I am hungry

Golden leaves fall into my mouth

I am tired 

Dreams advance with stuporous hands

Follow my steps across the field

And you will never reach the field

Ask me what I know

Do not listen to my reply. 

Every minute will not come again

A draught that spells long bitterness in a teacup

A mouse bears a mite across the vast floor

I could crush ant shells for the rest of my life

Burn holes in every moth that wrecks its

Dusty wings on floodlights.

Bloodlust is considered to a point.

I call to every man woman and sprite

To the windows to watch me demonstrate 

The joyous white beam of magnified light

While wounded wasps walk to a burning fate!

All burns beneath the magnifying glass. 

A small innovation among the vast harvest

Of efficiencies. 

On the window in my room 

A corpse fly died and dried

In likeness to one who rests

A moment 

before he tries

To fly

Into the air to die. 

It’s rested there for about a month. 

Like the time Tony, from the neighborhood

Brought me to his squatted basement

A pit bull chained to the radiator in a ruined kitchen

Shit and piss

The loudest confusion I’d ever heard

I think he had some records to sell. 

You won’t believe me but there was a slim path through piles of whatever the fuck. 

Boxes of porn tapes were stacked to the ceiling on every surface

I think I gave him ten bucks for a garbage bag full of CDs and cassettes. 

He found me a place to live and the landlord’s boyfriend tried to kill me.

I was just starting to fall in love with Carolyn then. 

She was older – I thought pretty old. 32 I think. . .

Not that old. 

But she lived in a loft that was next to a sewage treatment plant.  

Dear Jen 

