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PoemX  (That I Thought Broke My Heart)

Tell the Mississippi I’m a drunk vigilante

and there are more than x ways to skin a cat,

more than one Godot, more than radical

departure from someone else’s last concerto;

there is corpus luteum in prenatal mouse ovaries,

for instance; there’s my jumpy sister all legs,

but that’s a cockroach in a different pissing contest,

and I’m behaving this way for a couple of reasons,

no longer manipulating the lower case x,

not tag editing the game to a stranger’s equation

where x < (y x y x y).
I was actually thinking of going Catholic

until the saint switched his appetite, went cable,

got oiled like a ladies man in follicle merriment.

And this is the fi rst reason I have taken the compass,

followed the drinking gourd, why I have given up

the tendency for false false sorrow.  The second 

started in water, in Apalachee brotherhood,

where x was big, bloated, obsolete—a con 

out of prison, and with minutes to the masquerade.

Ignorance was pollinated by small country wings.

You were tail paint, a dead tongue witnessed 

and reliably unhinged; but I found a grackle of truth 

in my Etruscan slumber and your sleep woke me hoarse.  

I’d found something that I couldn’t tell the night.  

There is fl y breath, there is magic, there is beautiful. 

There is the x inverted, the x imaginary, 

and the x as a negative number.
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Thirteen Crow Feathers

In my grandmother’s kitchen hang reminders

to my uncles we have to eat what we kill

I have grown up by squirrel by opossum and once by canary

an awful tasting story really so think about venison

We were bird clan therefore cannibal by religion

talon keychained to our turkey beards       

My mother will tell you about dangerous

blue jays to leave babies alone

A fall is sometimes a jump sometimes a push

Survival is sometimes rehabilitation

Roost together in groups Identify your kin 

Press against each other  Defend your territory
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A Proposal

I am a young man, Fire. You

are a young man, Wood.  Listen, 

I will go with you.  In the air, 

I enter, ancient. You in the smoke.

Kingfi sher just kissed you.

The green frog, he just kissed you.

The dragonfl y, wood, water, stone.

Choices are frequently made through inspiration.

A cloth, a chair, a walking stick.

Various symbols to elevate you.

The little white dog made footprints.

You and I just hold up the stars.
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