What a joy it is to replenish things!

Toilet paper, shampoo

A fresh toothbrush –

To remember coffee before

I’ve forgotten. 

There are many things I have to do

And remember. Money to spend

On food, on gifts, on clothes.

Extra money to drizzle

Down. I can sit down among the harpies – 

My truest enemies are the whole world

And all it contains. So I have to thank God

For these pennies. 

There is one True Judge – 

He sees my daily path

From home, to the J, M, Z –

Transfer to the F at Essex

Sometimes change to the Express to 32nd Street

Sixth Avenue (Avenue of the Americas)

A hurried walk through the Manhattan Mall

Strawberries, Radio Shack, an escalator – 

This is not even a perfect report.

There are variations for construction

For waves of feeling – the clear path

Is not shining brightly.

Truly it is a path worthy of derision.

I am humble. 

I am penitent.  

I gave a dollar to a poet on the subway: 

“Dear Momma…the kids down the street say you do a lot of drugs. Is that why I lack a lot of hugs and sleep with a lot of bugs?”

- The Master of the Spoken Word

A test perhaps. 

To be watched at all times 

To be cherished

To bear the hope of the highest being.

The truest expectations!

I will watch your world of shadows.

A play within a play – the commerce

Of each day. I do not wish to anger

You with my equivocations.

I have a cold I think. 

You would have me choose

Correctly. 

I’m disappointed too! Selah.

The enemy is the world – 

I do battle and have intercourse 

With the world. It invades my every

Sense. Every sacred orifice gapes

In awe.

Every image, word, sound and thought

Kneels humbly at my feet

You lead the goat meekly to my knife.

I cherish every report

I dare not kill the messenger

Who lies or who would have me

Love this world.

The sun is warm

The wind is cold

Rain is wet

The earth is redolent

With legions.

As roe cleaves I stand with strangers

Our elbows bent, our broken teeth

Ordained to fall upon themselves

And crumble with with our bones.  

Make me your urn so that I may contain

All amazement

Your wrath and your sword it comforts me.  

The way is lined with yellow bricks

And idiots. 

Dust and dust and dust

Flies from my eyes.

Desire is my enemy

Love is my enemy 

Loneliness is my enemy

I can identify my enemies

And they are myriad

As infinite as the receding horizon.

My enemies will be devoured

Their homes will be consumed by fire

What they cherish will be defiled

And replaced with horror.

I limp into an unclean mist

The way is dim

My way is traced with an eye -

Observed. My wailing is checked

My teeth are smashed

My lips are torn from my skull

My vanity is seared with molten ore

When the milk has not a full portion

The ketchup is returned to the fridge 

With less than a dollop

My mouth is dry

On the dry riverbed I ask for all to be full

As a leak will scurry hand over hand until 

Gravity seizes its tongue

And tugs. 

I must testify to the fact

That the entire world and all it contains

Does not love you. 

As a child I closed my eyes

And waited for all I desired to appear. 

My soul is famished but cannot eat.

I assign it wings but it is no bird. 

It would not fly or hop or peer beneath 

Still water.

A path is a way

It is worried ground

Where branches fall

Great trunks crackle

Roots hang bewildered into air

Desiccated laurel is

Gnawed and worried.

The meal is over. 

The cup is empty. 

Worry your bones for a thread of flesh. 

The threat of death may await you.

Your carriage may be put upon. 

Casks may break and spill their

Contents to the ground. 

Blood may not reach the ends of your fingertips

And your face will not be recognized

Or celebrated. 

A sigh when I awake

Coarse gelid morning light

Vessels crowd around me 

In purest service

An exhalation

A step

A cough 

A stumble 

