful briars—

As above them, like a winsome king—the sun is singing
And singing—

The waves break unabashedly and upon your hand you
Wear my ring.—

And the ocean is ringing and ringing—

Like an ocean of beautiful girls calling to the heavens of bright
Chandeliers for their kings.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 457



Chaos Of Thugs

The likelihood of petrifaction
By the level 5 monster

Is astonishingly high.

Then again, he will turn you

To stone near the

Sea,

And, even defeated, you can
Stare off

For miles,

Though the waves will have
You,

As you must concede the ratios
Of rose petals

In a game of love

Fall much higher in your favor,
Than the actual matter:

Of her eyes remaining perceptive
Unto your being

Through all the chaos of thugs.

The decades of eternity pass as minutes,
As the ocean carves you indiscernible,

The tragic hero defeated by monsters.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 458



Charlatans Of Playboys

Never figuring how it started out—all of this union,
Contraptions in an animatronic

Time—my wife humming while she is washing her
Face: I never imagined she would be the

Girl whom I loved,

But she is the only one here after all of the conclusions
To the baseball games which happened out of
Time—and the words which my fingers palaver

Like water spiders skirting on a dime—

And the rainbow being somewhat akin to the midnight’s
Apertures—

When the best boy finally strikes out—

And home runs are given to the unoccupied bedrooms
Of nuns and the charlatans of playboys—

And only this weather permits—

Filigrees of plums,

Silhouettes for the last time out of doors—

And then long truck rides into darkness—

Into the places where the cities can never survive.
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Cheap Laughter In The Affordable Sunlight

I have found an affordable ghost town
(not in her eyes, as you might think)

But on the east coast south of the first home of
Conquistadors,

Where they have buried all the sepia nuns,
Whose bones have lain virgins for so long,
Awaiting the salt of Jesus on their root
Enjambment crypts:

Palm City is up for sale: Houses fat and immaculate
Going for $150,000 or less, homes for entire
Families and for kids skipping school,

Bright blistering yards all in rows like costume jewelry like
Where I grew up down the road from the wildlife estuary,
Cinders of dreams which once blazed north

Of Daytona Beach:

I imagine living there, the only house on the block
Not foreclosed, stepping out my door into the easy dimming
Lights of dusk,

Expecting to see beautiful housewives out jogging with
Their carriages, legs like glossy lips, like swimmers in the
Humid air,

Blown away like kisses given to relatives in fleeting departures,
The skylights all ablaze over those winsome ghosts,

A place for myself to tease my dogs, to vagabond from house
To house, and drool upon unfamiliar carpets,

Chasing a woman who doesn’t live there anymore,
For she cocooned into a fine last name, and had to migrate,

And now those houses glitter with for sale signs on

Each green lawn needing a hair cut, like dog tags on corpses
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Who have yet to lose their glow,
A sight built suburbia who went up quicker than a boom town
For Mickey Mouse,

But there wasn’t enough bread to spread cheese for the clicks
To cut the mustard, but I have saved just enough to buy a fair
2,000 square foot crypt outright,

And live on a whistling block where the wind pirouettes
Blowing the tumbleweeds,

Where I can follow her for hours and never know where
She is,

And then lay out in the middle of that suburbia’s road

And wait famishing for days for the Pavlovian
Melodies of the ice-cream truck,

And for the sea to come in like effluvious retribution,
Filling in the shadows, and drowning the geometries where

There was once cheap laughter in the affordable sunlight.
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Cheerleaders Of Inner Or Outer Space

I'll piss as my dogs piss,

In the night in the snow, heedlessly as the traffic moves
I'll think of Elisabeth Shue and karate;

And I won’t care how long it will take me to get

Back to them.

My back will be tired and no females will love me,

But I will find my dogs again and they will love me,

And then there will be time enough for stories to

Tell S-,

And pirates, and the lisps of waves and light houses even
When there arent no more conquistadors,

As we left them all back through high school,
Worshipping at the drinking fountains,

And I am just a boy who wants to live forever

Who doesn’t know any kungfoo;

And I just want to live forever, but it is still so expensive
To even begin to consider leaving this casual place

For the sweet cheerleaders of inner or

Outer, outer space!
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Cheers

Out again in the high altitude of this

Self imposed prohibition:

There is nothing saintly about my sober condition,
I've just been trying to save more money for

My neurosis,

Wondering in the red eyed daze of dry and thirsty
Liquors, the spirits I inhale with the airing of

Her season’s show, out in the spores and

Floating motes high up in the anemic mountains,
Far away from any touch she might on a whim
Encroach into me, and thus awaken the flow of
Blood and search of eyes through the bones and
Body of my ghost town;

And let again spirituality build up along the shores
Of this mortal river, and I will give up

Putting off my hobby as if it were a chore,

As if this here line was difficult algebra,

As if I had a profession and a housewife to play
Scrabble with, and to lounge near the chlorine

Pool of her disinfected eyes,

And never say another world like this, and her likewise:
To stretch all out as if in one long day,

And breathe out children and exhale my grave,

But eventually I'll sneak down into the valley and at
The supermarket buy 750 ml of $10 rum,

Because even the cheap stuff can put the hair of the
Dog on my tongue, and that will let out a poem

Or two moaning from the circuitous doors of

My wounded tomb, allowing for a few hours to
Dance alone with you in my high altitude room,
Knowing even though that it will not get me buried
In West Minster Abbey, in between Percy and Mary,
Nor will it unimpose your coffee eyes from me,

The flirting organs that swim like lighthouses through
My sober sea.
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Cheese Sandwich

Pugnacious wit of the settlers’ blood

Eventually paved America:

Discovered Wal-M*art, invented presidents,

And cold turkey with mint jelly;

All the glassy men have fallen in battle;

Broken jawed,

Even the brightest were scalped by/for the prime minister’s
Male pattern baldness,

And I stand now below my major professor,

Blow him a tuna kiss from my ass;

Out of Chaucer’s trumpet, erupting not unlike Dante’s Inferno,
Notice he has a photo of himself and Bobby Bowden,
Signed in the red bricks of Doak Cambell Stadium.

My pillow- on the 50 yrd. line with a box of wine.

If I was a better poet, my IQ would summit Everest,

And I would experiment with Verlaine

In the Montemarte district of a bankrupt airplane:

Punch my wife in the belly, and cut off my ear

For the stewardess with the saline park bench;

In this time of year, the wolves are hungry;

They’ve only had a cheese sandwich for lunch,

And the foals are crying like horny virgins all across the
Windswept valleys;

It is fifteen years too late to meet Rimbaud,

And Baudelaire is too busy hang-gliding upon the

Glued clitoris of my infantine high school’s ferny courtyard;
The novel incumbents are grinning for photographs as they
Release the hybrid wolves into the gated community

Of affluent used car sales men and failed Olympic gymnasts;
And now I am out of time, for though these words are free,
They are part of a curse, and, like everything else I sneeze,
Will turn back to pumpkins and rats,

As soon as the clock strikes midnight, the skeleton drinks
His wine, and Dorothy pulls back the curtain on the emerald humbug.
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Chelsea

The uncouth rhymes of
consciousness live in

the harem of the noun.

In kindergarten

you learn the alphabet;
you put dirt in your mouth.
Half asleep,

pull up strands of yellow
and orange carpet,
pretending you love her,
singing the song of the south;
After school,

In a house above ground,
mother and father are not
speaking.

Language is sound.

The white hound Kkills

a clutch of rabbits

in the rock garden

God strolls around.

As mother dresses you in
a grey suit for Easter,
Death keeps a hole

in the ground.
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Cherie Currie Or Another Feral Young Thing

The wind lays off its blowing and starts

To clap,

Wipes its mouth when it sees the movie is

Over; it didn't realize,

But was dreaming of the savannah so svelte

With ibex and koala bear;

Then shuffling out on pretty legs, rips the

Soft satin of well-supposed roses,

She tilts her head back and with a gleam

Takes the hallucinatory substance- day trip in

The afternoon while housewives are getting

Their cartons of milk- one for each breast,

And their husbands are getting the same thing

But from an entirely different store;

And a different maid, she refuses ice-cream-

She begins to trot, goes on four legs between the hills,
Houses like coffins with doors nailed shut-

One for every yard, and I try to keep up, but she
Didn't like the movie I was in, sayings she want to
Keep the company now of her fellow troubadours;
And she’s switching sides, and running any bases
That she finds- The umpires wont be around until
The morning,

And she can go down to the lake and puncturing it,
She can ride its alligators to the sea- she can think up
Stories to tell, and scoop up the feral orchids

And bow, and bow, and bow.
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Cherished Sorority

Turning into another day of low catastrophe
Where lunchrooms are

Banished into Cadillac’s or it becomes

Another peaceful sound

Of engines

And locus and hummingbirds while my veins
Feel cold,

And there is someone else galloping

And even backwards across the bridge of my spine:
While, looking up, won't you believe,

Another blinded angel is spinning

In freelance fireworks,

While another day laborer gets off early and
Pretends to shuck his duties-

While telenovelas parade across another
Day’s screen,

As the fires spread across the mountain,
Marching-

And the aspens say their prayers and continue
Looking up to the jovial moon,

So happy with all of what she has stolen even
While beneath her all of that cherished sorority burns.
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Child In Your Orchard

I have proven that the world is my dream,

But my dream is my death,

And I don’t even have money to spend at the racetrack;
And I can still hear the traffic and your name,

As he lights into you under Pike’s Peak,

As he gives you the juice to turn on all the scientists;
And what were you thinking:

That it was just your time to become a mother,

Or that common fairytale they serve almost everyday

In lunch rooms all across the country-

And now the world is bespoken, it is being talked to;

My dogs can understand more of it than I can.

I get nervous in restaurants. I am afraid of things that

I appreciate; Like death, I wait for you,

But unlike him, you should not come- The moon is runny
Like yoke,

Like a chariot of reindeer,

And now I have thoroughly deceived myself;

And very soon you will have another child in your orchard
That has no business being nhamed after myself.
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Childish Burn

A new day goes over like this,

Like Jack over his candle, and what am I to

Say for this,

Only that I am not any more than yesterday unless

It is contented;

I certainly don’'t know you anymore

(who are you- and why do I sing to you like a

Dying soldier in his basement meadows?)

Mostly, it is about new things now, and the repercussions

Of holidays, and the good music left unresolved,

And your legs? Your legs? Let them run for other men,

Let other men put their fingers down their rivers like

Little boys and their slaves.

I don't care. Who said I ever cared? I am only this,

And I don’t mean to brag. I have a book published no one
Reads, and I am thinking of buying a house full out and living
In it just like the afterlife of one of those Egyptian Pharaohs,
And I can walk to and from the humid green yard

And the air-conditioning, to intersperse the ululations with the
Hums; and what of you by means of this? It is not a thing
But a childish burn, a birthmark: Something that can not

Be taken back, like a murder the sun almost has solved by morning,
And I make my omelets and look out my window

At the empty yard and all those bilious clouds.
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Child-Land Of A Place That Has Moved On

Kindergarten of muses, of tinker-toys:

Little girls on the sherbet rug,

Pulling up day dreams, already know who

They are going to marry- Premature

Leave-alone,

I am outside on the swings, censering like a
Smoky bishop in a pointy hat:

I can only move diagonally this way and

That underneath the slash pines.

My mother’s cold noodle soup makes me

Want to throw up-

I want to kill that queen, but will have a hard
Time at it,

Lollygagging, Shetland ponies, collecting shells

On the west coast of Florida,

Pensive on Sharon, and I am already so old:

Look at the cereus, look at the dog show:
Pantomimes leaping on the half shell of airplanes:
Sharon beats them all,

Beautiful bone structure, tan as a pearl,

Baking her cake in the kitchen of a house of cards;
And I am just about no one all dressed up

To leave for the moon-

The day is almost over, my lips and hands covered
Only with mud,

My little sister weeping to be with me-

The pine trees weeping houses down through their
Lees;

And I don’t know Sharon,

But there is her sun crinkling through the lilac trees,
Already baking my prepubescent pottery;

Pretty soon mommy and daddy will come for me,
And I will get to dream of her more

Into the corners of darkness- spiders looming about
The refrigerator,

Giant teddy-bears stolen from the trash;

And all of us wanting her, wanting the first rounds of
A child-land of a place that has moved on

That will not exist.
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Children With Another Man

Up in the woods where they keep our
Grandmothers:

Where the prop-planes have crashed,
And there are

Not even one or two survives:

Where I have run with my dogs

To try and taste lightning,

Feral tongued:

Up those hills where the Indians
Preached

And down those hills where the beaver’s
Dammed-

And your children are sick, but they

Can be healed- if not tomorrow,

Then the next day- And the wild flowers
Are truly something to behold:

Drive your truck here while the airplanes
Are far away,

And the fires are jumping like electric
Current across her bosom-

And you and I were just growing up-
Seventeen- do you remember that
Time where everything inside the movie
Theatre had to be real-

And we hadn’t made love to other people,
And we still thought about each other
Before you moved to Colorado and had
Children with another man.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 472



Children Without Us

Growing where we fall

Beside the glacier, beside the waterfall:
Beautiful foundlings outside of

The ballrooms-

Near the summit, where I guess we have to look
Up at the stars, disgusted:

Above tree-line- our dumb luck:

We can never grow here-

The witches and angels will browbeat us they
Come around in their games:

We will turn to midgets, stunted beside the
Glacial lakes the size of minnows:

And the girls we want to love we will not
Even see- and they will have

Children without us:

And you will never think of me.
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Chinese

Now this is nothing
Special-

Asian girls are

Yawning-

In the evening I play
Chinese chess-

With my faher-

I don't know his name-
Whatever his name

Is,

He wins most of the time-
I've won three times-

He cooks frog legs,

Liver, and duck tummy-
Afterwards,

At night,

I make love to his daughter
In the bedroom he has
Given us to

Make love in-

Sometimes I wish she was
A better lover-

Sometimes I think she

Is just right-

And in the day the sun

Is made of Chinese characters
That seem to be

Trying to describe
Something to me

I cannot understand.
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Chinese Characters

Now this is nothing
Special-

Asian girls are

Yawning-

In the evening I play
Chinese chess-

With my faher-

I don't know his name-
Whatever his name

Is,

He wins most of the time-
I've won three times-

He cooks frog legs,

Liver, and duck tummy-
Afterwards,

At night,

I make love to his daughter
In the bedroom he has
Given us to

Make love in-

Sometimes I wish she was
A better lover-

Sometimes I think she

Is just right-

And in the day the sun

Is made of Chinese characters
That seem to be

Trying to describe
Something to me

I cannot understand.
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Chivalrous Aphorism

Every day's a new day,

But I've been dead so very long
That all my songs are just
Echoes of songs.
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Chorus Lines Of Jumping Jack

I only fell in love because I bought you flowers;

And I am alone because I drink beer,

But now we are together in state sanctioned borders,
Which greatens the odds of running my fingers
Through your hair:

Maybe we’ll meet on another planet in Disney World,
And I'll use roman candles to divert your

Candy cart off the tracks,

And I'll overthrow your knickers and unhinge your straps,
And eat all your salt water taffy while the munchkin
Automatons do chorus lines of jumping jacks.
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Chosen Insanity

With the rest of us

You are living well

In your chosen insanity;
I know because I sometimes
Cut your voice into my
Wrist.

Then ordinary veins become
Red lips,

And you speak to me,
You speak to me of him,
Your ordinary husband.
You describe the affluent
Sex and say,

Say you are doing well,
Quite well

Like an oracle

Sleeping in a red well
Somehow much deeper
Than my wrist, so I cut
Deeper still

To hear you crying

All that you own living
Inside him: The house
You rent,

The car you drive
Somehow fits

And you dress in your
Ordinary insanity,

Your influence.

You are doing

Quite well

With the rest of us.

My father is digging up

A hundred acres

And putting in water spickets
Every twenty inches

So the earthworms

Don’t grow thirsty
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As the Queen Bug
Insists.

In the trenches,

He is fighting his hell.

My mother is doing
Everything people are asking
Her to do for them:

She is doing the work of
An army of prostitutes.
She puts her prints

On the pricks.

She washes dishes

And encores, she bows

To her father’s wishes.

In fact, she married

Her father,

As he insisted;

It is her particular insanity,
And she is doing quite well,
With all our compliments.

For three decades

I have run away and
Chained my fists against
The backyard fences.
Where the dogs live,

I live under the house
With them. I refuse to
Change. I bark at
Strangers,

I follow their scents.
Across state lines,

I hunt fugitives.

I check for ticks,

But down deep in night
I still hear your

Heart beating in my
Wrists,

My ordinary wrists.

I am living with the rest of us
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And we are doing quite well,
Ordinarily,
In our chosen insanity.
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Chrismas Of At Least

You seem to think the stewardesses I paint
Are so beautiful,

But so much for your mouth or the way you've
Been daydreaming

Right beneath the faux teardropp of another
Disney World

Whilst I've been drinking from another rummy
Fountain—right there are the ends of

The world and all of the prettiest fairytales
That you know—and it doesn't

Much so matter that you've lost your job—
And my own words fly to their own
Cathedrals—this is just the imaginations which
I love,

All burnt out and trying to recover to

The steam-engines upon the patios—

You can fire me,

But I will still awaken, upon Christmas or
Whenever—

It doesn't seem that I am going anywhere—
Even with all of your seas so strung out,

And the dogs of wherever licking the bones off my
Foot:

Don't you think that it happens to be beautiful
Anyways,

At least until there is a Christmas, a Christmas of
At least, anyways....
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Christian Truth

Whose c*ck do you go sucking now? :

I do not care,

I give you mine

To delay on until I get you there:

I can not stop you from playing in your
Nursery rhymes:

Your bare-ass exploited like a rental car:

You are as confused as a dislocated kine,

But I will find you in the end,

I swear:

And ride you like a bucolic Ferris-wheel:

If you bleat, I will mention the stars

To distract you while we reproduce.
Alongside the highway,

There are many neat men going by,

And they might try to net you in a business-suited
Deal which sounds too good not to,

But don't:

Because I am still here,

Doing my best cursive to get you to strip:

My smile is never insincere,

Even if I am unreliable, I know your zip code,
And I will never apply to law school,

Even if I am as lonely as my friends who do:
I will get you in the end,

Because it is the best conclusion:

Like two unrequited lovers who seem to drink poison,
The clichéd Shakespearian tragedy,

Only to wake up healthy for Christmas
Surrounded by their children:

This is Christian truth,

And I will undress you there

Beneath the garlanded tree on four legs,

In a house without a mortgage:

I will take you ever time,

Like a cultivated garden:

All you have to do is believe,

And I will trough you like a reawakened army:
You will put your head in that pillow
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And cry my name,

And I will supplant this poem inside you,
And reawaken the names of our children
In all the fine rows:

And you will smile in the morning

For real and for the first time.
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Christmas On Jupiter

A gorgeous bowl of teak,

But I don't understand- There isn't

Any trees,

But a grove of cairns some devil’s

Field, all the skree is broken pottery:

The junkyard Indians are out right now,

The gentlemen are lighting their cigars,

But I am on the wrong mountain.

I am on Jupiter,

And all T have is cheese and crackers.

When contemporary daylight falls,

She will be alone with him; he’ll have

Brought over his videogames,

And she will have cleaned off any traces of

Our domesticity;

She’ll have renamed the cats,

And sent the mercenary lightning storms calling after
All my scars: And all I wanted was to

Be beautiful, to junk up the breathless sky with
My name;

But this range is apathetic,

My tent is blue and torn, and all the stones

Are gossiping,

And I have gone down the drainage of the wrong
Basin,

All the wildflowers are evil,

And they will be making love in our bed,

And by the time I've found the narrow gauge
Railroad and refilled the canteen by its creek,
She’ll have boxed up my Christmas Presents,
And hung a crown of her new name;

And the foreign exchange student working the service
Car will look at me appraisingly, but

Have a change of heart, and by that she will put
A new lock on her bicycle,

And I shall disappear amongst all these tourists
Before we should make it back to Durango.
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Christmas Sea-Shanty

I've gained weight,

But its mostly muscle,

Because with these Christmas trees

I like to hustle:

Two Chinese women come in and they're
Very thin and beautiful, I'm not

There to greet them, but the boys are

And with them tussle just as the females
Who work in factories building silver bombs,
Their forearms, too, are well muscled.

Now the days are through, and I'm neither
Italian, or Hindu: I've never built an igloo.
Well supposed, I love Erin,

But she could be one in a million of Erins,

I suppose: but this one doesn't live in

The mountains, the secret creches or double-
Adjective. Maybe she water-skiis:

She fits nicely into this,

She is an allegory for the sea:

And now I sway, my cheeks smooth from rum,
And tomorrow we’ll sell two hundred trees,
And daddy will smile,

And then I'll get some....
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Christmas Sky

Sunlight has its new management again in the sky:
You were kissing her:

I could not describe you

Again in the sunlight of the cul-de-sac of another
Honeymoon-

But I saw you again in the ferris wheels of

I don’t know-

But I saw you again in his arms and across the
Train tracks even though nothing else of it was
Anything special:

And the daylight seeds over the teeth of dragons,
But anything more from the classical

Literature is lost to me-

And Johnny Apple seed has burned down my throat,
And you are still climbing up the latter to him

In the stars-

My uncle is still selling grapefruit and calebasas-
The ukuleles still sing across the yards

Like the hind ends of

Locusts-

That this is the very end of summer, and the fireworks
Have burned,

And all of our greatest loves have disappeared beneath the
Rose bushes-

As the fish still try to leap to kiss the tattooed lips of
The angels bending down in the constellations of

A less than Christmas sky.
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Christmas Tree

Good men love bad women

And visa versa—this I know- as I sometimes

Kept the feminine serpents

In my house—

But kept my ears to the sunlight, listening outside
To the serpents who measured their bellies

By the ways the grasses grew—

And yet somehow serpents never learned how

To grow fat:

They had bulges when they ate the rabbits—

And the sunlight made new sounds around them
Until they shed themselves,

And then became the failing sunlight around

The carports that only sometimes existed—

As the planets turned inside the ballrooms of their
Satellites—

And she followed her husband to the very ends of
The earth—even though he beat her—

She dug herself out of the grave every morning—
And painted her nails for the mirages of
Skeletons—

And then, even though it wasn't enough—

She pretended to love me, as she left her skin
Underneath the tree for me at Christmas,

As some kind of present she meant for me to have.
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Christmas Trees Of Oh So Far Away

Places lost from treasures, and crystal, mathematical labyrinths
Bled around the perimeters of likeminded castles—

Girls who have wondered so lonely from the isometric holidays,
Who have burned away from those cages—

And enjoyed themselves, collected to the hemispheres of

The graveyards around the lakes—and are silent

And as wholesome as mirages whose younger brothers

Bicycle to the penny candy stores—

And steal jaw breakers and licorice to feed to the ants before
They burn them—when the sun lays in the meadow like a rhinoceros
And seems to develop beneath the infinitely cerulean
Debarkation of sky—where angels evaporate from the silent
Thoughts of another summer's Christmas trees of oh so far away.
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Christmas Trees Or Video Games

Consumed upon the terraces of the

Ferris Wheels

That are turning from the evaporations under
Their streets:

Girls who have gone away never come again
To the same place—

Metamorphosis of cheap carnival into

A water wheel

Conquistadors lie down their granite crosses
To hear the whispered

Gossips of- and butterflies come and lay
Down beside the recesses where there

Once used to be fixed

Carnival games—

Where I once set the piece of my flesh,

Like the center of a kaleidoscope

Because some cat or

Some fox would have said it would make

Me rich,

But she didn't return—lost up into the
Castanets lit up like

Christmas trees or video games:

Only the waves returned, beating themselves
Like hungry beggars against the pedestals of
Bars and churches the same—
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Chrysalis Of Bull-Sh-Tters

Covered in the chrysalis of bull-sh-tters

I see how you smile to woo

What are you doing now but calling

In the same old weather fronts over

The used car lot,

The pennants are flapping

The gossiping of clucking throats—

Now everyone has one

And are being noticed, the beautifully
Needing eyes—

The lovely women in the glass vase

They taste like the sweetest things as they
Tease swimming with their tight legs

Over the unmowed grass and weeds;

And the trailer is fading on cinderblocks,

And no one here has been to school in

So long,

And go leaping in the trolling dusk,

Their adam’s apples bobbing the sweat

And bad skin of the truck stop’s colloquialisms,
And the women are so beautiful like little
Unschooled fairytales bighting the inside

Of their flushed cheeks all their unwashed children
Following them like ugly gosling the

Beautiful swan, their hands around the sticky
Things never quite bothering with

What they must become.
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City Of Red Slumbers

I suppose you are lying- the sky so wide
It drapes the rivers and the places

Where people lie

Beside the traffic where light is moving;
It is a zoetrope of businesses- haven't you
Seen it before in this kind of light.

The antelope are stargazing- they almost
Seem to be frightened

As they stumble out of the forest covering
The arrowheads- as the planes tip in

The sky,

Soon they will be touching down in a

City of red slumbers-

And the people will come stirring out,
Swearing that they will do some good.
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City Of Their Daydreams

Place me in the salesroom of another

Gypsie's queen and I will moth off for you—

I will throw my own father underneath the buss—

As the most beautiful of women still try to survive

In the exact middle of the country,

And as the school children get home today

They try to watch cartoons—

But the tortoise has lasted as long as the

Dinosaurs, so what is his spell—

What does he have that we are missing—

Now that the time is almost gone underneath

The airplanes—

And the same illusions become lost underneath the
Zoetrope—until the space explorers are finally explored—
And the zoo has time to touch itself beside the sea—

And the rest of our reasons are left over to time

And perpetuity—in the kindergartens of the day-glow
Recesses where all of the other mountaineers have already failed,
And these are the last tracks the mountain lions have already
Pretended to caresses—so the night is already lost beneath
The immense tourists who come like winter to a daylight
They mean to explore—perpetuated by their unawareness
In a daylight where they become as meaningless as the
City of their daydreams.
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Clarity (Nov.9th,1989)

Let me be clear:

The sun before it goes down

Has no home.

There are still people inside

The earth

Who have never held the night
Sky-

Around the corner,

In blue lamplight,

She dresses and serves

Strange men her eyes

(Their atmospheres merge 9 to 5) -
Inside a room, talking,

She is more lovely than the sea
Breathing;

I want to take her shift Sunday,
So she can go to church

And pray for me,

But she cannot say cleary

That she loves me nor does

She remember how her lips felt
Press into me,

But I see her with perfect
Clarity....

Like the sun in his bright house As the world lays sleeping....
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Classrooms Of Stolen Lights

Career for knights

In a playground where the perfumes

Of damsels remain:

But they have gone, matriculated up to the
Sky

And college- terrapins out in the open weep
At stages-

Tinfoil thunder with lightning creases
Across the cars that will not stop

Because they think they are going home to
Something real-

As the grass struggles underneath the moon
That gives nothing but illusions with

Its classrooms of stolen light.
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Cleaved Needfully Into Weedy Tennis Courts

Slash pines coming at every angle,
Like stiffly exploding vermilion tinsel.

My mother cut my hair today,
Out back of our new produce market,

Or I shouldn't say,

Because you were not there:

You are not here,

And it has been so many yesterdays-

You have never seen my mother cutting my
Hair,

And yet Florida is such a beautifully wimpled
Esplanade,

And the slash pines don’t so much care if they
Grow without the thoughtfulness of your
Senses;

It is a sad park, and yet they grow so beautiful,
Twisted and bent

Like swords that would never have suited you
Cleaved need-fully into weedy tennis courts.
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Cleopatra

Sally want an apple,
Sally want a ball,

Sally want Mark Anthony
But don’t we,

Don't we all.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 497



Cleopatra Of The Atlantic Basin

There are cabarets in South

Florida,

In West Palm Beach up and

Down Military Trail,

Entertainment for the army-

Girls in high-heeled parade with pink
Fingernails that smell like

Industrial glue,

Dead horses and dollar store

Glitter sprinkled in tatters

Above their eyes-

They go around tables with

Love handles, overweight Barbies
Picked out by strangers from the gutter—
Like naked panhandlers

They are working....

There are cabarets in South

Florida

And dark corners where

You can pay, but walk

To the East

And you will find the sea

Spread out the wreathing bed
Pearlescent in the seducing moonlight—
She will let you swim all night
Through her salt—

Her waves undulate like terrific steeds
Rearing along her inner thighs,

Her breath, the wind moans,
Motivates the passion’s tide—

She will take you in and

Play with you as the moon’s pull heaves
The waves of her bosom over you....
She will never tire nor lose interest
And when you are finished,

You can lie against her

Shore as the sun rises,

Smoke a cigarette and

Get a tan all day long
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While she caresses your fingers
With her tongue;

She will never stop-

There are cabarets in South

Florida,

But just offshore to the East

Is where She lies,

Unashamedly bared,

In perpetual motion, going nowhere,
Over-spilling from her dress

As the traffic goes by like metal fish,
Glinting on her flirtatious eyes,
Cleopatra of the Atlantic Basin.
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Cliff Notes

In all its ways

The land goes down,

Goes down falling as children

Float and laugh in the waves,

To the sea in the sun,

And everything is inevitably real:

The beautiful and the scarred,

The amphibious life

Which takes no surrender,

Though always eventually

The heroes die,

For they forever create the better monsters:
The unconquerable things that

Have her eyes,

Things left undefeated with no last name
But their own,

In the mist, in the park,

At the edge of the all too real continent,
When you went alone

And believed it could be true,

Though afterwards you crawled home
Licking your wounds,

And she walked on down the hill,

When another man became her king,
And sailed off with him into another land,
In the space across that is leading upwards
Far away where things carry new names
And children are born

From the golden caesuras,

Pauses between the lapping waves.

Robert Rorabeck
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Climaxing The Rhyme

Slit my wrist on sabotage-

Just learning how to feel- The words are

Real or they're not; they won't

Make you young, or feed you hot twat;

I really think that they cannot,

But they’re my fun anyways: Better than baseball,
My words, the game,

Sluiced enough with rum they can give you

A day job out picking fruit,

To whistle to the girls speeding along on their

Route;

And, yes, I've loved- loved airplanes and dogs,

Love the girls spinning, spinning Cadillacs from frogs:
But it gets cold here restive both day and night,
Spinning my words and smoking my pipe:

I cannot remember the last time it was I've read

A good book,

And even when a really good poet dies, he overshot
By consumptive actors, the baby-faced paramours
That I know that I'm not;

But I find myself singing here anyways, my fingers and
Toes tasting the grave,

Needing to shave: And the girls who love their
Athletes are spinning in time,

Hooked altogether a mighty fine catch on a fine
Fishing line, making an easy mobile for guys on their
Line;

And I find myself rhyming, rhyming for food-

And I could start giving the Christian names for the girls
For whom I'm casting but that would be just rude;
Instead, I'll try to wrap up this thing,

Burning with a match and a squirt of gasoline;

That seems much like the best thing to do,

To smile sincerely hearted and burn down this zoo;
And meet her under the bleachers if she’s got enough time,
And caress her so that she climaxes this rhyme.
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Climbing My Usual Mountains

So many numbers reveal,

The divine platitudes to the ear-

I want to live beside her and whisper
And reveal my scars

And have her accept them;

So I care nothing about math, and skip out

Over the canal, and wash myself

In the alligator’s dribble,

And swing upside-down under the warming dykes cut up
By palmettos

Now the days are dripping,

And the horses stumble far beneath her
Contemplative gaze- far away on

New savage continents too busy
Getting drunk

To be able to walk a straight line:

All my lines tumble.

They are no good, and they are hungry
But we are out of food.

I would lie and say that I am standing here
Waiting.

Rather I am sitting-

I have eaten my lunch and thrown it up again
To get a goodly poetic look at the inside,
And now all the flies come prettily like

So many crowds fallen winged too high
From all those rollercoasters....

Blue mothers and their offspring decrying
That they deserve more prizes,
While choking on the influx

Waiting for the traffic to bypass,

For some surgery- a year or more since I've seen
The ocean I used to flip casually nondescript into,
To piss warmly, an exurban bachelor in that truancy

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 502



And now I thirst for her briny lips,
And her brown and kelped bosom.

Tonight I will get drunk and pretend to go into

Her again and steal things which are precious to her,

Which she would have me steal;

But not on Sake, because I live in the far west,

And the best I could do about it was

Cheap rum, the kind I drank as a tip for Christmas-

I will see the barmaid who in my dreams

Is a raspy D] mostly fading,

But I should not go on about that until I am goodAnd drunk,
And have gotten well started climbing my usual mountains.
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Close Your Eyes

I finish off my last beer while Romero is outside

Walking around in the last of crepuscule;

I remember that there is a swing set in the black apartments
Down the street from the produce market,

And then I get out of the truck where I sleep and toss the
Beer bottle into the tall grass;

I come back inside, the textures glossed with rain

And try not to brush my burning face: Somewhere there is a
Beautiful woman for me- Somewhere like a Disney Movie,
There is a beautiful woman- There is, isn’t there:

And the traffic comes and the traffic goes,

Vertical indentured traffic, never touching:

It is so impossible now- and I sling the last of my words like
Tossing colors onto a weary palate- like finger painting

In kindergarten, which is still maddening from the

Girls I love;

And pretty soon I will put my head to the truck’s bed

And go on a fieldtrip somewhere vast,

While my lips drool and my snake bleeds:

I want to go all the way out into the sea and meet you on
Some very grand atolls and kiss your lips,

And troll the depths of your shallows and hang my head between
You clefts,

And sing like a prisoner running free until morning’s red lanterns
Enthrall me and with its hateful dogs brings me back around
To capitulate with a reality that cannot be refuted until

You close your eyes.
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Closer To Me

When did she lose herself after shop class

And maybe barefoot in the crown of thorns in some part

Of the off centered diamond

In the landscaping of middle school:

Where she went to instead of going to lunch is where

She has always gone to,

And we will never know, except that we already know:

And she has made beautiful things with her body, marching,
Played out under the sun

Where she can actually relax for awhile while her

Kids are playing;

And then her eyes have to wander, because that is what she
Is made of, and I can only hypothesize that is what she is
Always doing;

And at night while her trailer makes the sounds of ghosts
Too impossibly large to be there,

I think she is moving again, her body softly breathing:

I dream that she is getting closer to me.
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Closer To The Sun

I drink gold fish

Like a girl;

I look at you

Sideways

With your guys.

I wonder how many
Clouds live in

The sky,

And how long they live.

I want to find your

Secret hearts

And survive.

And I want to build a
Castle of chicken wire and
Papier-maché

Light enough to float enshrouded
By airplanes;

To steal your beautiful days
Away with me

Into the sky;

I wonder if I could:

What shapes you

Might take

Whistling in the kitchens
Closer to

The sun.
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Closing In Colorado

Girls in dormitories in Spain,

Religious girls,

In curls, who sigh in the rain:

They go to school in Spain.

Maybe they are near the sea,

The ancient terrapin where ghosts who

Have no home go to collect salt,

And I love my horses

And do not have enough time to watch

The beautiful girls swimming away

In short skirts,

Like tennis players,

Their bones as light and well-mended as
Drift-wood.

Where are they going; it is as if they can hear
The song I cannot hear,

While the sea bolsters the meatiest of storm
Clouds,

Like entire racks of ham, bloodied, dudgeoned,
Going up and up like Wedding Cakes

Circled by buzzards;

Like the gowns Sharon wore when she took the
Name of another man,

Outside near the river that eventually formed
The Grand Canyon, oh-ing and awing

While my snowflakes fell melting too high for
Her to know to care,

So by the time they touched her special picnic
They were only but a whisper upon her

Bare shoulders as she danced in the seeded grass
With the man who would soon bare children
By the upright womb that can always be found
Walking home after closing in Colorado.
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Closing Your Eyes

When you try to run away from school,

As the alligators yawn

While the princes try to feed it apples, hoping something
Will change-

You get away and find the overgrown paths up to
The clouds- there seems to be some hallway there,
Evaporating-

Leading up to the promises of a three ring circus
With you skin so brown and lying passed out beneath
The Christmas tree

The chimney coming down to you- and at midnight
Your body is golden and so rich that,

Closing your eyes, everything you've ever imagined
Is all at once stolen.
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Cloud

It may have been cloudy

When the clouds sang one afternoon:

They really sang,

And evaporated dryads crowded in the
Ephemeral visions, cried the tears which did
For the allegory of a sun shower:

So light above our blooming heads, we
Couldn’t even tell:

But you came over to me, just as well,

And we studied Latin. I was already becoming
Scarred, and I was surprised when you asked
Me what was wrong, and you couldn't tell:

I loved in the only language germane to my
Tongue: stuck like a fleshy spelunker to the
Roof of my mouth when confronted by you:
Can’t even speak now, but lays quietly hostage
Against the classroom of my skull;

In the quiet classroom abandoned by an eerie
Tide. The seat you occupied now empties,

Like a liquor bottle; your legs no longer echo,
Laughter no longer fills the adolescent halls,
The language quiets and the clouds pass by as
Casual as strangers who do not remembered how
They passed their tears down to us,

And you didn’t even know.
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Cloud Of Vapor And Heroes

As a cloud of vapor and heroes,

Floating over the keyholes where Alice disappeared—
She seems to have metamorphosed with the
Sunset,

She seems to be burning away into tomorrow—
And an upset jubilee stretches herself out

Where ever you might find her—

Maybe she even becomes something utterly
Beautiful that cannot be remembered—

And then they are making themselves up

To be presented to the beautiful theatre—

While the Alamo lies surrounded—

And the tin man and the scarecrow lie together
Underneath the narcolepsy of forgetful rainbows—
So when the moon arises she offers up

Her unconditional surrender.
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Clouds Out To Lunch

Wasted dollars out to lunch,

Words left on the bank like dead flowers.
She takes herself to find new love

At the roller rink amidst all

Of the glitter—

To forget about backyard swimming pools
And the school boys that can be found
Sometimes coming home in

An almost hedonistic rain.

We all have a price to pay

But our time is up.

Clouds are built to fly away.
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Cold Beer And Web-Pages

Derelict of friends,

I look at beautiful pictures of

Fit tourists in Colorado,

Half-Asians and the Jewish

Boy I remember sleepovers with:

Street Fighter, Cathy Ireland,

And ballrooms of ineffective light

Over the backyard pool-

His sister dating a kung-fu artist,

And the first time I got drunk

Watching Alien 3,

Girls in high school fully clothed

Who are now lawyers and

Sommeliers who sleep at the

Neck of the woods but go no further:

In the pictures there are self-effected
Smirks, eyes sealed shut from

Greenish smoke,

And all the undeveloped afternoons

Of videogames, the eventual

Slip away from college,

Quiet expulsions; he never had

His bar mitzvah, in Telluride they

Ride the ski-lift over her new restaurant:
They make raids on banks,

Have snowball fights. I am applying

For my PhD. I have a published thesis,
But I play videogames in my parents’
Basement most afternoons when 1

Am done feeding the horses; I remember
How the lions roar, and the tourists
Sweated. I think about reading something
Academic by Auden, but his rhymes are
Routine. I write insouciantly;

They fall in love the same way, and

In the casual meetings order burgers and
Fries. The world is a wonderful scar-less
Place which rolls over in the sunny grass,
Panting without abstraction:
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His sister eventually gave up

On martial arts, and married another
Banker from Poland. They have
Never read of Sylvia Plathe;

He designs web-pages and drinks
Cold beer.
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Coloring-Book Conquistador

Are you still doing this, or are you too busy

Stealing bicycles, the spoken fauna of the student ghetto;

I know, and there are trailer parks further out in the brush
And people who live in them sometimes

Dress up and go to work at Renaissance Festivals:

I've been to one or two,

And just down the block a little toy airport where my paper
Airplanes are always breezing, mottled in the rain,

They still taxi with hidden appreciations in their spectacularly
White fjords, with plastic stewardess serving drinks

To your painted fingernails: Rub my belly like a lottery
Ticket, see my magic rabbit hanging in the cactus garden,
These images I have for you, like pornography not

So deep in the woods that a little boy can go easily for
Awhile, a coloring book conquistador, find out how you

Lay your legs around every fire-hydrant- a sure thing,
Tomboy; and once I live nearby the sea, won’t you come and
Visit, and watch me spill out my guts into the fine, fine
Sands, like a toy chest itself, cowboys and Indians and great
Presocratic heroes spilling out; its what they do,

Because I've brushed my teeth.

Because I have inside me most everything you can pickup

At the dollar store and walk right out the door with;

And I don’t know why I am doing this, bequeathing my
Genuflecting art into the night, the penny candy the werewolves
Eat like after dinner mints after feasting on the neighborhood’s
Cats, and then always returning to doorsteps and toady
Carports. Restive on their burry haunches, half-man thinkers,
Reciprocating with the waning gibbous, down they salute
You whilst you drool like a creamy mollusk across the downy
Pillow half a body’s length above the saltwater good atrocity
Of that aromatic maidenhead.

Robert Rorabeck
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Colors Never Known By Our Previous Families

These are the gentle scribbles of my childcare

While I hear new cars,

And I don’t want to go to New Mexico and lose my job

Fornicating over you,

A-, just to sell fireworks for America, which isn't even your

Country;

But early in the morning I wished that you heard my words like
Going out barefooted in the dew to pick strawberries

And sell lies,

Because I have been busy articulating for you, because

I want to attend my tongue to your sweet rind again:

I want to take you out to eat near the sea, underneath all of the noises
Of the flags and the airplanes,

And then I just want to lay you down in bed and kiss you everywhere
That doesn’t count until you can hardly stand it,

And then I want to make a bright gallery of you that cannot be
Turned off:

I want you moaning symphonies of special elements and light parades:
Then it would be our amusement filled with horny caracoles and new
Colors never known by our previous families,

And I would keep you so light in your fancies, that you could

Never come down without apologizing and getting off on me.
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Color's Ransom

Underboiling in color's ransom
Three sisters courting

A cavalier sea

His waves go cresting
Handsome

Caressing the subtle knobs
Of six related knees

On the indefinite horizon,
Merchant ships go trading
On him,

Following the roads of
Whales beneath them
Sleepy leviathans swimming
Through the gloaming

From home to home they're
Roaming

Through the current he is
Breathing

Earth, sea, and sky are weaving
Translucent borders

Upon the day,

Like the lips of

Three young lovers

Sunlight leaping across

The rocks defining the bay.
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Come Another Wonderful Morning

I meant to say something beautiful, tossing the bottle up

To taste my lips,

While I thought I saw the coral snake underneath the trailer
Some weeks ago:

Yes, wasn’t it mother’s day: and I can’t remember if I had yet
Tussled with A-,

But it seems to me now as if that too was a dream,

For surely I can never do that again:

How close I go to her while even then the icecream trucks were
Getting up and not even yet dreaming about their

Songs of ululating;

And then I think that there are so many statues of the Virgin of Gaudelupe

Up and down Cherry Rd and where her uncle Romero lives:

I was in his house tonight even though he wasn’t home:

Mierna fed me dinner,

And then I looked at her collection of Virgins and thought of A-:
Then I went to Walmart and bought a Mexican baseball cap,
And now I am at home drinking without air-conditioning,
Hoping that I will be all sobered up

Come another wonderful morning.
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Come At Me

Come at me

In cadmium waves

The fateless albatross aflame
We suicidal whalers

Ignited with gasoline and
Roman candles—

Come at me with

Hissing torches the survivors of
Shipwrecks see

The ruby hearts of angels
Flying aces, saviors

Like Jesus’ words penned in scripture
The catcher in the deeps
Wearing a red hunting cap

As he pulls them kissing

From the saw-toothed waves
Come at me, my

Ship of bedded breathing,
Disrobed in exultations,
Swimming breathless

Our love moving,

Make a

Growing garden

Bobbing and blooming,

Leaving a wake of phosphorous
The finned Fates circling—
Come at me

Like a wave cresting,

A high heeled viaduct

Blushing and wreathing,

As she steps up,

A Roman legion marching

In crackling wheat in silver slips
Jangling,

Come at me—
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Come On

Dark and blue satellites are around my eyes-

I would almost look beautiful

In a mask for valentines; and would the petit
Nocturnal orbits,

These ellipses of ochre proof attract your eyes?
Would you come dallying like a curious serpent
Through the grasses, before my time was up,
To share my cup and show your teeth?

But, this is just one of the pretty things I think
About when I am concerning you-

I want to put your chassis up on cinder blocks so
I can drink lemonade shirtless next to the sharp
Thicket of weeds which I know will come

And explore you-

The namelessly ba$ard wildflowers:

Oh, obsessively bloom

Anonymously, in all of its glory,

With the sun laying his hands on you, a

Positive general; and even if you rust you are kind
Of beautiful;

But now I must go to Saint Louis to become a
Doctor;

If I blow my whistle, won't you come?
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Come Sail Away

If I came to you now, wouldn’t you stand without
A dropp of sympathy:

You might even laugh outwardly at my scars,

And that would be okay as long as you served

Me beer.

Rimbaud was laughed at too, and he lost his leg;
And you could get your bluer boys with anchors on
Their biceps to rough me up a bit,

And then swing lippy into you to show me how it
Is done, if I was brave enough to drink from

Your venal créche; but my body is constructed for
Hard labor,

So it might surprise you that after I knocked their
Lights out and dragged you past the cheery
Buildings of your favorite University, thrashing up
All the not so wild flowers along the way

As another useless gift of suffocating beauty,

I would keep my balance and stamina, and it would
Only hurt a little, coming up out of the sea

And losing your breath, and saying such names
That I suppose, after awhile, we might name our children.
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Comely Furnace Still Round With Grace

The day slips good- I try and read Carl Hiaasen,

But I don't have the knack for it anymore:

I play with dolls in little churches with thimble blue

Créches,

And matchbox cars that have crashed belly-up through

The hedges. Lawrence’s tortoises go at in a way that

They make it clear they see no need to finish;

And she is upstage in her play, later on making out with

The same actors that I have seen in outer space-

On cherry wood floorboards covered by smoke curling

From slightly opened, pensive lips; and it seems as

If the world has gotten stuck. Perhaps it is,

And only the clouds move and the trailer parks ripple

As if trying to come out of a long standing social dream,

But otherwise the hands superimpose on domestic beers-
The baseball caps are dusty and have attracted the occasional
Fly. The baseball diamond is looking down the rows of

Softly sunk canals where the alligators freeze, their bark skin
Run over with jackets of tough ice; and now neither team will
Win; the finely outfitted boys just standing there, chewing
Their lips, bats in half-swing, runners in half-slide-

The brown eyes curiously unafraid as the balmy sun glides
Its pace, a comely furnace still round with grace.
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Comfort Porn

Serpentine scars are better left alone:

But I'll do all of this for a dollar

Out in the desert of some war, and Christine has a

New friend,

They have long conversations together when

I am not home- Subconsciously, they have a family

Together;

And the best thing about the family is the pool:

Here is the concrete slab they’ll pour the water in;

It will be so clean and new,

And their children and their dogs will bathe in,

Fidelity and affluence esteemed by the pool;

And down the green easement, mowed, the canal

For more obscured things to swim in-

The language of the ground when it rains is a funny

Thing: They make love when the kids sail away to school,

When their thoughts are away at work, drawing paychecks;

This funny thing, the woman transformed from the girl,

Who kissed my neck, who stared at me in brilliant shades

Of sunlight out at lunch, who I caught wild fish for

And petted, and named for her; and let them drown and

Think for awhile at the end of my pole-

Gone away now, some awful war, another girl in a deck of

Nude playing cars manhandled at the businessman’s association,
Or by grease monkeys when they’re done hooking up cars:

And on the streets I can hear no guns or bombs,

But young Mexican women eagerly pushing castanets and prams seem to
Be doing well for themselves; perhaps their husbands are even now
Working and trimming and dying in those fair yards of

The girl I once knew or women like her.
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Coming Around

They didn’t like what I said:

I told them they were going to die,

And after the patterns scattered like

Seeds blown into the earth by time’s

Autumn wind,

They would never think of her again,

Nor see her glittery gown

Strung out like New York addicts

Copping for tricks on their street,

The way the Indians died early in the show,
Butchered by the Spanish knives of silver,

Their bows no longer arching after the divine does
Through the splay of sunlight through the palm fronds.
So they too will go,

Some before and some after their mothers.

They will recede like the tide of a salty sea—
Their pains will not linger. Their thoughts will not stray,
For time does not tarry upon men such as these,
But sets to work cleaning house for

The new guests and the new lovers.

Everything they ever learned will be cast out

And found to be falsehood,

And their old neighborhoods will gradually

Fill with strangers of another race

Of the same socioeconomic class....

Where other men will say of them what they will,
But it will make no difference,

For death does not listen but goes

Straight for the ending. He takes their wives,

As he takes their lovers.... With no remorse,

He takes them down, and he will not listen to anything
They say,

For even now he is too busy

Coming around.
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www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 523



Coming Back With The Rain

Oh my, but my pedestal is empty:

She must have stepped off to use the bathroom,

Or go shopping-

She must have gotten tired while waiting to

Inspire- my art,

But you should have seen her fireworks:

They were all leggy, a chorus-line of shaven

Gypsum- She was taking time off serving drinks on
Airplanes,

Leaping the sea, so handsome;

So all the Bible salesmen blamed me on their

Descent in,

Their hands empty, their glasses thin,

And their lips were so hungry for her eyes:

I'm no good at explaining,

But everything she was selling was buy one get one

Free,

So the boys queued in her meadows: the bouncers,

The baseball players, and me;

And everything I did for her was extemporaneous,

But nothing I had to show her was original:

She said she would have liked it better if I was more toothy,
Feral, like one of the boys she’d heard mooning on the
Radio- Handsome, at least in general;

But all that old gang had done too much howling,

And they were so good at their husbandries and grooming,
They'd gotten married well before her show was over,
Prowling;

And she had nothing to show for it,

So busy was she in her cabaret’s preening:

Her entire career was empty, the bees had already knocked
Up their particular flowers;

And so I persuaded her up here into my

Moony studio; and then down into my gutters, and swung the neighbor’s
Galleries and swimming pools in to accentuate her,

And I climbed up some mountains and nearly died

Just to give her an example,

To remind her of her powers;

And I bought or stole her entire shops full of flowers;
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But all of that only bought me an hour-

And I don’t know where the heck she went,

But my mind was bent, cause it knows there’s a billion goodly
Boys out fetching on their red diamonds,

Spitting tobacco, punchy, and well-versed at busting
Hymens:

But I'll sing for her still from my open window, as

The empty sky feeds the corn field,

The defeated heroes hoe their friends with the serpent’s
Fangs;

And I draw her allures with my fingers, invisible,
Auburn bangs;

And pray that she comes back with the rain.

Robert Rorabeck
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Coming Down On Us Ali

Now they have a place for you too:

The same place where they butchered the unicorns:

I suppose you cannot remember:

Underneath the shade of the overpasses—or

In the luxurious orchards that made up the long shoulder-blades
Of the forts that stood beside the sea:

They said they took away the bride I could never have had and
Stranded her in a place filled with day laborers above

The Laundromats of

Disney World in the center of the state: and I suppose it was
A beautiful place, if I had to believe in it—

But then all of the while the sun was coming down, touching off,
And melting the ice-cream of the ice-cream parlors

Where there wasn't any ice-cream anyways—

And the banana splits became like naked stewardesses

I drove around in sometimes, trying to reciprocate myself with
Them,

Like a dying butterfly trying to have a good time at a party
Outside of the Laundromats

When all of the carpenters were passed out—and I could not
Belong anywhere outside of the graveyards even though

That was the only place to shelter in

With another god-d#mned judgement coming down on us all.

Robert Rorabeck
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Coming Up Going Down

I've seen you now,

Your mystery,

I've summited and found out your
Elevation,

Through my proficient scars,

I junked your cars,

And took accurate triangulations:

Smelled your lingerie like prayer-flags,
Whipping reverentially in

Your laundry room

Underneath your gods

Where you keep yourself

When you are falling asleep;

And as a favor to you, I went back outside
Wet, and on the take,

I mowed your grass,

I cut you a break: and smiled, and smiled,
But took no pictures

What I learned in your eerie elevations,
Manicures above tree line

Where lightning strikes become especially
Dangerous; it

Was all incredibly beautiful, you belong on
The cover of magazines;

And what I took from you,

I couldn’t take from teachers.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 527



Commercial Pilot's Longing No Longer

Yes,
The Heavens are beautiful, but I no longer care;
And yet I stare, and stare, and stare.

Robert Rorabeck
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Common Courtesy

What does my heart feel like now;

But it feels like a long poem wanting more the

Poisons of my muses of putrescent Janus;

Looking both ways from the doorways of these

Awful purple valves,

While there are little keyholes of vision,

Then the crickets and golf balls, and the wickedness

Of water-breathing reptiles in the tall grasses of
Head-shaven cannibals:

I awakened this day of my third decade and asked a
Girl out for the first time,

And she said she couldn’t because she said she was
Not mine;

I asked a girl out for the first and for the last time,

And the candles melted under the pillow of unanswered
Virgins,

And I slouched off to the sea alone in my diesel truck
With the amphibian airplanes leaping above the ankles of
These almost vanished Titans;

And I thought of my muses, but paid to be laid by a little
Ballerina in the marmalade shade;

And it was so wonderful, and it was almost surreal for a
Second to lie to myself and to almost believe in the
Statues franchising in this dusk,

That I wasn’t a man so alone that it was just a common
Courtesy to fail.

Robert Rorabeck
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Comparisons With Auden

I read a hundred pages of Auden for a lark.

I really want to like him, but what a jerk,

Addressing Lord Byron as if he were the Queen

Of New Denmark:

Keeping to his clever ways of rhyming, eyes

Closed in the dark- I think he should live forever,

Like a unicorn, or some other phallic faerie

His humor as quietly insincere as canine flatulence,

Tipping his glass and toasting to his own upper middle-class,
A real fine Mary; young Rimbaud, I'm fearing,

Is gravely more sincere, even one legged than that

Pickled herring. Even though some critics are fond

Of comparing those two alike, in such sentiment

I shouldn’t be sharing- It would be like coupling gold with
Bronze, is such a paring; or,

If we were to take a fieldtrip down the avenues of

Later day debutants, juxtaposing Charles Bukowski with
Silvia Plathe in a damp cellar is less crass:

One checks the oven, the other his liquor glass,

And it is up for the reader to decide what’s more worth sharing:
The celebrated letter-poor or the subject of this evening’s English
Class.

Robert Rorabeck
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Con Quien

The bodies peel out and
Make friends while I

Have been languishing here
For a

Diatribe of angels;

I guess it’s true that I hate
Your cars,

And the ways that you
Drive

So insouciantly past

The Mexican family playing
Con Quien underneath
The overpass;

But they are just as

Happy to be ignorant of
You.

And this is just a game

I tell to myself while the
Airplanes recede

That way to the ocean,
And your reflection
Recedes back into

The antique diamonds

And prisoms

Sweated from the
Epidermis of the
Thoughtless pool.

Robert Rorabeck
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Concerning Our Great Divide

Mark Twain’s a great genius-

Spilling of boys, has fine numbers and

The arithmetic of condors,

A Midwestern steam captain, pipe teeth-in-clenched,

Brow molded by a draftsman trough,

A Zoroastrian of the fable fields;

Look at how he goes, skipping the wake after

Other steamboats have exploded,

Given up on the race, and his younger brother

Has died, sacrificing to Twain his innocence,

Giving inspiration and zeal;

And all the better man has to say for it is that he

Is but a Machine inspired by his master’s impatience,

The same as a ant or dog or pachyderm;

And underneath his circus comet dare deviling still,
Skipping a sand dollar over the earth’s astonished
Atmosphere,

I am but a small boy farting out words, like messy
Fingerprints, while Death is handling the lions, laughing
From the caracoles of gasoline fires, as he will have his thrill.
Flustered by Clemen’s victory, the Great Rectifier will

Glut with the flies, return my mottles into the reveal ivories
Of a discarded bouquet, if I can’t bight my tongue tighter,
And figure out more of the mysteries of lackadaisical genius
Of the bathhouse and smoke-hall,

If I can’t learn how to simply spell before its all over-
Because this isn’t kindergarten- Twain is palavering with
Satan in the garden, those two great despoilers don’t care
An inch for this anonymous roil, and Death their faithful
Hound, excited by the broiling elements of the hoary field,
Will have a handy soul for lunch, a basket of pullulated sweet
Meats to enjoy the show, regardless of Sunday School morals;
I can see my mother and all the ladies calling in their

Skirts from across the canal, but it is the only vision

The world has afforded to me, and there is nothing of it

To which the world now recalls.
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Concessions Of My Language

Call me by something better,

A golden word,

Not by my Anglo-Saxon utterance,
Something long ago conquered by France:
See, even now she is following

Him into the gym where he will sculpt
Himself like a Mandela of sweat and
Grease. Even though he will never

Last, like David, he will only

Come into her see-sawing for this semester,
She will moan his nhame, and rejoin

Into him the way the ocean gives

Its crests and caesuras. Rather, I would
Like to be a great author who doesn’t
Have to prepare for his time,

But rides on in primary colors making
Lawyers and politicians fade, but

This can never be true, because people
Need their heroes, and the park is
Lonely, and the moon has its pull:

I should go to her even tonight, walk down
An empty street that two lovers forgot
So long ago. There is only a shadow
Weeping for me that takes her outline,
And in even the faintest light

She is barely real, but accepts

What little talent I can give to her,

And is so polite as to not even mention
My name at all, and hides when drunken
Traffic comes by, conceding that I
Should be alone.

Robert Rorabeck
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Confectious

The interstate is beautiful:

See it going both ways, expeditious and

Almost free of cops:

I've taken her avenue so many times

Between West Palm and

Gainesville,

Before I had a scar of a job:

You can go to Disney World and kiss a

Plastic princess in your palace of chicken wire:

You can be a fox,

And put the needle into the red:

Put the glorious weed into the vein of your left
Arm:

Or I can forget you and all the roadside distractions,
Remembering the call of the sea and helicopters
Yearning,

The coral beds of otters and spacemen:

I can take the courses all the way to Colorado and
Continue up:

See where she is lying translucent and open in a
Mollusk shell,

And I can imbibe her while she isn't even looking:
She is cocooned in her extraterrestrial,

And soon she’ll be extending like a earthbound
Plume down to the lips of

Her careless man,

Leaving me only with the graveyard,

The empty carcasses of woodpeckers and coyotes:
Already identified,

The scientists don't care if I become extinct:

Just another Christmas tree sleeping in the intercostals:
I would have liked to touch her flesh, coming in like
Storm fronts over her raspy androgynous:

I would have liked to have worn a fine cap denoting
Me as her hero:

And planted rose bushes over her sleeping tomb,
But she was too salty and confectious, and I loved her still
While she took her child to the library,

And I crawled into the casket and died.
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Confrontations If Immense Sunlight Over Stalwart
Gravestones

The body of my being only knows so much,

How to write silently but with much ferality,

How to caress long distance after 4 am,

And the traffic streams like vibrant electricity

The squeaking of its joints like the yawn of a

Misplaced jungle. And I used to dream that there

Were so many places to go, even with all the

Eyes falling down upon you, but not hers;

Now I know there is only one or two in this body

And its streams; and the brain cannot tell the difference
Between reality and a television program: In

Both situations there are things to sell, and primary
Colors, and also the sea rippling like a ballroom full

Of trapped women, or a polished and buffed gym
Converted for prom, and the yet mostly virgins are
Sweeping across it hesitantly, clasping and unclasping
Hands and sometimes lips, just as furtively as bees upon
Their meadows: and I love them as we keep plot

In a movie with scenes of long families, and confrontations
Of immense sunlight over stalwart gravestones.
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Consecrated Roses

This is not fair: what I want:

Breathing without lungs

Over consecrated roses: if this is my art, it is
Blind and infantile

Listening to words it won't understand,

While I gave her everything only to watch her
Make love with a serpent-

Beautiful in naked purple

And other lies- and I didn’t suppose that it
Had to happen so many times

In trailer parks underneath the singularity of the moon:
While the scientists reminded us there were
Many other worlds,

But I could only remember this....

And it was a lie they told us to believe in,
Which I supposed was just about enough.

Robert Rorabeck
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Constellations Enojing Themselves

Mouthing off a pace in the proximity of

Hoarse sparrows

Who should have already flown off:

Looks like its going to rain again, and looks like

The power lines will be bedecked in icicles

For another while;

And why should I be doing this while the world is
Flooding,

While cars are piling up outside of auctions and

Drive in movie theatres,

While children are piling up outside of school and
Some in sand boxes;

And you have your little castle doublewide in the
Weeds,

And you were mouthy to me yourself just once

The way the most precious of pollens pincushion the
Sky;

And I can hear it like lions cry before a feast;

And then your friends come in the yard and there is a bonfire
And so many trucks,

And eyes fill with the light of other eyes, none my own,
Because I don’t know how to do that to dance like nothing
More than constellations enjoying themselves.
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Contemplating Haiku

I can spend hours
Contemplating on the Con-
tours of your cl%toris

Robert Rorabeck
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Continuing To Slip Away

She relies here- shipwrecked,

Under another bus at lunchtime: so many words
From high school,

Allowing ones self to survive

Under whatever colors are flown by the flag-
Mouths mouthing in unison,

Opened to the windows that aren’t so bad:

Barely even surviving,

But running away from all of those haunts:

Lives without bodies burning in their fonts-
Concreted as well into the joys of their epitaphs:
Slipping away,

Repeatedly- waves of blue marble nuded before
The eyes of preschoolers,

Runaways- innocents dancing in ridiculous
Pantomime,

Foxes back upon two legs, leaping at the goatees of
Giants

Who themselves are flagging down the tall drinks of
Water,

The sexy legs of stewardesses who walk through
The clouds, serving drinks,

Talking boisterously to their sororities who all together
Continue to slip away.
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Convictions Of Dawn

Dark dreams and intercourse-

The highway is empty except for you

Driving into the cities, but the sea beholds all,

And the night is busy hiding its addictions;

There is the salt leaking through

The crack in the window, as the radio sizzles;

Off the avenues the metric pleasure

Seesaws beneath the bangs of palm trees,

Where tawny alley-cats leap to and from

Their ochre nests, purr and clean;

They have relocated the heart of the homeless
Stonemason, who built her a sundialled fortress

Of coral slab fingerprinted in his blood,

But she never sailed to him,

And in the high rises of the anonymous night

Her banshee still tosses the fluted bones,

Dissatisfied by the room service and tiny bottles of liquor;
She falls from the balcony successively,

Only to finder her loneliness butchered again

In white sheets of innocence she does not recognize,
The noir of her appetites curls tenebrous from

Her red fingernails,

As down beneath her the ragged gypsies set up

A tent as pink as shell, breathing in the humid circulations;
They will sell fireworks for New Years as their
Children pickpocket early into the morning of
Another resolution, as the schools of fish go leaping
From the anonymous masses of fleeted waves,

Never breaking from their private shadows for as long
As night persuades the convictions of dawn.
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Cooing As She Does

Desperadoes fighting the good fight:

I cannot go to sleep at night without kissing

My mother before hand,

And maybe you saw the light by our window

While you were out jogging,

Excited by the prospects of your new husband,

While he was coming home that night, his plane

Touching down on yours,

Great engines roaring in a bed you’d prepared

And turned the living room into a picnic with tulips

And ground orchids

And another song of merry-go-rounds and little sisters

Who are always into trouble;

But I must confess I was thinking of you,

And hoping my mother’s lips would one day be your lips:

I put on a Liverpool fetish for so long for,

It sort of became the guarantor for all of my new life

And everything that came after it;

Yes, I couldn’t teach or make love again to any true woman
I might find in my heart,

But I did put you on my swings one time and made you kick
Up your heels in the very same spot where that

Very same night I conducted

The moon to ladle the sky as I wished to conduct my body
Into what refreshing pools you allow your husband to imbibe
Daily and nightly,

As he is always touching down on your sweet body

The places my mother will only allow me to dream upon
Cooing as she does, cooing.
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Cops And Robbers And Cowboys And Indians

Lights in the clockwork of Ferris Wheels,

Or in the Christmas trees over mausoleums; or in the things

That they turn on in kindergarten-

Soft cooling promises like waxing window shades to fall asleep under;
Something so beautiful, but so tranquil that it doesn’t

Have to be disproven,

Or woken up: it can just be a little girl forever, hibernating:

It can keep its thesis, and its plans to move anywhere:

From the graveyard to the trailer park,

Like marks in an exodus that the blades of the grass keep like

A metronome;

As her body folds over me, moaning until it beads in sweat:

And her soul becomes my soul: my alma,

And we swap names and spit:

We kick the ball around after work in a friendly yard, or in the warmth
Of a carport as it rains- and her husband calls her home,

Doing away with cops and robbers,

And cowboys and Indians.
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Corduroy Dungeons

If she sold it to me

I'll eat all of it

Even if I don’t need it,
And the plagues

of

Wasps and spiders

I will

Tame under

Softly hissing tallow
And put to nest underground
In corduroy dungeons
And feed

Those pallid monsters
Boxed lunches the
Same as she

Fed me

Rolling in on steaming
Skates

And sandals

So many years

Ago.
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Cornucopia's Young

Your stewardesses are still all here:

Their gunfighters have melted into the slugging rivers,
And someone has to sing:

That I have been up past midnight, but I have been disproved
So many times,

While the new graves are being dug, but what will

We put into them,

Alma- Except that I hope that your child is well, or at least
I hope you have seen another good movie,

Which will give us a little something to talk about,
Because you have not seen Colorado:

You have not been that far up in the loins of the tourists
Beauty, the other opulent camouflage the gringos

Either stole or bought from you,

After the conquistadors had defiled your grandmother,

But you will still be here tomorrow,

Alma, because I know you are practicing to become a citizen:
And you are still quite beautiful while the lesser men
Water ski in the opposite direction

While I drink to your soul and read Shakespeare,

As your day births it cornucopia’s young.
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Could They?

Birthday cake was good in Spain-

I was drunk and chasing a guitar into Southern
France,

Blowing through wind tunnels on Christmas;

But it isn't yet new years for this old year,

And why didn’t you love me,

Why didn’t you hold off for me until I was done
Baking;

It's taken some time, and I'm behind the rest of

My class,

But I'm almost almost yummy;

And we could have gone on paddle boats together,

Or costarred as romantic interests in some

Romantic sunset movie:

But the trees aren’t going anywhere,

Nor am I: I could come up there and jump on your
Bed like a faithful dog and just lie there.

I wouldn’t even recognize if you were naked:

I could lick your kneecap, and it would be just as good
As sweet ice-cream for me- I'd hate to move near
The sea now,

But it's almost what I have to do: I have to get out of here
And nearer the wallets of walrus sized tourists,

Sell them slick amusements and cool refreshments,
The ice-cream from my aluminum tram underneath the
Rosebud shadow of the Castillo De San Marcos,

And take solace in the fact that they could never think
To find ice-cream so sweet as you;

Could they? Could they?

Robert Rorabeck
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Counterintuitive To The Natural Gulf Stream

If I get drunk I am inclined to hear

Oscar Wilde singing of the grumbling bees;

Scarless, he is quite beautiful, though I'd

Hate think of him now,

Or Mark Twain, but he just goes on and on

More metered than Bukowksi, the mailman-

But such rhyme schemes are not good for liquor:

There is no meat in the house-

I eat buttered bread with molasses-

The flies want some, but who are they to partake

In the uneven strumpets, the imaginary paramours

Who’ll mow the graves for me-

I'd hate to wake those old poets up to tell them

What has happened to the Mississippi,

Or that Florida is a fully privileged state where she lives

In, driving leased and unspotted, around and around
Counterintuitive to the natural Gulf Stream;

Soon I will light a fuse, and watch the purple cabbage bloom
From the spewing lips of cone,

The chicanos take tattooed and one for free-

These little things I tend to say with too much cheap

San Marcos rum in me- and little bits of sand shaken from
The webby cleats of deep water terrapin sung to me by
Uncle Remus and his black faced cotton-picking harems;

I think its likely to make me an ambiguous regent for

At least another half hour down the cool walks of this evening,
But sooner than later they’ll put me out and find a place for me
Where my dreams will come soft and practicing-

Not knowing how purple it is now or in which mythologies

I am to allude in, but my mythologies are my own,
Smothering this southern evening:

Cars sunken in canals, airplanes dissecting the friendly skies,
And her name is Erin;

And I'd wish she’d serve these things straight into me, her
Auburn hair done up bobbed like a waitress in a hairpin,
From my couch she’d come to me, sexed tiki-torched hips a’ sway’in;
I'd rhyme to her like a little fish with my glass house all but
Paid for and shaped especially to keep her in.
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Country Fair

Another put on:

The queen of the fetishes gave me

A shape-changing mask,

So that I might see her undress,

Spending years of luxury in the hem of

The boudoir of swamp, on the cusp of

A cheep suburbia megalomaniacs and

Alzheimer’s daughter go to fornicate after

Class; and their are potions and spells

In the woods, and cheeky barmaids who

Serve you the fermented spits of trees,

The excitement of spreading roots, the

Merry-go-rounds of cypress with red corsages;

Her armpits the little hairy boats, your

Tongue the man singing on the gondola.

A purple city spinning, and panhandlers glittering

Your lover’s eye with custom made poetries,

And tiny erections not meant to be too imposing.

Men who never talk,

And salt-water flats where they feed you

Taffy ladled from the brine, and upstairs beds

That are forever knocking, inquiring of the

Faceless maiden’s forever moaning,

Tiny nebulas kept in lockets, French-kisses

Over the telephone, and electric ponies running

On tightrope overhead; she has written her phone number
In lipstick for every boy who has attended,

And play on the swings which overlap her glossy

Canals, and the seesaws which swap spit with

The exertions of long distance runners; and I can see

It all looking up from my windshield of the red oldsmobile
In the carnival’s parking lot, her rosaried bosom

The nimbus over the line of constrictive trees, a greenish
Girdle; Even in the rain the colors turn laughing,

As she catches every glorious peck of the awakening horizon,
And I have to take my head off and exchange it

To keep from crying.
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Courage To Burn

Pearle scent bodies waiting for the

School bus out in

The snow- waiting for so long beneath the overhangs,
As something else imperfect is said

Or written down:

And their mothers behind them, like their

Shadows stretching- their first words

Forgotten on their tongues which stay inside

Like terrapin hiding from the blistering stories

Of this cold weather;

But eventually they come- poking their sensitive
Heads out,

Or running away between their classes to their
Secret parks over the impasses of canals-

Running along the riverbanks, roaring

With snowflakes metamorphosing,

And skipping over the irrigation moving slowly

With blue gills,

Filling into the tardy drainage while the encephalitic
Sun tries to find courage to burn
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Cousin Windmills

Sensuous wound, you are my cleft hoofed soldier
And this is your penny-ante cathedral—

The little boys are gathering up their marbles for you,
And their dimes:

They are shooting the b.b. guns at their little sisters
All in honor for you—

And the day is young and getting over chicken pox—
There is a nest of pig rattlers in the palmettos—

Your father is hard at work clearing them out—

Later in the afternoon, there will be a complex storm,
That will cast an unusual shade of blue onto all of
The cypress: the cause of it will be the penumbra of
All of the stewardesses flying ever so high

Until they are finally gossiping and doing their
Laundry in a sun shower—they are the only sorority
Up there—they managed to make it above the

Ferris wheels and their cousin windmills—

They spread their wings and illuminate the porticos—
Like decorations of an arrow shooting over

A sweating hearth.
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Cover Up The Beautiful, Beautiful Words

Now I have a mask and typresets but

It will not be halloween—not even tomorrow

And I am in China

Not in Paris with a muse,

But in Shanghai with my wife,

And nothing else lasts forever—

My paper novels fallen at the feet

Of unknown guests like stillborn sacrements,

And the yellow angels waiting to expand with

The corpulent sun:

Nothing else is beautiful,

But my little family on a paper- dirt road:

They are beautiful and they will go on forever,
Abandoned at the borders of the

Zeitgeist’s page:

I wasn't even trying to make money,

I was just trying to live forever, eventually,

As my illgotten liquor sweated and lactated off the
Borders and the forts of the page:

Now, anyways, there are no more heroes,

But television shows are getting better—

Novels are getting more contrary and more abnormal to
Understand,

Though I am certain that it will snow somewhere
And it will, inevitably, cover up the beautiful, beautiful words
That we still cannot understand.
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Cradled In Your Shadow

Touching friends of bodies:

Like snow on apathetic woods,

I suppose I want to be with you

In the créche of mountains,

Or anyway between you and your daughter,

I want to crush your grapes and

Expectations with my imperfect body:

Or anyway, this is what I want to

Be coming down to your doorway,

Whistling like your mailman,

So we can forget about the power lines and
The airplanes:

All we have to remember is to dropp her off
To school,

And then back to your kitchen and fireworks,
Because after New Years this year,

Sharon,

I'll have $200,000 dollars, and I want to give it
All to you,

Because I can imagine swimming in the opalescence
Of your color changing vestibules

Is better than summiting Everest,

Or spending my summers at Disney World,

In between the pointlessly shipwrecked middle-classes;
And dreaming of you I find my way,

A pilgrim halfway to Canterbury,

One of the sadder stories Chaucer left untold
Before he died,

Waiting for you to fill me, giving you all my money
Just to swing my dying sword like

Something desiring to be religious

Cradled in your shadow.
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Craftman's Heaven

She said she never stopped reading my poems;

But from her venal mansions she never cared to right more
Than a hair’s-lick;

When I told her so many times that I wanted to undress
Her midway,

And sail like a flute-boned bandit through her arid

Spanish streams;

And then she would know that the sign language of my blood
Beat with the percussion of her winsome curves,

Like bows and arrows striking down across

The living cadavers of plywood men,

Cutting right through the knots of hearts:

Erin said that she never stopped giving a damn about the
Words I wrote to her choke-cherry orchard,

Coming up with the stuff the way hair and nails grow after
Death;

And she went with her men and her gods back and forth
Through the sea;

She said my words made her come, but it was only

From a distance where she saw herself reflected in my craftsman’s
Heaven:

She neither saw nor thought of me.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 555



Crawling

I can't even remember who I am
anymore

and it is a beautiful thing
when the lights are cut,

to move around

the vast concrete easment,
man's measurement

of God's design:

To feel the twisted glory

in our disected humanity-
Like a ghost

in its wayward park

deep in the wispy light's
suburbia

watching in their backyards
the strange middle-class
dreamers

grow up and wilt

back again the lower things
The Ages of Stick and Mud
that take on the
classifications of upwardly
mobile society

to survive off the photogenesis
of light prancing on the

lips;

There ex-lovers slip

further into the new
meaningless comforts- They
comfortably bleed themselves
Dry,

holding hands in the
powerful living rooms

and spacious coffins,

in upwardly mobile basins
where their children

swim thoughtlessly in
state-funded schools,

safely into the
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shallows of their
white-collared pools.
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Creatures Of New Glass

I'll follow you until the windows shut,

And then I'll die right into the snow;

I was meant to be a lonely cut

From a Dickens novel- I was meant to look at

Old loves getting married in this spy glass,

And then slit my throat on the downside of

The next caesura;

Isn’t this the way to go, to end up broken down
Well before familiarity,

To last the afternoon breathing alone in this room,
Or in a car alone in a park down the hill from
Where the houses laughing live;

I've mentioned the scars- I see your eyes by
Them, sliding away as if out of control,

Hinging to new lovers who carry you through the
Thresholds into their huts

Where the fires live, where the spirits birth, breathing-
Shaping the creatures of new glass into their world.
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Creatures That Were Never Meant To Exist

Maybe you will call her, like a unicorn in the

Waves,

Laughing, tantalizing and making fun of the kings

Who would have her tasseled and made to

Perform

Looking across the flaming sunsets, the green ducks,

And the airplanes receding like wishes she would

Hate to remember;

And all of his hopes fail, calling to her like winos

Bleeding sooty alcohol out amidst the traffics,

As their bodies curl like crustaceans into the cut

Grasses of their graveyard shells:

But it seems to persevere for awhile, even while it is dying;
As it hangs on to her advertisements, some other

Gods stealing her away-

Red accolades hurdling into the eventual sunset

And the promises of creatures that were never meant to exist.
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Cremations Of Paper Snowflakes

Cremations of paper snowflakes:

Some thoughts last forever, just like the winos
Kissing their bottles,

I give you this:

Outside, the trees dancing like silver and green
Fireworks in the dying dreams of

Sunlight—

And with the surcease of it,

My eyes close to see the sex of your brown
Shoulders swimming in some bed

I will never enjoy—

But I lie down quiet pledges like these,

From my bachelorhood

Which is some kind of lie that you can

Pick up in a flea market underneath what pretends
To be heavenly light cast off of the migratory
Ferris wheels—

Like beautiful visions lost in a park

The losing baseball player carouse before they
Have to come home again

To wives and children—

The sun obscured in a banquet across the street
In the blindness of another world.
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Crenulated Like Goldfish

This is another palm crossed out into the

Traffic of the usual drunken night;

And I would like to say that most recently I have
Perceived myself into the seemingly beautiful,

But that is just another tooth ache;

And why did you buy your house when we couldn’t

Live forever together,

Crenulated like goldfish happy and baking near the pool.
I am a fool,

A working class hoping fool, just wanting to be at your
Party;

Just wanting to bust a tooth for a tooth fairy,

Just wanting to vagabond And move to Colorado,

But there are so many words I don’t know,

That I am unsure about;

And the earth is weary, and the earth is earthy

Running out of candles and its majestic cars running low on
Gas,

I cannot fool it; as I cannot fool you, S-:

My mouth is numb, my eyes are empty, and already you've
Found your better man skinnier and better than I am:

I still want to live forever,

But the engine won't start, and the dogs are purring and the
Rockets are just about ready to leave the earth,

But they are still waiting for you,

S- Sommelier, immortal- they are still waiting for you,
As my tent Is still waiting for you like the night of jubilee
Of so many affair,

Waiting to be taken down, awaiting there:

S-,

S-, S-, and your lucky last man all hyphened and unfair
That he has won:

He has won and the ships are leaving your planet:

The ships are leaving your planet,

S-,

And you don't even care.
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Cricket

I am here to teach you how to draw

All the sad lines for children,

To make believe there is a sea who has

Adopted them into a world of singing paper

Upon whose unwritten surface they might

Reach out and find anything,

Like the finger prints of ghostly cousins

Somehow living in the watermarked rings

Of underwater forests,

Whose glossy canopy is flowing like swings,

Like mermaid’s uncut bangs,

And their parents coming home behind the

Twin headlights flooding after dusk,

Somewhat worn and cuffed from their years

Of outdoor labors;

Simple basket weavers and glass blowers,

The mortally pure care-givers returning to the swirling surf
To occupy them from those pages like an insect with the
Scrawling music the eyes first hear before it

Is given over to the full outfit of senses;

To which the calligraphies are singing,

Making believe that they can be anything,

That they might last forever chartreuse and weepy,

Naive like make-believe swans of their changeless beauty,
Everything surrounding them, circling,

And occupied by what strange vermillion burgeoning,

Until they are laid fully grown, smoky haired and

Lined, folded into beds out of water forever, but through it all
So preoccupied with the faerie land’s illusive enigma
Never having known that their sweet author has gone
Before them, over the swelling ditches, the caesuras
Where the rains tremble on branches above the gentle
Roof housing their parents restive,

And that now, too, they are called home,

Their thoughts so gently with them,

Breathless, yet somehow children still swimming the depths and shallows
Of that brightest world they have known.
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~~n~\With thoughts of Lloyd Alexander
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Cried Your Name

You wrote me today

(Oh, how I count the times,

Though they are very few)

The little lines you seem to pull out

From absolutely nowhere, the kites

From your mind in another universe that take
Off and reach me five states over,

Traveling along tree-line graphs the dizzying hills
By day, and the somber and perfectly flawed
Mirror of sea by night,

When your hot tears swell the effervescing
Combs of waves,

And a ghost of your shadow lingers in
The ebbing flow, a liquid spider-web
Of anemic veins

Sheets of the lightest metals,

With your eyes’ patina, dragging like

Golden filigree your angelic guts

That touched everything they could

As you sped toward me with a revenant’s message

Because you were concerned on how
My words were arranged for you,

Like some cheap bouquet torn up all of
A sudden from the weeds

and thrust toward you, as if I

Was peddling sex organs gathered off
Strange women walking the streets,

But I told you not to worry, dear,

Because at the edge of my red precipices

Out here in Arizona, all things are born mad,

And I haven't though about you 365 days a year

And those arranged like a dozen azure horse-sized roses
With saw-toothed thorns that tore open my

Veins and 4380 times cried your name....
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Crocodiles In The Egyptian Sea

Cold is the bone under flesh,

While drinking liqour, colder still—

Cold as the reptilian heart with a warm
Stone—

Cold as the lonely school marm,

Uncomely cousin to the librarian—

Imaginary lover to the nun—

As cold as I feel myself in this room,

Five stories up in a suburb of Shanghai
Stealing all of my mother in laws boxes of
Chinese wine,

My ninety pound wife finally asleep in the

Next room with the twenty five pound child—
All three of us sick for three weeks

Since we’ve been here,

As airplanes go missing from the sky,

And the lingering of my art is without a muse—
As I am without a job but have a home paid for
And 100,000 in the bank

Just the same, there are crocodiles in the
Egyptian sea who also do not linger in my thoughts.
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Crocodilian

Crocodilian, I manhandle you,

Are my slave in a paper-bag. Moonshadows
When she crosses her legs,

The light turns green. Tulip bulbs in

Second grade, and after class dodge ball.

I saw my peers kissing in the shadows

Under the subtle lies of metallic quarries:

The engine classrooms made of tin,

Just like containers of refillable propane:

The school-yard something like a meadow,
Unclassified bubble-gum. We get together

In the gym and runaround in circles;

I pretend to stop and hold her eyes like

A religious vision, but I am getting old,

And she is leaping onward. This is little more
Than another sin I have yet to confess for,

But we should have a potluck downriver from
The graveyard,

And slip this girl into an albino canoe, and

Take her to hear the whooping crane, and slough
Through the mathematics of semiprecious reeds,
The cattails an instrument for vociferous reptiles,
And lay her there and brush her hair,

And hold our breath for a hundred counts,

And read to her what the heavens say above
The fading billboards and the zephyrs of indescribable
Traffic, which go along far beyond us on the
Concrete stilts, the megalithic steps of a tireless
Daydream repeating between the bookends of
Sunlit motioning.
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Crossing The Cemetery

I work like a dog,

But I live inside

My mind—

I am published young,
But the day is

Long while

it takes an
Entire week
To cross the
Cemetery.
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Cruel Winter's Shade

There are times when you must be real,

And tinctured in the mountains of a wimpled soul-

Not just these words,

Like toys dragged up from a sea chest, moderate
Attempts to make me whole-

So I haven’t seen you from high school, and I am
Wounded so-

You have dogs, and I have dogs which make us whole,
And we are both at the top of the food chain,

Or I guess the rumor is that you were, a flight attendant,
A modest success who endears to lower class angels;
Or at least I've heard-

Always in the clouds, don’t you get nose bleeds and
Commercial airliners come roaring down your streets,
You toast the busy passengers in their business neats,
And then listen as some busy coyotes drain the bleated
Bleats:

But that is just how I have occasion to imagine you,
Your eyes as changeable as a stormy arcade,

And I guess you have that too- in an aerie the glaciers made,
Illuminant and wimpled, really in the cold, cruel winter’s
Shade.
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Cruelly

Going down to do myself, cruelly;

Everything you told me was a thrill-

Amusement parks,

The sounds for dogs, and boys with

Blue eyes, pooly;

But I can’'t make up lies,

Your lips were pursed and surly

And you didn’t wait at the bottom of the

Hill meant for graveyards and for temples,

What god would not will. Palominos glide

So lightly- Your father is a pilot, your boyfriend

A harness racer, three feet tall,

And I didn’t meant to get in the way of your
Dinner bill. Surely, you're so happy,

You say so in your will. What are you doing

Now about the paycheck on your brow,

I should not think to wonder.

My hands as light as air don’t disagree,

They are leaving to shake the forest, to hang

The goose on its tree;

And you have to be so silent with your metal on
The street; it is precious metal pressed by precious
Feet;

And the windows are left open, the felines flicker inside,
The day is brought out to splendor,

But we can’t go on forever; though, cruelly,

You will always be a rose between the thorns, thus abide.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 570



Crying From The Butchered Mythologies

How the waves are tired how—

I cannot rightly describe their lull,

How they go like this, smothered,

Like lovers into a full-moon threnody;

And there are cars far beneath them,

And lonely young girls with freckles

And bangs on simulating swings,

House wives too—and what are they doing:
I shouldn't say,

When I am nothing to them and all

Seems to be coming around—

They are taken under,

Taken down beautifully like cut flowers
Carefully arranged

Without corners, smoothed into the

Interior decorations of a suburban
Cenotaph when I do not have the

Beauty they might appreciate to resurrect
Them, the divinity they might have found

If they chose to surface and breath,

If they came up in the morning, burnished,
Exposed, picked up like sand dollars by

The careworn hands of heartbroken bachelors
Who once shared the twilight beds with them,
Who saw them lying there in the shallows,
Waverly, the ignis fatuus that came to them
Crying from the butchered mythologies and
Barely let them live.
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Crying With Whatever Cenotaphs

All day long in a cloud of dynamite

Rattle teeth as

Golden as the armpits of the moon, until finally
Released

And settled down and sucreased in the shallows-
There off in the penumbras

Of the satellites of

Anywhere, I wonder what it must feel like

To come down off the cooling steps

Of the bus and to fiddle on home

Like a crustacean touching its open wounds:

Like a firework who has figured out how to handle itself:
Over the bridgeworks of bleeding gums where

The otters still swim anyways,

And the hobos toss their overused bottles underhand
Like flutes with too much spit,

Cursing and writing to the awful green grass in short
Hand,

Mystified again by what the day has done to them:
Until the housewives scuttle across their heady bones
All in a home ward circus of Cadillacs and roses,
Esteemed that the day is just going to be all right,
And then their in their weeping bodies

Crying with whatever cenotaphs who can bleed all throughout
The night.
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Cuckolded Husband

I am writing poems

And then I will be joking

With the bottle:

It is my longevity,

It is my throttle—

While not one single werewolf
Howls,

All because they do not

Exist—I'm sorry—

Just as none of the old swing-sets
Exists—

But Disney World's exists,

In fact, it is the epitome of my
Story—and we all have been affected
By it somehow,

While the most beautiful and

The most innocents of knights has
Been bleeding out in the aloe—

Until the moonrise comes over itself and
Its fairy kingdom,

And you kiss and swoon, and become
A better wife all over your cuckolded
Husband.
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Cups Of Earth

Daydreams without heroes- underneath school
Busses,

Underneath cathedrals: angel-less

Heroes

Playing hooky, spending all of their Roman Candles,
While the daylight flickers

Like the light through a zoetrope:

And now you see her brown skinned, being chased
By foxes

Into that world over the trees,

And what you would have wished to speak to her
Has clouded in your mouth

Like the guts of an orchid- and you can only

Guess at what she does, as the night inevitably overspills
Its cups of earth.
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Curious For Awhile

Heart attacks from
Looking at clouds;
These gods are made
From nothing real,

But look at all of them,
Undeniable pantheism
Grazing on a blue table
Who will remain curious
For awhile

And then mosey on.
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Curiously Amused

Girls come in all day long:

New girls, long young mothers with flocks entrained,

With their elements amused:

They are rocket ships who never got out of

Earth’s atmosphere,

So they just kind of fizzle around in cars and air-conditioned
Foyers, buying things:

They don’t bet much on me- Maybe I will love one of them
Some day- Maybe I will have my own vermilion swan

Who I can watching swimming around the green carpeted
Pools of my living room,

And drink beers to her silent green silhouette,

And then at night pull back the olive drapes like a weeping
Willow in a fairytale

And listen her weep of all the things she’d forgotten to
Buy that day to fill the refrigerator,

While I trained all my senses to the erogenous spheres
Which kept our children so occupied,

While the alligator sat like a corpulent emerald general down
The mowed easement digesting the family dog no one
Could remember having anyways,

While I remembered that I really loved a girl from another
Birthstone which for a while must have me

Curiously amused.
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Cursing Dismissive Allusions

You're so good at teaching,

And you’'re so very beautiful, like a Disney
Spell,

Something mass marketable: Oh Hell!

I'm no good for you,

Let him bare your child- He’s your husband
Anyways,

My thoughts are rootless, feral, wild:

But I'll sing to you,

I'll slip and swell: I'll be like the sea for you,
Oh Hell!

If I were anyone, they would say I'm mad,

But I am not anyone, so I'm glad;

And you are like a silver dollar, or you are

Like a seashell,

Your future is bright and wonderful; won't

You teach me beautiful: Oh hell!

I would have bared your child; I would have
Shared my thoughts with you,

As you cast your spell, but I'm homeless or,
I'm only good for little things for short whiles:
I want to do my best for you,

And sit and learn and smell all your pretty wiles,
Your gardens and the things you refuse to sell:
I wanted you to teach me, and I to bare

Your child, but you are already teaching,

Your thoughts married to your husband and his child:
You are so bright and beautiful,

I am thoughtless, feral, wild: Oh Hell!
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Cursing Every Hurricane

Adapting to jealously on a celibate rug-

Reusing airplanes, folding them with spit,
Pretending in coitus,

Each mobile set above the cribs like the stars
Above the fjords of ancient heroes

Going down to sleep with the best monsters
They have slain,

Bleary eyed, making love to their amnesiac sisters
Even as the rest of the world is getting up,
Buzzing, kindling:

And I go down with them, with so many of us
Like little fish, like tatters of silver in their
Masculine shadows- Never more being delivered
To her quite by ourselves,

But handling the pain with masterbation and
Rum from Barbados, ancient and plausible gold,
Ho-yo-hoeing, looking at houses we would like to
Break into,

Swearing our self to the clockwise typhoons,
Cursing every hurricane.
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Cursing The Stewardesses

There is a diving board in your eyes—flashing, vituperative—
And you are already in the downward motion—like

The most beautiful thing: like lips blowing upon a pinwheel—
When you remember that there are things yet

Brilliant, as you lay your head down to rest into the dreams
Of the thesis of an adolescent hypothesis—

Then let me give you this—like a corsage for prom,

As the rain echoes like mascara down the eye of a hurricane—
And we all wait in the popcorn theatre—threading our tongues
Across our lips—and we cannot possibly remember if this

All that they mention to the clouds who do not know how

To fall from the sky—as underneath them, the milkmaids open
Their amber windows, and looking up, curse the stewardesses—
For being their sisters who were stolen away.
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Curtains Drop Into The Sea

A wall of curtains drops into the sea;

It is beautiful, like a bride falling from the rocks,

And we drink whiskey as we look at her,

Though we are afraid she will turn and see us

And suddenly become self conscious and less alluring;

Her ankle is the bobber in the foaming lips,

And we stand around her, sway and sing drinking songs,

And her groom is floating on his back as she

Feeds him mouthfuls of cake, his polished shoes

Have come off and sunken in the warm bottoms, and the government
Wants to shut us down, because they cannot understand
What it means to be French with only two hours left to live;
Unlawfully, they are taking down the fabric, pulling

Off her tresses and turning off the lights,

But now she is full of salt, and they are both full

And young and as they kiss, we the audience applaud,

And then shuffle out of the honeymoon; In the humid night we share
A light and satisfied conversation in which

We discuss what we will drink with out dinners,

And the jealous housewife looking away over the parked cars,
Still remembering how beautiful she was extending miles
Across the land says, “"She was born Catholic, but

She was not a Catholic when they baptized her that way
Before everyone.”
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Damp Jewel

Damp jewel in the hair-lip of grass or

Hanging from the obnoxious skin of a cypress-

Petty witchcraft that evaporates

And the clouds plays hooky- until another sunlight is
Gone, mumbled into the vocabularies

In the west where the sugar cane burns and the dragons
Make love to bare breasted virgins-

While, around here, after dusk, after all the Mexicans have
Gone home from cleaning our house and mowing our
Yard, the washing machines still do a strange pirouette
Trying to mimic the great tornados they hear so much
Gossip about.
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Dan

I've already written about Dan,

And I've watched him drive away.

Now I listen to traffic, and I'm on my second glass

Of rum. I try not to feel my face, or how I love

Her or say her name: Erin. But damn, I have,

But at least I haven't dedicated anything to her,

But if I get something else published then I might;

If I stopped this useless anonymous sway, and went

Over to her house and mowed her lawn and held

And petted her cat; and kissed her father on her lips

To make him laugh, or delivered her a Christmas tree,

Or caught a blue bird in one hand and taught it into a song bird
I carried on a thatch of sprigs over my shoulder like a knapsack
Like a transcendental soothsayer going from classroom

To classroom as from town to town in high school, selling

My lines for bread, and stopped masturbating in the bathroom,
Over the porcelain fjord, the useless sex organ fixed by
Plumbers, destroyed by cherry bombs, evacuating into the
Anonymous saltwater estuaries which mingle with the sea and
Atop of that the oil rigs like water spiders skating. I suppose

I should end with the way the traffic is moving, horrendously
Useless and expeditious and naive, and even if I go back to
School I will have nothing left to say to her; but will read about
Mark Twain and how tonight I delivered a Christmas tree to

A drunk French woman and how, afterwards, I came after her,
And how I remember her daughter smiling at me, her angelic
Bone structure open, but also fretful, her eyes wandering like
Careful hikers over the halfway ruined side of my face.
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Dancing

Dancing,

Dancing, stars and elbows:

Another song underneath

A river:

Another place that cannot survive burning
In the ribbons;

But it takes awhile, accumulating to
The dragon in another world.

While the mermaids sing and then they
Teeth on the pilots

Who came down just so they because-
And I know it doesn’t

Make any sense while I ride my bicycle
And look for beauty wherever she may
Be underneath the heavens of

Loose change.
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Dancing Angels

Dancing angels- Don't you stop and look

At my scars:

Why the cars drive and drive beneath you:

Don’t you stop:

You are the heavens dancing for

Drunken sailors:

You know who you are- you are the housewives
Who stop to bend down to give

Kisses to the lips of lucky goldfish in the

Canal:

Don’t you stop now- they know they are lucky,
And your children are lucky as well-

And they give you paychecks,

And wishes down the well- dancing angels,

You fly above them:

You perfume the orchards of their suburbia-

And pubescent truants light off

Blue roman candles and bottle rockets

From the summits of houses for you- and you fly
Above them and their old schools:

You fly in any direction- like wishes-

You have become the things you once dreamed off-
And you go to places in France,

Where your lovers wait- and you make love to them
Like colors in a pond spilling over without reason.
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Dancing Haiku

I can’t wait until he
is dead because I Want
to dance on his grave.
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Dancing In A Zoetrope

And then they will say that you have

Abandoned Colorado with the arcs and the blueberries
Uneaten by cats as with canaries,

The lightning leaping from nipple to mountainous nipple,
Trying to draw attention from the airplanes

Or something else even more beautiful

As I steal fireworks and a three legged dog walks underneath
The trees and then the overpasses:

And a breeze blows up from a very young age,

Settles in the trailer parks beside the orange groves,

And wonders if you have heard him whispering your

Name,

As pearls grow in their grottos like the ghosts of seahorses
In their saturnine estuaries, as preschoolers do

Drawn and lonely from the school bus to the teeter-totters
As the wolves watch the housecats on the edge of the parks
On the edge of a country where I have seen you

Riding in my car, taking off your blouse as if a picture
Dancing in a zoetrope in pure sunlight just

Trying to tease me.

Robert Rorabeck
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Dancing In Their Weekend Proms

Fridays all the pretty swans must be out swinging-

And even the clouds are well instrumental,

Going cork-bellied over teal tennis courts;

And the lawyers are perambulating, the best of them in

Short tennis skirts- kneed divine;

And I can walk out of my mind, like a mollusk tipping his

Hat over now that all the birds have

Gone deeper into the south, roosted into

Cemeteries and rusty centerfolds,

Now that all the Monarch Butterflies are whistling strangely
Transsexual in the butterscotch cocoons:

I can stroll hunky-dory out between all the balmy sidewalks,
Lighting off my sticks of spitting tinsel,

And the housewives won’t even mind, because

They’ll be too busy entertaining- and only their most insincere
Daughters will find me out,

Call me out on the swings which arc almost all the way out

Of the neighborhood:

They kick start, and they can almost jump over the drooling

Jaws of alligators,

The drunk procrastinating Spaniards out on their pool floats
Taking depth soundings and muggy green temperatures:

And I can whisper or scream that I love her,

And the air plants will stick out their bristled tongues- and some insects
Will vibrate in their armpits; and even my scars will seem to

Glow industrious like mica;

And I will realize that I am only a cartoon with four fingers,

And my heart is a rubber turkey- and the girl I love the motivation
For a really miserable time;

But I wont abash my silhouette, and I'll finish what I've

Been smoking with my tender meat hooks; I'll humor the black sheep,
The girl in her ridiculously lonely séance and maybe we'll

Even steal a car and make it all the way down to where the

Sea is made up of horded tinfoil from the spinsters of

The greatest generation,

And we’ll just lie on our backs and let DH Lawrence make up
Better rhymes over the ochre-sexed tortoises;

And watch the cloud creatures dipping their proboscises and whatnot
Into the daffodils of the sea’s whatnot,
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And pretend to have a good time and be in love,

While everyone else is dancing corked in their weekend proms,
Cocooned there on the shores of the city’s ice-moon,

Un admittedly transsexual and horded around the living room’s
Football game with chips and guacamole in a

Disassociative fugue.
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Dandelions Of Playboys

Dandelions of playboys grow up
Learning to drink the sweat off the
White house-

While all of the wine in this house-

In this little apartment

Way up high in Shanghai, China-

Is housed in boxes left over

From our wedding-

Boxes meant for Christmas

For the vikings

Toating that we had our years-

And I made my wife come twice in her
Parents bedroom in the early afternoon
Yesterday:

The same bedroom we conceived our
First child in-

Out of the window:

Snow

And farther in the distance,

Airplanes:

Airplanes making barretts for beautiful
Women-

Airplanes making sashes and garlands for
Monolithic women-

While beneath,

In their caverns of I know not what,
All the cold women

Crossing their legs-

Scribbling their chicken tracks on the
Obvious sides of better and more
Esoteric of things.
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Daniel Johnston Personified

Before I go to sleep
Your songs lay like
2by4s on the rainy
Earth. I gather them
Up in stacks to make
A-frames for Fireworks
Signs on July 4th—
Your colors are as
Bright as everything
And down the street
Under a sad cloud,
You have built a house
For her from your lips,
You have breathed lonely
See-through children
Into her, playing in
The front yard on the
Rainy earth—

Some things last a
Long time...

Robert Rorabeck
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Dark Caribou

Dark caribou

Eating broken winged sparrows

Who are trundled in the branches

Like poisonous holly,

Whispering the

Contaminated thought:

The afterbirth you eyes deluged

When the neighbors could smell them
Crying red hot cinnamon

His experienced body dripped on

You shed of his office’s

Blue second skin

While I was at the somber market
Trying to find the right children

To take home like undernourished
Strangers

To silence and grow in the 1970s windows
Our world experienced through.

You slipped away like a white hare

In blinding snow further up the sinewy
Backs of the Alaskan Range.

Past the gated threshold where your
Body displayed the dripping adultery
Plucked from your vine,

You transformed into naked ribbon
Spooled in his hands, tangled about the thumbs—
I watched with

Kaleidoscope binoculars near the sea
Until the feral child’s hunger obscured
My vision,

And I led him with my kidnapping hand
To the backyard and let him feast on
The orange tree

As I fed the crumbs of broken memories
To the goldfish in their invisible school,
The acidic spray of murdered citrus
smearing my eyes.
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Darkened School Yard

If I knew how cars could park through the city

And into dark,

And the love they had made inside of them, the evaporation

Of steamy legs;

Then I would also know what it felt like to be a patrol

In a long sleek train,

Straight northward to the capital of our brains: Look at the pretty
Monuments rising their contentment;

Follow the leader through the sandbars, following the

Populations of our uncles:

Going prettily ankled through the snow drifts; and the cars park here;
And the cars park there.

Cicadas sound out through the night and they leave their old bodies
Behind stuck to the ornamental cypress of our yards,

The pretty pagan ornaments that housewives never even think about
Nor surrender to:

The jewels of the earth, Precambrian and making love, stuck inside
The distillations of our juvenile throws:

In the parks where the lovers seem to lean on stilts and the stars
Play music,

On violins or dobros,

And there is something always more required, and it is more
Beautiful than this, or a darkened school yard.

Robert Rorabeck
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Dawn

I love the dawn,

But that doesn’t mean anything-
Those are just words in a language
We've been weaned on;

And if Dawn is real,

Than she is girl,

And too beautiful to belong

In my language of dawn,

Though I am still in love with her:
Dawn, but that is meaningless, if

It means anything

Than Dawn is real, a creature of my
Language, we sing a similar song,
But she’s too busy to just belong

In my words attuned and worshipful
In the language of dawn;

And still I see her caroling on the street,
As the world quiets, she skates
Sweating beneath the cypress and palms
My imagination decorates,

Tinseled and tawn,

Young and gone goes sweet,

Sweet unobtainable

Dawn.

Robert Rorabeck
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Day Of Celibate Rain

Day of celibate rain,

Stamping the tomfoolery of birds

To the line.

Maybe the last time I saw your eyes

Was in high school graduation-

You said goodbye,

And now the rains, they keep up what the
Customers should,

They dampen boxes and wet wood.

And I know your name

While the airplanes go leaping,

Leaping on the weathered planes;

But it is so lonely not having you here,

And the rain makes me realize just how absolutely
Good it is to be aloneg,

Without a son drafted from your silver
Womb,

Without a plumber for his tomb:

And I want to think of your eyes somewhere
In the curtains of this weather,

But your eyes are good and gone

And making their own celebrating where

No poinsettias can grow,

But where the tourisms grow so much that they’ve
Become fanciful with their own generations,
And where it doesn’t rain

It snows.
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Daycare Underneath The Swingsets

Daycare underneath the swing sets—knowing all
Of the colors of this thievery:

Only one or two words found out so far,

But there will be school tomorrow across the highway—
Not far from anywhere—

And you will come outside of your house and look
Across at the orchards,

Or up to the apoplexies of skies not too far from
The power-lines anyways—

And not pretend to wonder what it means

To be in-love,

You are not so confused with the goings on:
Mestizo—as it is your right to be:

Child of conquistador and Indian—product of

Rape anyways—

No wonder how it was that you had no problem
Coming up to my door—

There might have been blue feathers in your hair—
And I thought we made love,

But you were too busied to stay inside—

And so you went home to the man you've had two children
With even though you do not love him anyways.

Robert Rorabeck
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Daydream Beside A River With A Unicorn

Daydream beside a river with a unicorn

Of narcolepsy drowsing as even to fall amidst the blue gills
Open-mouthed and snoring:

And even if this is just a water-coloring just like

The other things that we tend to do to

Survive in the middle of our days through and through

High school—forgive me if my heartbeat gets too loud

And begins to thunder beneath the clouds of these
Thoughts of you—improper pronoun in an improper church—
They don't even have stained glass windows to look out
Upon the bus loop—or to filigree the light that passes over
The new scars of my cheeks—and I am not a used

Car salesman—the sunlight echoes outside as it can—

Until each cottonpicking strata gets magnified—

And in a drunken lurch, I can call for you across the baseball
Diamonds and the apple orchards that do not

Exist—and even though other and better words do exist

For you so many times, and you are kissing another boy
Opened mouthed whilst I am getting beaten up

For another time in the locker room—

Maybe I will see you out again in those woebegone yards—
And you will look across me without seeing that I traverse a
Dungeon for you in my heart.
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Daydream Of Drool

Her water colored bicycle has many dreams

Of pin-ball, and ping pong, and pool;

I used to sit across class from her and pretend
That I could know her in a swimming-pool

Of flushed and bright eyes,

The marriage vows we could say underwater

As the daylight swam around like a coy otter,
The elusively effluvious life, the hunger of

A birthmark; Oh, what a fool. For instead,

I would just slip out of class and tight-rope

The canal, swing in the park, the elliptical stretch
Of a canary on a string- She rode away to marry
Better things, the bell on her handlebars a-jingle,
and I was left alone in my classroom, scribbling
The homework of pastel numbers, my cheek
Bejeweled by a daydream of drool.

Robert Rorabeck
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Daydreaming Of All Your Dark-Eyed Welshmen

I find it easy to Kill little things that

Belong on planets of weeks,

If they are attracted to the light and

Getting in the way of me finding out how

To better suit you;

But you’'re just out watching football,

The gentleman’s sport with many colors

And bruises:

I have scars of my own; they will not heal,

Nor are they beautiful,

And I find that I have too many lines to be
Considered immortal,

To many lines to find your hand through

To walk you to the park near the elementary
School in the student ghetto,

To rehash with you how I floated with my
Girlfriend pantomiming what it would be like

To live in the middle-class shadows:

The funny thing was,

I was still thinking about you even then,

Wishing that I was alloyed with a shinier base
For which to suit you- Erin:

Thinking of you even then while you rode the
Locomotive burning coal through all the cloak
And dagger overpasses;

Perhaps daydreaming of all your dark eyed Welsh men,
Knife fighting atop the first class passenger cars.
With their backs turned replaced by the scarred stuntmen-
I know that if I were you, Erin, that's what I'd be
Daydream of, anyways.

Robert Rorabeck
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Dead

The body fled:
It went down river,
It wound up dead.

Robert Rorabeck
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Death Is Insatiable With His Spoiled Blue Eyes

I wanted to be true to you,

But death took me up in his spoiled blue eyes

And I had to watch, bivouacked,

As your husband put on a corset for you and

You came home-

And I have climbed four mountains in one day with
A feather in my cap,

And I have called my dogs my masters, and become
A better man for it;

And I have eaten an apple- And I too am libertarian,
And not a dirty hippy;

Yet I can appreciate a tattered red white and blue
Underneath the look out tower stashed away by
Some overweight cowboys:

And every citizen should have his guns,

But it does no good. I eat apples and look into the
Skies, but it does no good- I am only slightly above
Average intelligence,

And I am still waiting for the pizza to arrive,

For the literary agent to return with a positive reply,
But it does no good: and what about you,

All the men you've flipped,

All the séances you've conquered- it really does no
Good- Let the terrible infant suckle there at your hip,
Let the paper airplanes fly:

Death is looking in your window; he has already eaten me,
But he is insatiable with his spoiled blue eyes.

Robert Rorabeck
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Death's Table

The eye ducts of God,

Heartbroken,

Send floods down from the peaks

Of the Sangre de Cristo Mountains

In spring, the sun’s shadow

Resurrecting in steep fields

The schizophrenic colors of Van Gough’s palette—
In somber expressionisms spill over

The quartzite cliffs, like the ruin

Of stone viaducts stolen by the Romans
From Ancient Greece—

Like silver faucets her eyes crawl upwards
As if spindle-legged water spiders along
The anemic channels from the Orient
Veined in rivers of amethyst

Bled, my opened wrists

Perfuming the bathtub with anachronistic murder
Framed in the open window through which
The world barks like a sick dog.

Breathless feeling now wears crawling bracelets
Of six legged flies that eat death

To dim and clean the fires, checking in
Along the porcelain shores of his clotting
Cadmium pool in twilight

Glints of our smothered son;

It is how Jupiter must observe

Loosely robed by her courting moons,

Like Queen Elizabeth keeping crowned,
She stands out on her dark terrace

At the end of our life—

There she sets Death’s table to dine....
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Decorations Of An Arrow

Sensuous wound, you are my cleft hoofed soldier
And this is your penny-ante cathedral—

The little boys are gathering up their marbles for you,
And their dimes:

They are shooting the b.b. guns at their little sisters
All in honor for you—

And the day is young and getting over chicken pox—
There is a nest of pig rattlers in the palmettos—

Your father is hard at work clearing them out—

Later in the afternoon, there will be a complex storm,
That will cast an unusual shade of blue onto all of
The cypress: the cause of it will be the penumbra of
All of the stewardesses flying ever so high

Until they are finally gossiping and doing their
Laundry in a sun shower—they are the only sorority
Up there—they managed to make it above the

Ferris wheels and their cousin windmills—

They spread their wings and illuminate the porticos—
Like decorations of an arrow shooting over

A sweating hearth.

Robert Rorabeck
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Deep Beneath The Untrustworthy Sea

Like your brother who got killed so far away,

By sharks or trains-

I don't care- I only weep for my own solicitations:

I'll cut down any unsuspecting tree in the lips of forest
To be my tannebaum;

I'll decorate as I please, turning my back against the
Balmy traffic;

Because it is so difficult to find truth in what the

Soul has to say,

Jogging lethargic through its socialized parks, meeting
Old friends and sharing their likeminded adulteries;
But I believe, I will steal the wine from

Her husband- and the dog might speak, and if I

Click my heels high enough up on these swings,

I will surely fly,

And skip school and migrate over the lactating heads of
Wounded tourists- and all their unspecial cities;

Go where I please, hold my breath and visit the feral
Continent deep beneath the untrustworthy sea.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

604



Deep In The Forest

I put on pageants to excuse my scars,

To delay my inevitable novel: It has a flat

Tire, and the night is wild and flipping over itself
Like a firework pinned to a tree.

The mad man has taken over the fort and shot the
Donkey, and no one is brave enough to harvest
His meat;

But for a little while he’s made the street beautiful,
As beautiful as a woman society has given

Over to him for a dance or two: a serene

And agreeable woman,

He crouches like a gargoyle with all the things

To say. His hands are scarred by the pull strings of
Divine Providence. He wonders,

How far will he fall once all the lines are cut and

The fish is free to roam with a giant hook in his mouth,
And his mate dead,

A trophy on some fisherman’s wall;

It is like he has stumbled unto a valley where there
Used to grow grapes until the grandest fire tromped,
And now there are only stones,

And an entire colony of windmills like church goers,
Waiting for the wind to take them in spend-thrift fits,
To see the hallelujahs of their spinning hands’ jubilee;
And to see this is madness,

And it came upon him in a host of swirling motions,

So for the rest of his lines he wasn't there:

He couldn’t be seen except for a distant threat lighting

Off homemade fireworks,

And for the rest of the movie there were only officials
Debating what they could do about him,

Until the audience all left,

And the argument continued like a tremendous tree
Toppled like an erroneous whisper deep, deep in the forest.
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Deep Inside My Cave

Dreams are caracoled while I lay off in the shadows

Trying to do better work for you;

But your man is a fireman: he is a classical hero with

Big tits that bounce like dancing girls:

He drinks so much juice and curls so much iron:

This is what the mongoloids do while they drool up the
Blouses of airplanes:

This is your world in the little houses underneath the
Deciduous trees, underneath the park benches:

This is ironically the greatest turn out of the university,
And you feed them your amber juices and they grow

Big, big:

Until they become bulls and slide under cars to look

Up their skirts: I wonder if you can remember who your
Sister was, because she was once like you; and I

Make up memories just to try to recall who you were:

I pretend I carry your books to school; but the dancehall is
Empty and all of the corsages have been donated to
Graveyards: Only your men can truly say where you are,
Curling through the darkness, saving you like a well
Bosomed unicorn and glowing with your immortal insouciance,
The waves resonating from the pools of the monsters you've
Laid to rest; and I imagine all of this high atop my castle,
Or deep inside my cave.

Robert Rorabeck

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 607



Deep Into The Shallows Of Your Next Beatific Day

Grab your gun,

And kiss my soul-

I've made total of $7 on all my scroll

Over all these years,

Bootlegging in my dampened, elderberry

Hollers- but I'm whole:

And I can see you floating over me,

Just a bosomy tattered caracole over the

Swings where children are moping like

Pimpled flowers:

And I used to cut my wrist almost every hour:
Used to read Shakespeare down near where

The dead girl wouldn’t die-

Crab-eyed, cut up into a million pieces of stained
Glass- I've made so many missteps

Until I landed in the high basins of Colorado:

I've never really been beautiful.

If you were with me now, you’d be wishing

For another man, but that’s just my misfiring spell:
I suppose you're in love,

But I'm doing fine- I've got rum and fireworks,
And time: gray-haired and despoiled,

Yet I've never lifted my gun for oil-

Rather I like to slur my rimes like spewing precious
Bits of clementine;

And if you are not looking, and if you are away,

I'll ride the giant sea tortoise over the Gulf of Mexico,
Over the cannibalisms of conquistadors,

Over the spew of uninhabitable atolls,

And land my soul in more balmier of climes:

I'll kiss the cleavage of a blonde stewardess who
Gets my gist,

Or I'll just swing in time to your eyes as the look away
Deep into the shallows of your next beatific day.
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Defeated By A Casual Angel

Rather this meadow is vacating-

An esplanade curled at the corners like the
Sly smile of a coy lover-

It is too late now to start anything on fire;

I just have time enough to grab my baseball
Cap

And head off to work-

It is snowing in the oilfields, but the horses
Are watered.

I have holes in my boots, but you are not

My wife,

So I can go along unmended underneath the
Caesuras of power lines:

The men are empty now, the oil pumps are
Iron cradles for palindromes-

There is not a spot of unspoiled sunlight in

All the sky-

And I haven't seen where my mother is gone.
There is only the memories of smoke

In that theatre which was once raucous and unschooled.
Now envy isn’t even green, and nothing is
Said of your eyes-

Maybe they spill like your lips wasted into the
False atmosphere,

Or they are the reasons why I went away,
Tossed like an AWOL soldier across the hindered
Fields- defeated by a casual angel,

But would not cry.

Robert Rorabeck
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Delaware

A same old night in the city

Shedding like a river of holidays the
Preciously bought lights of movement
Pale and heavenly bodies

Revolving forward and missing,

The shift of direction,

Even more akin to the delicate veins
Inside us, the precious mineral inherent to blood
Depleting only to surge forth again,
A cavalry charge,

The purpose of continents, lungs,
And women giving themselves the
Chance to look again:

This the two lanes of traffic moving
With the direction and drive of red
Ants through the dusty body of their hills.

Jammed into the places they've
Been made.

Here,

The old cat is on the roof tonight
Pawing the meaningless motion above my head
Then resting, trying to

Lick itself into

Heraclitus’ river;

Here in Lake Worth the
Electricity finally comes back on
Two weeks after the hurricane,
And everything is the same and
Moving again

And I have to look at everyone’s

Face again,

Most horribly my own

Before I can forget and pass away

Like Christianity

To become the expanse of materialist wasteland
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My mind the repeated batter in servitude,

A zygote born to die incomplete
And needy in a spasming orifice:
After all this time I've forgotten
To take account of things,
Inviting the creditors to come
Pillaging in me like Conquistador
Virgins eager for a first time

And ever after exchange

In 3 piece suites

With bags of ice and posed relief
Hiding agendas and papers to sign
With fire axes behind their backs
Waiting in line-

I lay on the bed and let

Them on me and all over the
Furniture they dropp their DNA

In a dazzling miasma excreted from
The fornication of this life

Like pollen dripped from the bee
Wasted from flower to flower

All over the furniture and especially spread

Across the bed
Pistil stained I see ghosts of

Her opening every door every day she’s getting

Out of the shower

Undressing the way specters do
Before them:

Too fast and speeding down the
Interstate,

A reckless waste of gasoline
Spilled from the lips

I don’t know her, but my mind
Keeps falling back down into
The luscious sinkhole of a brain
Destroying 3 lanes on I-95
Dreaming of 3 bedroom

2 bath sex spread eagle willingly
Rings on ring fingers,
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bones and flesh pressed like flowers saved in a book,
And all those middle-class values,

Cheap wishes that come true:

The possibilities of Feng Shui

A lottery of Pre-Socratic philosophy

Clothed in Judeo-Christianity

With Jesus still fresh and on the

Hunt for a star on the walk of fame;

All of this laid down the suburban lanes

Like paradise

So far away from me

I see her in the blue revelry
In the expanse of tomorrow’s
Wetness, an ocean reaching for her.

I sate the hunger for her

With

An expensive hooker called in
After mom and dad have left

With their racehorse for

Delaware to place in in the stakes/
She has Pape tattooed

On the nape of her back like the
Graffiti on the side of a building
Given up in the ghetto

That keeps staring at me

After she tells me to

Do it to her doggy style

So she and I can finish and

Move on to the next lovely boy
Homeless for a night under the dark overpass;
She’s the first Latino I've

Been with, but she tastes the
Same (and puts my score

Up in the double digits)

Now the waves crown,
Rush and come to us
On the beach, the city
Is panting,
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Tortoises

whores

Wasted and dark swimming

In the water’s orgasm

ignited

and

We ignore it;

The sea spills away from it
Like her hair falling in

The sink of a vociferous garden
Outwardly beckoning me,

As if I were a classic hero

With a sword able to do something,

I think of brushing her hair
In a bed next to her.

But both the cat on the roof
And Heraclitus are liars,
And Zeno knows I will
Never reach her,

But the tree next door

Still whispers

Her name

To me:

There she is and here
Am I,

Two ends of an ever
Extending line.

When I get a day off work

I go to the movie theatre

To break the law, remaining
There all day

Falling in love with the

Dark emptiness and the illusion
Of light,

Attainment flickering flatly
Magical before me,
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As if she were bared there

The two us dreaming together,

A Zoetrope of

Children suspended forever

In a black and white film,

The revolving carousel

Holding hands and laughing through
The disguises of Halloween, pictures of forgotten
Relatives taken in rapid succession
Before the world could change us
Into the inescapability

Of a paused existence.
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Delicate Promises To The Fireworks

When the windmills stop-

The silence of death: the waves do not move:
The fish seem to sleep:

They make a blanket of their gills,

And a teepee of their steps,

As we reside at their shoulders, trying to believe
Even though our grandparents are

Gone

And scalped:

And the new flag only has the color green:
Grasshoppers lose their bodies

In the barely,

And so do their cousins- but their cousins

Are still beautiful

Beside the latchkeys of deer and foals

The wolves milk:

Reintroduced,

They are so careful now not to disturb anything:
They are so very careful:

The way sometimes intelligent fire steps

And gives its delicate promises to the fireworks
Held in the churches of a holiday we were all
Supposed to believe.
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Delighting In Every Airplane

Dancing in the cathedrals breached from

The mayhems—

And then their grandfathers died beneath

The mountains that themselves

Died underneath the airplanes—

And I have forgotten all of my time in

Limbo in Arizona, but the scars upon my cheeks
Are still upon me,

And I have grey hair—and now I have been
Teaching for one or two years in the very
Same school I used to lament about—

As I beckoned, open wristed,

For the humming birds to come in and sit about
The fields of my classrooms,

So they came, just as all of

The children were closing their eyes—

So they came,

And cursed and chatted about—

Just as I imagine all of the stewardesses were
Doing just about the some—

All them above me, and above the earth,

All of them bathing and delighting in

Every airplane.
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Dénouement Of The Empty Theatre

I think T would like a house with an orange tree,

And neighbors who never grow old,

And laugh and kiss openly on the patio;

Already retired, now they drink beer and smoke,

And gossip over their highly successful children.
There should be dunes across the street,

And swaths of trees, who sing after midnight,

And keep the secrets that they touch, the rivers
Underground, the better words my tongue has

Yet to tell my mind. And I would work

Part time for places my parents had never eaten

At, and make deliveries in short order, with nothing
More complicated, attending to my rock garden

And sleeping with my dogs, take up smoking.

I would lay on my landlord’s roof, and remember the better
Times I tried out, and the offices in beautiful white
Lines over the canal. I would swear off reading
Better poets, men with minds as sharp as ceremonial
Weapons, who have already pinned the eyes of
Virgins and flight attendants,

But this will not happen, and in two months I will

Drive to South Florida and sell trees in a failing economy.

I should never go back to college, less I destroy the

Idiocies of my nostalgia, and I should never see her again
The way she sleeps in the arms of bodybuilders, my words
Too dull to kill or wake her up; but I should be outside for
Awhile, and I have enough money to pay my bills,

And steal away at night when the sky is beautiful and smells
Of citrus blooming on the better pages of flowering ingénues
With genius grants and succinct phrases which honey

Her lips, so that they make her swoon,

And take her home long before she

Could hear this final line.
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Depthless Sorority

Hide the bicycle beneath the holy

And slip away from school—

Come to learn from the otters, and the housewives
Who are all drunk and combing themselves

In the backyards so calmly

The fawns come to lick them like saltlick,

And they don't care:

And special cowboys, beaming down from the blinded
Stars, like jars of liquor,

Lap their jaws—and those nude occurrences,

Like stewardesses who have undressed of their wings
Get as brown as Mexican cleaning ladies

And speckled because of the sprigs bobbed with
Oranges:

They cannot recognize themselves,

And that is why they slip down the banks and into
The canals—and learning, swim away,

To forget everything from their husbands and children:
Escape like hourless clocks into the sea:
Metamorphosed underneath the lighthouses until

The sky is wearing a necklace of floating airplanes,
And the sea welcomes them into

Her depthless sorority.
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Descendant Of The Golden Fleece

Sum of the body in prettier words-

Aphrodisiacs, kisses of fire eaters to drunken angels
In the moonlit spotlights

Of suburban parks with tadpoles in

Tears between the grasses,

And virulent lizards climbing up the swing-sets:
Another pretty scene between the houses

And business parks

Like a casserole for the nocturnal creatures:

And for my thoughts,

Wounded between the arcs of the microcosms
And the golden means:

Pantomimes and zoetropes of amber

Dragonflies and cerulean foxes; they say

I will find you here, my love,

Tumbling in the puddings of toddlers—

In a chicken soup of fieldtrips gone into the dusk
Of a weekend,

If you would ever come out into this yard—

And let the ants roll over your barefooted knuckles—
And let the sunlight drape you in the affections
Of its golden circus.
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Developments Of Fairytales

Developments of fairytales—whatever they are—

Made to imagine the tomorrows that could not weep forever—
The miss stepping mothers reclining in pieta against

The road kill—while they sing songs—evangelical-

And Christmas trees evaporate—I remember skipping school to
Head down those roads—and when my wife was beautiful—

It was not an easy process—stealing my mother's clothing

To sell at the book sale—and when the unicorns awakened
They had no one to cry for—the Mexicans were already

Done trimming our yards—the hemispheres were so baby blue
And emptied of airplanes—the playgrounds kept their

Ghosts on the swings—and it was an hypnosis altogether

In the bright and airy winter—but you are coming home to me
Across the world—and you lethargic with child carried

In you belly's retinue cannot remember the forget-me-nots
That were never passed down—I seem to be hanging upon
The precipice where the dwarfs fought with the dragons—

Left nude and empty underneath the negligee of the stars

And forced to watch as another hero entered the beauties of your town.
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Devilishly Heavenly Body

She’s a hot Jupiter:

In a summer meadow she burns out all

The other planets,

Or at least that’s how the scientists described

Her in their catalogue, i.e. Leggy science fictions.
Mamma’s boys drink their milk in slugs

As she revolves so far away and yet so dangerous.
Because of her my good side is how my

Bad and visa versa, and always will be:

I took over an old Spanish fort near the Mediterranean
Sea and held it for five days calling her to come down
Even around noontime and destroy me with but

A peck of a kiss,

In her hips sways the surf, an entire legion of

Perfect unborn children, slated for Plato’s epiphany;

And this is all true, and I've gone mad,

Sitting on the rock strewn stoop and

Drinking Chablis or Thunderbird- Only a sommelier could
Tell the difference between a cheap slut and a

Real princess,

But of her the windmills lined out like a sorority of
Daydreams spinning, drying their multi-armed laundry
Like the cobalt blue of a Hindu goddess- I don’t know the name of
Which one; but she is there.

Each windmill said her name as they made the slightest
Amount of energy all at once like a flower-pedal army;
But in the daylight she isn’t even true,

Just a thorn so deep under my flesh no one would believe
The homeopathy of such an unquenchable influence.

I'll fire the green copper canons all day,

And howl with the dogs after the corrugated sunset-
And point her out there in the vast breathlessness, and say
Now won’t she come and step forward and blow some
Smoke, and all at once reverse the poles,

And turn me to inheriting ash as I so deserve,

The bomb-shell of my catastrophe,

Destroying me with the immaculate energy of that

So devilishly heavenly body.
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Diana

You f%cking douche rag of honey;

Yes, I want it in the fridge, where it can live forever;

And then your fart blooms like an incontinent strawberry,
And the ferry makes love under the bridge;

And the dolphins play with their dogs,

If they are smart enough;

And we will all make it enough to our end,

And we will spell out, and we will put it down;

And it will all drool like honey,

Diana- all from our other ends, and you will never

Read this Diana;

And yet your daughter is beautiful, even if I have never seen,
Her, Diana: she must be almost as beautiful as you

Are,

As beautiful as strawberries,

As beautiful as watermelons all strung out and stolen

All week

Which are now hanging like fattened scuppernongs
Underneath the wishing wells of

The Christmas tree,

Or at least the dark and unthankful places where I wished
We could go and

Make love;

And make love.... Diana.
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Diana Haiku

Diana, I want
to play with you in the
Schoolyard, Diana

Robert Rorabeck
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Diana's Ploys For Salty Boys

How easily the lifeless men poke their

Heads out of the shells of broken down school

Buses, covered in heliotrope motor-guts,

And being congratulated by the alligators and
Forget-me-nots;

But do you really want such men, eyes so

Nocturnal and fibrillating; they are not rich;

They’ve given all their money underneath the goldfish
Making wishes;

And they only drink cheap rum, and sway that way

Real instep waves do underneath the covered walkway
Into school: Arms around each others’ shoulders,
Swaying, singing a sea-shanty for you, their coy

Naiad- their queen, but will you be good to them,

And let them pool and run around in your shadows like
Silver roe; or aren’t you not Diana’s assassin-

What mean thing will be the end result of the infatuated
Metamorphosis. Rather, instead, feed them popcorn
And tatter tots and watch them leap around the shoals
Of your coral aerie; and watch them play baseball for you, poorly,
And mount the field even as the propitious storms bring
Braver, better men to be enraptured by your ploys

Of angelic bone structure, such kryptonite for these
Salty boys.
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Diatribe Of Crossbows

Diatribe of crossbows as the lights go out

And the young girls have to bow and bow—and then

Have to fend for themselves as there is no one left

In the living room—

In the morning—daylight and sunshine and sharks teeth—
And the deliveries are delivered

And the lunches are made and the school yards are
Attended to—and in the shade there is shade—

And the bobcats sleep amidst the grave stones on a slope
That pretends to say the pledge of allegiance to the
American Flag—

And the numbers swear off the higher elements-

But, eventually, there is another playground filled with echinopsis
And shade—and another muse figures out just how she was
Made—in the daylight with the boys all around her—
Spitting their fireworks upon her shoulder blades—

Doesn't she just figure out just how she was made.
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Differences Between Tomorrow And Voodoo And
Zombies

I will teach the children tomorrow

About the differences between tomorrow and voodoo and
Zombies—

Even if there is a butterfly over the dead mule,

The sound of my lips will sound again

Over the emptied baseball stadium—

And my muses will echo—

Like the sea in a glass in a museum—

And you will know nothing of me,

But I am a good man—

On the swing-set, in a church,

Or teaching Sabbath school—

I am the reincarnation of my great- great grandmother
Who married too young,

And wrote her poetry to the nothing-men

Who lived between the apexes of the overwritten mountains
And the valleys of the nameless heavens.
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Dinner In The Ocean

Feed me my dinner from the haunted table,

And I will see your eyes when they open,

A book of poetry which drinks light, but your lips

When they speak, they do not return what is put in them,
Like broken vending machines,

Molds of plastic lions and teal penguins they keep

At the zoo,

And the remote control boats in their contained pond,
Where there are no alligators,

But only shortly trimmed grasses about the concrete;
Their crews belong on the top of wedding cakes,

Then you should say to me as the light fails,

What you really mean, if itis in you,

Allow me to bring this utensil between my teeth,

And consume the hollow points, the way the spigots go
Spitting out amidst the lawns of clean workers,

The tenderly obsessed, the town of hazy borders,

Thus, unlike them, let me know how you are wounded,
And the proper way to leave you alone,

For we will be parting soon out amidst the midgets of
Twilight, back into our slender rooms, our bricks of good
Will, where I see you across the table like a murdered ocean,
Your eyes open like a book of poems.
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Dis-A-Pear

You know that the séances were broken by trees,
And now that your children are

Asleep and thumb-sucked,

Christmas is finally laying in: even the stewardesses
Are coming home out of the sky,

Eager to pluck their thumbs into something-

And their daddy’s abide with green eyes

And jumping jacks,

Petting the thorny heads of the precious amphibians
That wait there beside them

Perpetually,

Forever- Just as tourists by ice-cream,

And the scars run down my neck like necklaces of
Waterfalls,

Or pictures I have seen of Kit Carson peak falling
To the left shoulder of my once muse:

As these pleas I write for another woman flash
Like phosphorous in the mouth of

A trapeze of that other time

When you were, for a moment here,

And then literally,

Utterly- and forever-

Dis-

A_

Pear.
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Dis-A-Peatr

You know that the séances were broken by trees,
And now that your children are

Asleep and thumb-sucked,

Christmas is finally laying in: even the stewardesses
Are coming home out of the sky,

Eager to pluck their thumbs into something-

And their daddy’s abide with green eyes

And jumping jacks,

Petting the thorny heads of the precious amphibians
That wait there beside them

Perpetually,

Forever- Just as tourists by ice-cream,

And the scars run down my neck like necklaces of
Waterfalls,

Or pictures I have seen of Kit Carson peak falling
To the left shoulder of my once muse:

As these pleas I write for another woman flash
Like phosphorous in the mouth of

A trapeze of that other time

When you were, for a moment here,

And then literally,

Utterly- and forever-

Dis-

A_

Pear.
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Disappearing Mexicos

What about autumn, showing himself to Disney World

As the tourists fall down amidst the leaves that are
Changing and the billboards:

If there is someone who I love, she is waiting for the snow
Or she is holding my hand—as I languish

In a fieldtrip I can hardly believe in: the day is in morning
Along the road where we pay our taxes

And our coaches roll against the sea—until we get to the
Places of our amusement where the skeletons are
Laughing in their skulls, and we wait in our serpentine
Rows until we get on the rollercoasters

And disappear so jubilantly all into the hinterlands of our
Disappearing Mexicos.
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Disastrous Eyes

I left her in the store where she belonged,

And as I drove away I knew she was helping another

Man just as intently as she had done for me,

With those disastrous eyes, in the casual way a housewife might
Let a stranger into her house for a cup of sugar,

And I knew she had done good for me, for her day was

Long and filled with bearded patrons going in and out:

Some whom she knew and called them by name,

And others like me whom she had never seen before,

Or maybe only once,

As her hours were filled up humbly with restocking shelves

Of tacks and screws and duck tape and all of America’s wants
Under the halogen lights of the small town hardware store,

So that she was most likely related to the owner, or worked
There part time, and lived with her husband in the corrugated
Trailer parks where the rattlesnakes slept too in the nooks

Of cinder blocks, but drove a nice car. I will never see her again,
And that is perfect, because I knew as I drove away with

My receipt for sledge hammers and drills stuffed into my blue jeans,
That her effort would soon be going into our revivals of fireworks
There across the New Mexico state line, and she would

Become a part of the history that is altogether forgotten in the
Dusty commerce;

Already I was meeting new people eager to get away,

Bearded men in orange coveralls standing beside a warning

Sign which told me not to stop, for convicts were working here,

But when they looked me in the eyes, those disastrous eyes,

I knew they had to get away,

And I took them all together up the unwhiskered throat of my mountain
While the sheriff’'s back was turned, and asked them nicely

To get out into the wilderness, and left them there without

A survival guide, though I already knew at least some would survive.
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Disbelieving Traveller

I used to climb mountains to see god:

I'd only do this on weekends, and I'd skin so

Much knee,

Like a stone skipped from Tallahassee Florida to Colorado,
Like a star crossed aphorism following the sexual

Horizon even though

He didn’t believe in god; but this left his girl

Unattended in her gardens,

And you can only imagine all the milkmen,

Postmen and fire hydrants to draw milk and water

From;

But now I don’t hike anymore, and only dream of
Documentaries,

Of making good tips selling Christmas trees,

And setting up gifts of girls from high school I shouldn’t
See anymore-

The sweet little gifts