I went to the park today

I had just watched Riley Mason

Have sex with a machine

In short fifteen second clips.

McCarren Park was full of dust

From a distance it looked as if the air was hung with mist

I really must

Stop

Masturbating to this stuff

Fall in New York is divine to those 

Who’ve forgotten the rest of the world. 

The sky as blue as a blow to the face.

The sky will blow till I’m blue in the face.

I’m blue

My face is blown with broken cap-

ilaries.

I heard Red Sox won last night.

I didn’t watch the game. 

But here in the park kickball conjures

a hatred of unearned love. 

The mechanics of hand to ball to ground to foot to air

uniforms of ease -

A tableau of tattoos and martial tattoos

It is not so much I hate myself 

though I do with a vitality 

that astounds.

The sun is divine today.

I could write to Riley Mason: 

“It was a beautiful and perfect day!
I love you and miss you!”

We don’t know each other.

But she knows about me surely.

I am a view

into a dismal reptile.

I am not divine. 

The sunlight shivers like gelatin catching sunlight.

Dear Riley, 

I love you and miss you so much. 

Got your video today!

I am truly touched. 

I touched the cold blue light

of divinity

which is an emptiness that follows an itch.

Well I’m in the park now watching kickball for the moment.

The leaves here do not have swan song colors.

It’s not like home, when I was younger and the leaves

were a burden. Golden crimson whorls of ecstatic burden.

Friendless and as hopeless as I’ve ever been

walking among the browning crowns. 

A mediocre fall. A perfect day!

Dear Riley! 

It was a perfect day today!


Among the brown ruins of fallen foliage

the sunlight stalks my remaining flecks of joy

and burns them out.  

