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wolf-sense sonneT

I will walk you through the desert, all wolf-
wolf and blood-sandy paws. O smooth rapture
of elegant neck—O underwear hanging
on comic cactus—water-plant, prick-plant
of need. I will lead you through strange danger,
one million nights of apocalyptic lust.
Gone giddy, I’ll lick lasciviously
your Lilith lips, lunge, leap, and lie back down.

What am I saying? All sense has left me.
There’s a zero at the bottom of this pit.
There’s a note of desert music in us.
There’s no need of sense, only our senses.

You will walk me wolfily into new need,
and our oasic images will mirror-mirage.
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 ThIs BoThersome BIrd

Through the raw dawn
through the moist forest
our freezing gestures form.
    
A sunken light impoverishes
our Being-in-the-world. 
But I linger, a slight gray bird 
fluttering, chirp-chirping
at each flittering thought. 
 
What would you do with me,
this bothersome bird? 
The silent firmament is torn by my song.  
From my clouded tower,    
I survey the horizons of existence
and nonexistence. 
 
You show me your nascent tenderness.
We teach each other the rudiments
of human kindness, my need
feeding your need to be needed.        
 
Perch, please, with me on the edge
of an apocalypse. Let us open
our gray wings and prepare our flight,
two gray things disappearing
into the gray-lighted distance.
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nIkola Tesla’s dream of a deaTh ray
powered By The forgoTTen wIshes of angels 

 
He worked alone with X-rays, hour on hour, 
forgot to sleep for days and then collapsed. 
10,000 planes flew mute and languid through
pink Serbian clouds. A black ray swept
across their path, and they vanished as souls
floated Northwest toward oblivion.
The angels laughed at Tesla lying cold. 
His want to wake was strange, he thought, in dream
lucid as if he had consumed two pots
of strong tea rapidly. This new invention
would dog him, just now when he had no time
for death rays. What would power it?, he wondered,
as he swam the pond behind his father’s
parish where he preached a god so strange
as to conceive of matter, force, currents,
gravity, and microwaves. Wishes
of angels. This would be the power source
for his death ray. Forgotten ones, the most deadly.

He woke
    and lifted himself.

Saliva stuck

to his dry lips.
    He cringed, remembering

angels, and dipped his hands and dunked his head

into the washbasin.
         Drops scudded down

his spine—
       as he saw planes in flames, smelled death.
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 whaT lonely ConTInenTs

Last night I dreamt of Africa it was beautiful and strange but you 
weren’t there and that made things more difficult even in the 
unreality of dream made me think Africa really is a desolate place 
worthy of all our pity how could a continent survive without 
you I thought and realized Europe suffered the same poverty 
of you and so was no better than Africa which at least made 
me happy not to be dreaming I was in Europe but no happier 
I was dreaming of Africa where the lions yawned with regal 
indifference the gazelles ran languid with fear and slower than 
in real life they were sad not to have you there and ran slower 
thinking maybe you couldn’t catch up that’s why you weren’t 
but they were just dumb gazelles hoping against reason that you 
wanted to be but just couldn’t which is bullshit as you and I both 
know try telling that to those stupid gazelles though they won’t 
listen to a word just run lazily along hoping you’ll arrive just in 
time to save them.
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