10-13-99; morning

Steam whistles from

Train,

Boys cutting wood,

Smashing the nails,

Falling from their feet

As

Gas lamp in courtyard stays lit

In an orange hangover.

Leaves looking like the 

Morning lights

As

Errant pieces of my hair fall

And

Collect on this morning page.

Looking over the city here

At 7:46am

With

Buildings still asleep,

FBI boys polishing their guns

And

The snooze yelling

Down the 

Mouth of my windows.

11-5-99

ho low

law 

la

lo

be

bo ba .. 

here with moved fingers

and

restricted toes .. 

looking into the screen for hours during a day 

and never getting any 

response .. 

yet,

we only look at certain people for minutes a day.

how the fuck does a computer screen get

the right

to be looked at so much .. 

it's a pot of guts simmering with 

electricity, nodes, chips, mercury, RAM, glass, metal

and other pieces that could get lodged into your fingers .. 

yet

the rows and rows of 

laughless, soul sucker mums

look 

and look into the screen .. 

never

speaking and

hardly

releasing much .. 

them and those computer friends .. 

don't get me wrong .. 

I look at this screen quite enough

and know that this eyesight of mine

is 

falling 

like a dollar bill on a child's toy calculator,

yet

I know it won't speak

and frequently look away 

for the wear

and tear

you should see on my feet.

the brown pair 

has a hole worn through to the plastic web of my front sole

while the black pair of 

shoes creak like

an

old door speaking to the spiders

of

a

barn long gone.

Yes

and no more for now on the 

shoes

computer screens

and

those things

discussed and

lost

in the long gone of now.

barter for now

Hazy cloud of 

Moon beside government men

On F-B-I pillars.

Red lights on poles,

Movie posters on barricades,

The frost is coming down

Like slow cold in a fisherman's socks.

Though,

I roll in yellow sheets.

I know the eve has already caught me.

Caught me in a barter with

The day,

Shared me in a

A scheme

I look straight at now.

beautiful damned

A book written 

In your story,

A pair of glasses smashed in

Your pocket,

Veins risen on hands,

Head pounds with laughter-

Nothing more now

Than what was said

And

A drink

For the

Beaufitul damned.

before the branch

Sideways with drink

Here

As my laughter comes out

In

A

Cough.

Boys in glares &

Coats - hard hats

Pelting ply wood,

Local TV sport utilities going down

To west bottoms looking for

The story.

Skin peeling off fingertips,

A new branch

Sprouts off the autumn

Tree

Here before

Me now.

being told otherwise

She's in

Her bed

Or away

To do her things

Alone or with a 

New

Beau.

Beauty

In her name,

Love is what I have for her.

It won't stop .. 

As though I will her

Not

To.

Though,

Know this .. 

To live and let live,

To be free with souls,

To eat soup under a cool breeze,

To know of things without speaking of them,

To touch cold water knowing it will be warm all over body soon,

To touch a kite and know a safe haven,

To laugh in the face of their perpetual - useless worry,

To feel cotton in the bottom of metal shoes,

To listen to music and hear a miracle each time,

To paint a piece and forget you held a brush,

To skip down the street without missing a step,

To never know the mindless talk of catalog purchases,

To drool in a pillow as the oven chases a sea gull,

To know a European country without visiting,

To see snow falling on the hottest day of a humid KC afternoon,

To know the name of a random face that only brought kindness ...

To know this and more is

To know that I have to do what I do

And be without being told

Otherwise.

birthday present

The crying

In her sobs

As blame goes

Out to everyone except herself.

Listlessly shouting towards

Ears that shut many

Months

Ago.

Shouting of this as they were

And how they could be

As

We look at now.

No,

The present you won't receive 

On 

Your birthday.

bit of death we breath

I tell you 

Funky 

You somethin'-

This smokin'

Is goin' to bring

Death slow

By slo.

Kick in my chest,

Telling a headache a foot rest works,

The laugh of mogul corporate fucks,

Feeding death,

Spending on sail boats,

Bimbos with fake tits.

Yet I know,

I'm about 4 cigarettes away from having to buy another pack.

Tell you,

Corporate shell,

Fuck that girl 

With the fake lift

For

Us all

To absolve a bit

Of

This death we breath.

clear tokens

This couple,

Somewhat peculiar with their peccadilloes .. 

They insisted on each apartment they looked at,

The one's that hand potential,

To get the key from the landlord for a good

10-20 minutes to give it a good sexual ride.

If either one had the orgasm,

The place had a chance.

If they both climaxed at the same time,

They would get the

Fucking place off the bat.

After 7 months of many romps in places around the city,

No apartment

Was decided on.

I believe 

They found out more than

An apartment during that time of sweat and love

To whisper the fate of their relations.

LOUD AND DAMN

CLEAR.

crafts of desire

He said

Couldn't write now .. 

Went into his endeavors,

Academic bullshit,

The like.

Yet,

He couldn't write

At this time.

"So, you letting it ball up inside?

Then, poke a whole in the water balloon and let it flow

As though you didn't miss a step?"

I ask.

He nods 'yes'.

Later,

I convince this bartender 

To do some free writing

With a mate and

Another friend.

He agrees.

Then,

He reads his stuff aloud.

Perhaps

There are reasons why

People stop

Certain

Crafts of desire.

DMV

Night dropped 

20 degrees as

a

woman tripped over her soul

and

my dad got picked-up by

a

red head woman in his white

Cadillac waiting for

my

mother going into the

DMV.

DOING 12'S ON THE 13

dashes and commas

floating over

window like

birds in a

a

chick's dream of 

a

chicken dinner in 

a turkey's belly .. 

the sevens going out with the twos and 

the ones

crying over a glass of white wine

for they always thought the 12's and 13's were fucks .. 

it turns out the 12's and 13's knew something

altogether more

divine than they would release

to 

the lower numbers below that had a curious itch of acting

as though they had the show .. 

yet it

was always known as well that there was really

never any show going..

it was just

a

wail

in the enchanted mystery of

a

3:12 a.m. urban alley

coming to life

at the 12's and

putting the military men to bed on the 13's.

down with sun

I climbed stark

On top 

Of that brick wall,

Trickling over the city,

Old downtown airport,

And let my bare feet wade

In the wind.

Just wade.

Like brussel sprouts n a tub

Of warm water.

Flow.. go

Wading

On

Down with 

The sun.

EMPTY LAW

a vacated law building sitting in the

2:24p.m. sun .. 

listening to horns honk

with the laughter

of

a warm November day .. 

yes

and City Hall sitting high above

the other buildings looking out with a stern grin .. 

their 

filling out more applications for canned peaches

with

a

dried out pen

and

the

only hope they have

is

getting one

can

of

wet mandarin oranges in return.

Oh and again

how the spirits flit

up and down by broken glass in the vacated - rotted law building.

the fucked dementia of clients

raped by 

the calculator

and

ex-lawyers that drive by the building

on a cellular phone

laughing with a slut on the other line

and how

they 

will get their ownselves out of any alimony suit

if he gets caught going to a sunny part of a continent 

with his whore

because the old lady back home just can't make

him

come like he used to .. 

yet he

doesn't think

about 

that now as City Hall leans in the background

on chapped knees 

while

the abandoned law building

writes ghost code

for

those

that "won" or "lost"

in the

legality of wind 

wind

win

windy

yesterday

going through 

the tired yellow on their brick.

fence time

All through

The

Day as the ground

Floats up

With the appearing fences,

Circular buses,

Splayed bushes,

Sprouting trash cans

And

The

Faces looking in defiance through

Ruined 

Sun glasses.

On about the

Day

Which

Brings another day

That's too right on

To be alive.

Old holes opening up into

Lost lighters,

Used newspaper machines

Turned into

Street corner television sets

(must drop coin per sitcom; show).

Further into day,

It's only a small sum past

Noon

As 80 degrees

In

Late October

Sucks the stench

Away from my socks

And

Sticks it back on

The fence that came up

Just in

Time.

fleshy cells

It took energy for you,

It took will for me

As

We contemplate our host.

The night became evening,

Love goesfor the tunes that left

The cabaret

And 

Those complaints 

Shivering a mad tune

Up and down

Your spine.

The day coffee was

Traded in for tea

During a Coke commercial

And

The

Longing went

Shooting out of their teeth

Like

Infected rabbits in the horse race.

The day

Eggs were $92 apiece 

And

The 

Toast was handed out on the

Corner for 

A

Peek at your better parts.

The day you didn't wake up

And

The

Night was the only thing

You could remember

In a beautiful

Tune

Written

For the gods.

 to feeling

And

The

Cell remains fleshy.

for the tunes that left

The cabaret

And 

Those complaints 

Shivering a mad tune

Up and down

Your spine.

The day coffee was

Traded in for tea

During a Coke commercial

And

The

Longing went

Shooting out of their teeth

Like

Infected rabbits in the horse race.

The day

Eggs were $92 apiece 

And

The 

Toast was handed out on the

Corner for 

A

Peek at your better parts.

The day you didn't wake up

And

The

Night was the only thing

You could remember

In a beautiful

Tune

Written

For the gods.

free lunch

Small boy searching

For a nipple on the side

Of a man's face,

Fresh bass being cooked in a pan

After talking to him 

While cleaning them

Before taking 200lbs. of baked beans back to the store,

Buying a bed with height and a frame,

Giving the futon away,

Selling moments told,

They do,

While keeping the one's tagged "free lunch"

From

Those that need it most.

hash with skin & build

So,

This cat pulls me aside on

The street of the city tonight

Wanting a cigarette.

"Sure, no sweat,"

I say reaching for my pack.

Then,

He says .. "You smoke hash?"

"No, I just do the drink,"

I tell him with a conciliatory smile.

He nods and says,

"Right on."

I give him the cigarette.

Then,

He pulls out an old, crinkled paper towel and unravels

Three pieces of hash and says,

"I don't want 'em. You can have them for free."

"No, man. Not for me, chief,"

I respond.

"Alright,"

he says with a head sideways and a grin of admission.

As I walk up the street,

I wonder was he high

Or

Just another messiah with a skinny build.

hell in a paper bag

A bolt of lightning

Smashed so violently

In

The

1:43 am last night

that I tore myself through the noise

and flushing air

as though I was in a 

prison coal mine.

Vile was this sound,

My heart raced as

I went back 

To

A dream,

Eyes closed,

Of my old childhood home.

Damn,

The old man living

In our old 821 N. Ridge duplex

Was kindred enough

To let us wander to

And

About.

A black sheet torn in

Strips hung over the old room of my brother and I.

Tonight,

All I hear is the sound of a toad

Croaking like a faint

Phone call coming from my neighbors

Apartment

That

Stands still.

As still as

The sky that brought

A 

Spark of hell

In

A

Paper bag

Last night.

her bosom

Cut through 

Wood,

Ran flowers through

The house,

They may be blocking my view .. 

But how are you?

You there

With your pink kazoo

Humming through the plastic

Giving a neighbor something to shuffle feet over.

Hammers smashing,

The day is young,

My shoes are old,

NYC is hung over,

Chicago is looking for the sun.

Now,

Ready to head into air

As

Air strips trees

Just enough to

See her bosom.

Ahh.

her shit straight

Taxi cabs

By hotel west wall,

Open hoods on

Broken cars,

The

Woman with the twisty top

Takes

A

Moment

To

Stop .. 

Adjusting her

Straps and

Beautiful

Midriff

Lost in a mad malady.

Broccoli

On linguine,

The

Lemonade

Cools over the ground

As

The

Autumn 

Trees strip

More and more at

The

Sight

Of the woman

On the street

Making her shit straight.

his warm gum to his cold teeth

Piano

Down

The

Bars of

Keys

As

Music man

Passed the coffee machine

For

A

Seat

Next to a 

Good whore

And

A

Tall

Bourbon & water.

Humming over a

Tune

He

Wrote on

A

Mandolin,

He stares forward

Through the

Mirror

As though

Reflections

Are wise tales.

The whore

Begins rubbing

His left thigh

As 

He

Glances over with a 

Long look,

No expression on his face.

"You look like you could use some lovin',"

the whore says.

"Not tonight doll. You'll knock my whole melody off,"

he says.

"What melody?"

she says.

"THE medoly. Music and the walk in my kick,"

he responds while looking straight into the mirror for a reflection.

"I may add to it,"

she says.

"Not tonight. Maybe tomorrow though,"

he says.

"I won't be around here tomorrow .."

she says gravely.

"Yea .. well that's too bad. We could have some good kicks,"

he says.

"Perhaps down the line some time. It can't be tomorrow,"

she says.

"Well .. fuck. Let's go,"

he says.

She won.

Yet,

He doesn't feel defeated as he

Opens the door for his little one night whore

And

Slips into the night

Like

Warm gum into cold teeth.

holding together the light poles

of a city gone

Leaning on a light pole,

One cool black cat to another

On

A

Hot KC day in the 30's.

Thinking about the gig their

Going to play at the Princess Theater and

Getting their palette ready for

Some Valblats Beer.

Yet,

They stand around talking of the women

They escorted the night before and 

The

Outfit their going to get at Union Clothing for the 

Big gig that night.

Sweat beads running over eyelashes and into retina,

They wonder what

Happened to Lach and his storefront off 25th and Grand.

No lumber for these musicians,

They just need a good hat from Henry George's

And

A

Nice crowd to show that night.like melting ice

Sun going down over the

Town in Kansas

As the lit sky lights with test strikes of fireworks

For big agricultural show

Running thru town this weekend.

Trains scream freedom

As the cars whistle Dixie,

Pendergast in green stone on pillar,

Downtown going quiet for night after a 

Crazy day of all talk - all tongue - all on

All then.

An electric crowd like the 

Currents tearing through the pole that

Bullshit next to

Then.

**

Yet,

Folly is several Mexican kids riding in circles around 

The sidewalk here next to me.

Just giving a push,

Breathing a sigh,

Taking a smile when offered.

All as the river glides

Like melting ice.

lined trees

The second light

Of federal building,

Traffic passing below,

Pushing open eyes ready to close,

9 steps away from the 12-step program .. 

I roll from and on into bed

&

Into you.

lucky to go

Lucky ladies in the

Fridge,

Lucky women on the couch,

Lucky numbers in her number you dial,

Lucky thoughts in the right scent

Wafting about city coffee air,

Lucky for distress was just of definition by Webster,

Lucky season of summer didn't go straight

Into winter,

Lucky we fall .. 

Hell,

How lucky we go down.

met in a void

Tracks move the train,

Not the other way around

As

Downtown is still.

The FBI agents an eye shot

From this bedroom window

And

The sound of cars coming from

Another state away.

I will drift away from stories of

Mergers,

Melt downs,

Mercenaries,

Maniacs

And

Go

Into a land that is

Of a 

Blank

Eternal void only 

Mind can conjure.

I leave you now .. 

AS we will indeed 

Meet each other.

much thought

Objectified

Ideas

As

Cults are dismissed,

Drag queens chastised,

Drunk fathers put on trail,

The

Rest

Of their names ..

As you can imagine.

Subjectivity

Called off 

At their last

Moment .. 

For 

Originality was never 

Something

They gave much thought.

nothing more than a snooze

Pushed with tiny bruises,

The young man reaches over swift

To catch the incoming

Call with much the same motion

As hitting the snooze bar.

It's the State,

They tell him he must re-take

His driver's exam.

"Why?"

he asks.

"Because,"

they say.

"For today, we have run out of shit to do."

"Your personal call and follow through helps us use your tax money."

Then,

The alarm sounds.

He smiles as the snooze bar

Goes

Unnoticed for

...minutes.

nothing

running to 

chase dates,

men,

the vision of forever.

Going like rancid hell

In a red bucket .. they go.

Looking under rocks,

Speaking about their plight until they 

Forget their convictions and 

The recipient 

Begins losing concentration.

Harder and harder

They trot 

To assume

The mass of love's storied wealth.

Only tomorrow is now.. 

Foolishness is no excuse.

Voices fall vacant

As

I 

Go see her.

Ode to Roanoke

Faint smell

Of bathroom urine as

I look around an apartment that

Hasn't had a good cleaning

In the 5 months I lived there.

Though,

I have clean cloths

Clean teeth

Clean sheets

Clean pans

Clean glasses

Clean plates .. forks .. spoons

Good coffee

Nice food

3 locks on the front door just in case

and

moths that lazily fly be with 1 centimeter teeth and

enough

stories in

the

flutter of their 

wings to make the world

revolve in

a

symphonic hurl.

No,

I may brush the place up some.

Just needed time to

Clean other things

&

write other pieces.

of your heartbeat

They snapped some

Pictures off 

The

Top of the hill

And

Surveyed some

Birth certificates that

Had

Heart beats.

Beating like

An

Animal wounded for

Some attention,

Limping with more strength

Than

A

Room full of humans talking

About

Kicking their drinking habit.

Holding her in the clutch

Of your elbows

As the airplanes.. cars .. people on feet move by

Closer to the

Sound of a church whistle

Telling of a judgement

That

Shouldn't be uttered from

Human mouths.

Where we're we at?

Yes,

On the hill

Taking a

Picture

Of your heartbeat.

one beautiful

Polished off can of soup,

Memories lighting fires in 

Cold October night.

A cat named "luck" just 

Brushed up on my side

As the sucker fish continues to survive and

The

Smoke from cigarette

Settles on

Western table cloths.

Oh,

There's someone out there this

Ever named Jack .. 

Falling in love with a beauty.

One beautiful person.

Christ,

I tell you just one.

OUR DAY IN THE GRASS

She sun bathes

On a bench in the courtyard outside

The City's art gallery.

I walk by,

Notice many planks of exposed

Tan - smooth pieces.

Going by,

I get down into the known

For some shad,

Well-oiled tree for a view.

I crack the book open and pour through this cat's take in

Paris,

The Rue De Pluras - hunger - and other.

I lost count of the time as

Pages flipped on by .. 

Then the soft step of feet through grass

To my side.

Looking over,

I see a dark, still shadow

That contrasts the movement of 

The branches-leaves above me.

It's the woman from the bench.

She's nude.

I look up with mild amazement,

Slightly aroused.

She says,

"Have you seen that Matisse piece within today?"

"No. I'm just partaking in the grass and words

at this spot today."

I respond.

"Yea. You want to go in and have a look

at it with me?"

she asks.

"Sure. Why don't you sit down here with me first,"

I tell he with a high-rimmed smile.

"Alright,"

she says as she floats me a wink.

Keeping my eyes on her eyes,

I only see her beautiful figure in 

My peripheral vision.

Rows of bushes around desist my security and others that

May be shocked by her naked body on this beautiful Saturday afternoon

With

Kids

Babies

Strollers

Dogs

Grandparents

Friends 

Visiting strangers

And

The

Like.

"So, where are your clothes?"

I ask.

"Up on the bench. You know, that one you saw me on

as you came down to this cozy spot,"

She says. Keeping delicate, yet stern eye contact with me.

"Well ..  I guess the more appropriate question is,

why are you naked?"

I ask.

"Why not. You should shed your host too.

This air, the sun and the thought of that Matisse painting feels so much 

Better in the natural. You want to take those pants, shirt and underwear

off and enjoy it with me?"

She continues.

At that,

I look ahead for about five seconds .. 

Back to her.. 

As she has pulled back and is now laying flat on her back keeping

constant

Eye contact with me.

I look forward and start taking off my clothes as she props up on her

elbows and winks

Once more.

She continues by unleashing a smile that could slay every 

Family

Stranger

Visitor

Security officer

Child

Dog

The like.

She reaches her hand over my naked body

And slightly runs her middle finger over the length

Of my leg on all fours and

Says,

"Let's go in and see that Matisse piece

with nothing but our minds on."

Again,

I give her that silent smile of ado.

We get up and make our way towards that

Towering fleet of steps before us

As

All people around suddenly stop their movement and

Begin looking.

Then,

They move slowly towards us as we clasp hands.

Five security guards wait for us at the museum entrance.

Three more flights of steps ahead.

As she squeezes my hand tighter

We both begin laughing

Into our end ahead and squirm within

For the beginning of "our day."

right of center

Sunflower seeds

In 

An

Ashtray .. 

Cigarette ash on the

Ground

Next

To

Ash tray.

Gum stuck on the

Soles of an old, angry corporate woman's shoe

As

She takes down the rest 

Of her 3rd full cigarette in 

Flat time.

Dried paint on the hands

Of

A

Maintenance man

As

He

Walks by the ash tray

With pity

And a cigarette

Hanging from his mouth.

Then,

A small girl

Walks holding her mom's hand .. 

Stops .. 

Picks up the but of

An asshole who dropped his shit

Right of

Center.

RUSSIAN RIVER

fudge icicles

in the thawed blender,

a

girl in her bloomers

walked over

a

mole

in

a

chipmunk's dream .. 

oh and

how

creamy

as

the

fudge turns

to

thick

brown

in a

reddening

mass

of

sun coming over

the

nightmare

Russia had about Nostrodomous

pissing

in

their

rivers.

sharp touch

An S.O.S. pad

On the flood,

Going to rust,

Savoring a liquid puddle filled

With

Bubbles.

The convoy honking

An S.O.S.

Into the next person's ear

As

A

Needle pricks his finger,

The flood flows in a circle

And 

The feeling of naked sheets against my bare ass

Is

The

Sharp touch.

taking a turn

Man spits 

After getting off the bus as

The yellow carnations fight the coming frost.

Construction workers putting a Cancer Lodge 

Together across the street hurl loud words

And insults as the flies beat

The cold

With thawed wings.

She fights again

With womanhood as

Man fights the chess match being played.

We all look as

The

Frost gets 

To take

The

First turn.

the evening's full house

Going across the street,

Incoming

Towards a

Pregnant woman

Holding

All

The beauty and power

Of humans just before me .. 

I'm out now

As she is

From

That world of light in womb,

Yet

Her belly carries

More

Beauty than any TNT original

Or

Bucket

Of guts dumped in a

Sorcerers mouth.

That one woman,

With a red nose

And sicker

Than the baby inside .. 

Carrying the power of 

That Monday morning walk .. 

Right across the street

And

Down the alley to defeating

The evening's full house.

they land

From the secret pocket 

Of a 

Pilot,

A deck of 

Withered cards

Comes

From

The front pocket.

The cat asks 

If you knew that the "suicide king" in the deck

Was 

The sane one.

You say,

I had no opinion one way

Or the other .. 

I just know him for what he

Is and that's good enough for me right now.

Well,

The man says,

What do ya say to a game of 5 card stud to make you 

Change your mind.

Sure,

The passenger says

As the sun begins rising over Oklahoma.

The man with the deck begins dealing the cards.

They play.

The young man with no opinion wins

As

The pilot announces that the plane is going to have to make 

An emergency landing.

At this,

The man with the deck and confidence in the King

Smiles a short, confident grin.

The young man unbuckles his seat belt and

Winks back at the card trick

Knowing everything is Ok

And only

Getting better 

As they land.

thoughts of my own

Coat  .. tie,

Bridge swaggering in green

As the coffee plant 

Pumps out

Sweet resin

Making us all dream of morning.

Here with some ghosts

After totting around the 

Blood sucker hosts 

Of corporations

Carrying a hand bail of 

Grievances up and 

Down the steps.

If you need to get a hold of 

Me,

Don't call.

I may run into you for another look away

A bad joke.

When you don't need me,

Maybe we'll run into each other.

For the chance mad 

Her sparkle

As I 

Sit behind 

Her with

Thoughts of my own.

to be caught

Morning begin

With a 

Dry sun,

Soggy crusts 

And

Inner yeast of bread

On the sidewalk

Before Catholic Cathedral.

Not much 

Coffee for me

This morn,

Pangs of lung hurt,

Sickness slipping out of me

Like

Car trouble

When your broke.

Afternoon comes,

I see my lover of yore

Move through and become

The door I know swings

Too often.

Yet,

As evening has come .. 

Now into 12:31am of new day .. 

Things move .. 

Moving like hell in beauty needing to be

Caught.

touch morning

The fire station

And the bar-b-que grill out front .. 

People collecting for an album cover

Photo shoot,

The laughter of her gait,

The eyes behind her blue,

The morning of 1st frost

As the lone

Construction worker on the American Cancer Society lodge

Lifts

A large jug of frozen water and

Sets it down next to the

Portable table saw.

A morning where 

One rose died

And another laughed.

A morning that

Made the trees in their branches

That

Much

Tougher.

wanting to be there?

A parsnip

For the

Nearest

People .. 

A branch off 

The end of the pickle for

The

Old man climbing Mt. Everest.

Long underwear for

The woman

Tip toeing through the 

Grocery store

Letting the other carts know that

Breasts

Slay and give life

All

In

The same point.

A cigarette for the man off

11th and Main chewing

his nails asking

for

the

time in

a Sydney and a "smoke".

Another bottle of 

Tonic water for the laughter in

The other room .. 

And more holidays

For

The

People meeting 

New ones at a gig they don't want to be at.

.. when working

hooves

in a stool

that

stray from the caustic

name

of

his

beard

while

the

woman

adjusts

the floor

and

sings

when

the smell

went faintly away.

where you're at

People catch

The bus,

Go into third,

Air up the bike tire,

Tie up shoes,

Wash spokes,

Laugh with a cabby,

Talk to the flight attendant,

Listen to themselves on a walk.

Hey,

It's not so fucking fast if you

Remember how you got there

And not knowing how you

Got where you're at.

Whispers or shouts

Of advice

To help those that need consolation

Can take years .. maybe months .. perhaps

Minutes .. and at the same time - never -

Yet,

They may already have it and can laugh

Sweet resignation in hearing words understood.

WORKIN' ON JAZZ

jazz cat on 

tenor

holding back while the drum goes

from tom

to

tap

to

head

to

cymbal

to

crash

to floor

to

explosion .. 

taking back another shot of air

like

it's

silk bourbon,

the

piano man may get several keys

in on this 

song,

yet he knows over the course

of 

the set

he will educate .. 

Educate on the remainder of

a visceral American music medium

and 

thinking thoughts of how the 

world is now

mixing chocolate in milk

planting scallions

giving a fat cat a collar

looking at stonehenge

turning up Monk

turning down a gun for sale

and

bleeding with truth as though water was

never

water

and

breath was always air.

