
I S L A N D  P I L L  

You are surely lost.          The waiting room 

                                                    is teeming 

                                                with pigeons. 

 

Your birthday cake 

takes off 

and   eats 

     some horse. 

 

Here, take this pill. 

             It knows Vladimir. It knows 

                          communists of all nations. It says 

kids everywhere love life. And intend 

to love life          beyond music                 beyond breath. 

 

If the Russian comes by 

at midnight in the rain, just say, hey, Vlad. 

Poets are assholes, tender 

lambs of electricity. They have 

mouths of mind open to the tone-deaf wind and 

a sweet smack of “Ah, thanx, I needed that.” 

 

 

3



             (Their hearts shine pure with the moon 

             and swim to Satin Island true as midnight sky pollution.) 

 

Oh, to have birds cooing, 

bells ringing, tofu frying, and unusually 

high energy levels! 

 

To feel that stealthy familiar of a new poem coming up mechanical on the clank machine! 

 

It carries you through a wall. 

It knows just what you mean. 
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T H I S  O N E  H Y D R A  

F O R  F R E D  M O T E N  A N D  L A U R A  H A R R I S  

What was I doing 

             turning cheeks 

beneath a sagging roof 

                          myself askew in cheap carpet? 

 

For relief I 

took a seat 

on a cloud. 

 

There I spoke 

it to dust. 

             It did 

me good. 

 

When I finally 

looked at my 

own two hands 

 

I had to name 

one Weary and 

the other Skull. 
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Together we cut 

the landlady’s cord 

which had denied us 

 

money even in our 

sleep. I let a 

small crowd 

 

of anglers and 

prigs below know 

how she bludgeoned 

 

me, how an officer 

said it was just 

an owl who had 

 

plucked my head. 

It made my heart 

heavy enough 

 

for a hand truck. 

I urged the men 

to wander the 

 

streets with 

gasoline, the women 

to strike matches. 
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As for the future 

I will refrain 

from the indoors 

 

from living upon 

floorboards and 

stairs where long 

 

before I was born 

I was meant to expire. 
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S A N T A  M O N I C A  

She didn’t say anything 

I hadn’t heard. I had a gram 

of her in my mouth. 

 

The dawn is emotions, so she and I went 

purely physical, spinning on one toe 

in damp sand, the stars slipping yellow & knifing 

out a place in us. 

 

It was 

our place & 

there we slept, 

Earth. 

 

She said the thoughts 

on my face saw me 

and that I winced too often. 

Her advice gave me 

             the mountains and a flight path. 

 

(It’s a dirty dawn 

  the pink spark 

             of Santa Monica, 

 

 

8



a light of sweet yawns, slow, 

             a dog cloud 

                                       another life to know.) 
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M Y  L I F E  I N  P O L I T I C S  

Incapable of limiting themselves to petty 

offenses, my hands broke into my chest and choked 

every slumbering deity. 

                                       After that I no longer cared 

to argue about the nature of the flesh. Whether powered by vitalist or 

mechanical forces, the spirits had in either case evaporated 

as easily as life from the nostrils of a drowned man. 

 

                          Oddly, I did begin to care about numbers, but only in exchangeable forms. 

“Bread,” I heard a man say once 

              and it made me a depressive materialist, not 

unlike a Franciscan without a dove. I collected frozen peas, greeting each one 

like a lost friend, then dispersing them in green streams to the hungry mouths 

in the surrounding counties. 

 

                          At home I have an old painting to comfort me, a fine example 

of Impressionism from the Eastern bloc circa 1981. In the subtle oranges 

singeing the trees one sees the foreshadowing of martial law. 

 

                          As a child I sat in my Western living room and watched 

                          the Molotov cocktails fly behind the Iron Drape. Back then no one thought 

to explain to me how walls against the flight of capital might end in flames, 

how on TV I was witnessing soldiers clip the wings of the very same paper birds 

                                                                                            that here flew all around me. 
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