
14

This Is The Error That Fascinates

I block my mom
because she keeps sending me links
and because blocking my mom makes me feel guilty
I block myself.
This is the error that fascinates
is a line by Jon Anderson 
in his poem “The Secret of Poetry.”
The line is less memorable 
than the ending of the poem
that says
The secret of poetry is cruelty.
I like
This is the error that fascinates
more than
The secret of poetry is cruelty
because it is less memorable.
I use the line whenever bad things happen
and because dogs are always getting sick
because the sky is filling with cancerous dust
because ice melts
and because the part of my back that I can’t reach always itches
This is the error that fascinates.
When I messaged my brother 
to tell him that I blocked my mom
and
This is the error that fascinates
he asked me wtf does that mean?
I responded
The secret of poetry is cruelty.
I have heard many a scholar say
poetry articulates the ineffable.
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I have also told students that we need poetic language
to describe feelings, attitudes, and thoughts
that can’t be communicated in regular language
but
I have been using poetic language long enough to know
that almost all of my feelings, attitudes, and thoughts
are better left uncommunicated.
I once had a student tell me they couldn’t write poems
because they have no feelings.
I asked 
How does it feel to have no feelings?
They said
Like trying to eat a bagel, but when you bite down 
the only thing in your mouth is the hole.
When my student finished speaking
I could feel the presence
of a great bagel hole standing between us.
Like a whole human-flavored bagel
split into two halves
I looked through the bagel hole at the student and
the student looked through the bagel hole at me.
This is the error that fascinates.
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On the Banks of Having-your-shit-together River

On the banks of having-your-shit-together river
holding the compass of human responsibility
the needle spinning around the dial
on this steed, a steel donkey with bronzed legs
I struggle upriver, tipping my feathered cap 
to the purple-mouthed nymphs
wobbling in the wine-drunk fog 
that floats atop a batshit breeze.
Is that wheeze the death rattle of a great beast? 
Some dragon’s breath? 
In the night sky, out of all the filled moons 
that emptied out, I wonder
how many of them peeped down before vanishing? 
Are stars just innumerable flashing sparks 
in the eyes of people too distant to love? 
I open a letter rolled into a corked, glass bottle
that I find floating down the river. 
There is beauty in this world
but all that’s left of the rose bouquets
are thorns. 
Yes, there is a quiet no one can imagine
and sometimes I lop both my ears off
like an even crazier version of Van Gogh 
and I dismount the steel donkey. 
On the other side of the fog is my mom
in rehab, my dad the weed addict, my friend
that hung himself on Christmas
and a crackhead aunt who died of sepsis.
Every two weeks I pay a nice Buddhist lady 100 dollars
to hold my hand and tell me I am not a piece of shit.
I ask what is the difference between fog, haze and mist? 
She says criticism is stronger than empathy.
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Invite a moment to imagine criticism as an object
and try to distance yourself from it.
With my arms stretched 
as far as they can reach
walking through the fog/haze/mist
I try to hear the Buddhist lady’s voice. 
But I have no ears.
I can’t even hear the dying mice squeak.
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All My Friends

I tend to make strangers wherever I go.
Some of them were once people I was happy to know.

—David Berman

Days like books made of ice melting down the shelves
a mop losing hair
and a regret bucket leaking, I 
approach 40, where every space feels like a shitty office
party, by invitation only, attendance compulsory.
The half-written tumbleweeds 
roll across the wilted flower patch
of missed deadlines, ghost dreams, and a petrified-tree 
woman wearing a younger version of herself.
Someone whistles youth is wasted 
on the young people too self-conscious
to take off their shirts 
and get jiggy in the nasty swamp.
What ravishing light!
Is that a disco ball?
Greybeard with the bald head says
my brain is cold, and
although now I am
just a sandwich 
with a tired-man face 
standing on my salami legs
while the broken printer belches ink
I say
screw these young blow boogas.
They cake our tongues and
crater us into catering 
all the beans we haven’t yet spilled.
Who wants to be a force for change?
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Who wants their love croutons tossed
in the salad of universal good?
Here, here
says the potato donning a monocle.
Puritanical violence emaciates!
Now
I question everything I want!
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Tinder Date

On the way to my tinder date I couldn’t help but start feeling 
that meeting people from the internet was damaging my 
personal mythology, that the pink dolphins that live in the 
river of the self were being strangled by de-oxygenation 
caused by the toxicity of people taking augmented selfies 
and ghosting and cat memes. We met for a few ice beers 
at the Grandma Old-Fashioned Beer pub, the place where 
workers get drunk on red plastic chairs at 5 and 6 o’clock, 
and she said with big eyes that she didn’t understand why 
the world needs poetry, that she didn’t get it, that it was 
needlessly difficult, and there was no meaning, and I said 
what is important is not what things mean but what they 
do and how they make you feel, and she said art is just a 
commodity, and she didn’t want to live in a chicken box with 
all these immigrants buying up all the land, and I don’t know 
sometimes I think there’s no poetry, and that all that’s left is 
politics and commodities and memes, and that the system is 
unjust and broken, and they took away the vegan hamburger 
option on the menu at Lotteria, and the singers I love keep 
dying from drugs from suicide from cancer, and the polar 
bears and the mosquitoes and the coral reefs and the hearts 
do not beat as deep as they did before I discovered internet 
pornography, and she said yes, I’ve got to work tomorrow, so 
I’m gonna run, and we got the check and drifted apart slowly 
like an ice sheet, fracturing, melting, breaking into sea. 




