deus ex machina
Here are

as we see we

go here

through a slippery

crack here is ex

nihilo here

is a taste of some

parallel para-

llel here is

flesh

mortified by faith-

less oxymoron

blind eye

chord a bar

of reverb-

erant joy here

is beauty

undefined

within a gaze

a smile

this stark un-

knowingness

Cast of Characters

Ali:  found dead in the alley behind Three Deuces Bar & Grill

Beth:  screams hysterically beside Ali's dead body

Crazy Ed:  mumbles to himself at the bar about crazy shit

Dmitri:  flips burgers on the grill, wonders what all the screaming is about

Ellen:  puckers her lips in the restroom mirror as she freshens up

Francine:  pulls out of the parking lot in a black Audi

Georgia:  glancing around at all the men in the bar, wishes she had a fresh drink

Henry:  curses when he accidentally knocks in the eight ball

Irv:  picks up the phone behind the bar and dials 911

Junior:  slides another rack of glassware into the dishwasher

Kent:  looks at his watch and wonders where Beth disappeared to

Lauren:  gives Crazy Ed a dirty look and finishes her drink

Miranda:  digs around in her purse looking for breath mints

Nadia:  tied to a telephone pole, strains at her leash and barks

Officer Smith:  answers affirmatively into his radio and makes a sudden U-turn

Percy:  throwing up in the men's room, makes a mess on the floor

Quentin:  steps out the alley door to see what's going on

Rosemary:  walks into the ladies room and smiles at Ellen

Susan:  sits down at Kent's table and says "remember me?"

Theodore:  wishes Irv would get his shit together and pour him another scotch

Ugly Bill:  alone at his usual table, is too drunk to care about anything

Vickie:  walks into the bar and say's "Hey Irv, the cops are here, what's going on?"

Wistful girl:  perched on a stool near the pool table, hopes that Henry will talk to her

Xena, Warrior Princess:  makes a wry comment from the tv screen above the bar

Yackity Jack:  wishes Francine would come back, wonders what pissed her off

Zelda:  runs in through the alley door and shouts "Ali's been fucking shot!"

condensing Godot

The Bible . . . (He reflects.)

(coldly.) There are times when I wonder

Is that all there is?

What ails him?

Motionless, side by side, they wait.

You want me to get up?

With pleasure, with pleasure. (He fumbles in his pockets.)

Perhaps it has stopped.

That's all a pack of lies. (Shaking the Boy by the arm.)

Yes, let's go.

And all that was yesterday, you say?

Yes, but now we'll have to find something else.

A recreation.

Where were you? I thought you were gone for ever.

Who?

I'm going. (Pause. Louder.) I'm going.

(inspecting the sky). Seven o'clock . . . eight o'clock . . .

Why will you never let me sleep?

Mr. Bones

So we sit on the sod and sad waver,

call you John, though you dreams of Henry

& a voice, spoken from the grave of a pauper

wanting drink, wanting

death, waving good-byes from a bridge rail

& landing, not quite,

in the froze water flattening

– It all comes back to this don't it

Mr. Bones? No cleaner than Pop

with a shotgun, or an overgrown marker.

Who are these women you lay

with? Eileen Dunder?

She crumbles beneath the box elder windfall,

forgotten. They called her "Mother". No flowers

in this section, no headstones. My wife

brings you gooseberries, picked fresh

near the ghetto of dead newborns. It's August

& they taste bitter.

In a Pie Pan
Act I

the only thing (lurking) around the corner

is an ice-cream truck, exhibiting skin

(perforated) and a Mendelian

pattern of inheritance, Pet Rabbit

(doused in lighter fluid) lit on fire by men

in respirator sand (white moon suits

imagined by a set of monozygotic

twins) stuffed by pieces into large steel drums

(followed by charcoal) using jerky eye

movements on behalf of a remarkable

little bunny man. His attempts to build

a nuclear reactor (in his mother's

shed) defied anticipation (by

increasing depravation) and growing fur

over scars (on his back) wearing

a mask (in the shed) which leads to

a pathogenic buildup of gene products,

and sharp startled movements of noise

(the direction of isotope production)

breaking codes for a potassium ion

(ray tube) dampening the acts of electrical

activity while enjoying a snuggle

and a snooze (bombarded with neutrons)

sustained by a chain reaction of poly

tri-nucleotide repeaters, leading

to anticipation. He opens his ears

to clear just a bit of wax and radioactive

isotope (americium-241

found in smoke detectors and postmortem tissue)

undermining our efforts to understand

Act II

his ear canals, not having the protection

of his ears (inside a hollow block

of lead) a tiny hole prick (or remorse)

shaped like a renaissance of interest

in pinkies, hops and jumps (alpha rays)

streaming out of tissue, used in conjunction

with a variety of technologies

and probes (more sensitive to sudden motion)

and noise. Now that his ears have fallen off

the mantles are coated with a compound

of thorium-232 (amenable bliss

for therapeutic agents who long to be

a house rabbit bombarded with neutrons

producing uranium-233,

which is fissionable, and appears to be

changing into global dopamine) strong enough

to get neutered and begin visiting

junkyards and antique stores in search of

radium-coated clocks (and the status

of serotonergic markers) in postmortem

tissue. He is trying to adapt to life

without his ears. He bought a clock

for $10, decreased the prefrontal

cortex of test subjects (left untreated

with anti-psychotic drugs) ran through

a fire (combusted from rabbit scat

dried into a salt form) identified

the mechanisms of rabbit society

(home care) and pulverized with a hammer

his delineated ability

Act III

to bind nicotine and muscatel

into big chunks of skin and fur (the neutron

bullets of his zygote gun, now moving

too fast) proving he is able to enjoy

being with people (small foil-wrapped cubes

of thorium ash and uranium powder

held together with duct tape) close to death,

(blackened and reeking) a mysterious

gray powder (small disks and mercury switches) 

in a pie pan (a Pyrex cup) a milk crate

(Silence, followed by stupendous cheers)

Erasure

Ernesto, wandering aimlessly in the desert,

                    dreamed of water.

Radwan, preparing to die, listened closely

                    to his instructions.

Abhinav, boarding a train for Kashmir, worried

                    about the border crossing.

Sabra, sitting in the outdoor café, gazed curiously

                    at a car pulling up to the curb.

Umeko, falling asleep on the subway, dropped

                    her book on the floor.

Rashida, holding her arms above her head, screamed

                    as mud-brick walls imploded.

Eshe, lying in an infirmary cot,

                    was too weak to even speak.

Confessional Poem #2

In a dark room, under a single light bulb ...

Did you think you could get away with this?

I don't know what you're talking about.

Don't play dumb with me!

No one's playing dumb.  I don't know why I'm here.

Thackeray, see what you can do with this guy ...

Did you think you could get away with this?

Oh god no, not again, please, no, I'll tell you everything  ...

I don't think he knows anything.  Thackeray!

Thackeray, get him out of here.

Critique of Pure Reason

Dear Mr. Kant,

Having finished our initial scan of your most recent ballast

froth, I would like to take this opportunity to wiggle your

tweezers and, in so doing, offer some bog myrtle of my own.

While I must admit that I’ve rarely seen bean dip of such lucid

corrogation (even in these baggy trousers!) I still believe there

remains a sub-panel of skeet we need to fluoridate.

For instance, when you say “intuitions of space and time

constitute one of the factors required for solution of the

general problem of Transcendental Aesthetic”, are you really

intimating that Jack Squat is not a general concept but rather a

pure form of diced pigeon? And if this is so, what is the

crossword of tea? Or toe fungus, for that matter. My colleagues

have expressed some difficulty concerning the Eye of Horus as

well, but that’s just human entrails in a wooden bowl as far as

I’m concerned. Even so, please consider appearances, as they

cannot exist in themselves, but only in pickle brine.

Second, you’ve made the observation that “a singular judgment can

be treated like the universal, but in respect to quantity it

stands as unity to infinity and is therefore essentially

different.” Is this really a matter of syllogism or is it

actually more akin to a two-bit bohemian donkey? As concerns

unity, the vaginal curd of a wrinkled toad cannot possibly

dissemble lest the modalities of time become shrill. And by that

I mean wombats tinkle in my fruit loops. This is insupportable.

Finally, I know you are merely saying that the “simplicity of

substance is intended to be only the schema of this regulative

principle” and is not presupposed as being the actual hare lip of

a one-eyed dwarf, but my congenital peach dumplings mutate,

vociferously, and I’m really thinking you could lather a chimney

sweep, at least in the fulcrum. Does this make sense? Further,

your categories of Quantity and Quality are entitled mathematic

principals. Isn’t this really a case of too many zerks and not

enough squid? That said, I look forward to your appendectomy.

Grammatically Possible,

Rupert Murdoch

to the Earth Angels

each time it occurs, it is the left

side of the brain

specifically

(ii) cloning techniques

(through tissue and fluid)

a separation, factions, anatomy

most of the neurosurgical community

is two camps, albeit

hemosiderin stained

brain tissue defunkified

Angioma alliance, experimental

approaches of cellular Brain

and Mind Ebola

an unpleasant way

to die

From: the right brain

not only to decode and organize

a schism formed

in the psyche origins

brain tissue

could not be visualized

Chronic Lyme Post-mortem

study needed

Towards 2012: Cronenberg

the human brain can be seen

in a sense

the mind/asshole syndrome

Cartesian dualism, a link missing

nervous tissue

electrical disarray

the ancient limbic lobe

what some have referred to as

the reptilian brain

creates

a religious schism

I see her face from time to time

in the fish studies

like a schism of oily water caused by refraction

cortical stimulators

the first

to indicate destruction of lipid cells

not too symmetrical

the scar tissue

any other ism but the Realism

The Nerve!

PADD=/=“Flashback”

factoid: in Vulcan medicine

repressed traumatic memory resurfaces

as medical description

of the crucifixion

of the power of harmonics

of a scandalous gap

of mummy news

this schism is also seen with psylocybin

LSD has more effect on smooth muscle tissue

that form the interface between tissue

and the external environment

the schism between the left and right

sides of your brain

is being bridged: message

to the Earth Angels:

flarf

anti-ku

all this time

sitting on benches

watching buses

***

this street

the other street

they all look the same

***

down on the ground

too many drinks

not enough pity

***

coughing up blood

a glimpse of skinny junkies

out my window

***

no more time

the landlord pounding

on your door

Salted Cod

Confronted with the head of a dead salted cod:

the animist pondered his sacrifice,

the beautician wrinkled her nose,

the corporate vice-president claimed ownership of a revised policy statement,

the Dalai Lama smiled enigmatically,

the eel gulped,

the fanzine editor wrote a worshipful column,

the guardian angel was just a moment too late,

the harpist cut her finger on a string and bled profusely,

the Iberian Peninsula just sat there,

the jurist opened her dusty book and said, “aha”,

the kaffeeklatsch held a moment of uncomfortable silence,

the litigant stammered uncontrollably,

the musicologist revived a popular sea-faring ditty from fifteenth century Basque country,

the number crunchers ran out of ink and panicked,

the optimist drank half a glass and asked for more,

the pessimist brooded,

the quiz master said something really stupid and everyone laughed,

the ringleader swallowed hard and tried to explain it all again,

the sycophant wiped her lips with a linen napkin,

the tyrant looked over the wrong shoulder at precisely the wrong moment,

the union rep made a salient observation,

the virus mutated,

the Walloon language stuck out its chest and began to sing,

the xenophobe refused to leave his room,

the yodeler slipped on a rock and split his head open,

the zither wouldn’t stop playing, but no one cared.

There is a chair

There is a luxury chair in this poem,

an Eaves lounge chair with matching ottoman,

upholstered in soft black leather

over a seven-ply cherry shell

and die-cast aluminum supports. No trees

were felled and no ore mined

to construct this chair and no hide

was ever stripped from a dead cow

to be fitted and sewn around

the individually upholstered cushions.

It will never be sat in.

The chair is located in a sun-lit

oak-paneled room, on a Persian rug

of modern design by Qolam Hossein

Jabini Khiabani of Tabriz. An aging feline,

who now steps gingerly across the deep red weaves

of the natural pattern, will never piss on this rug

even though she has just now entered the poem.

In this illusory context, she will live forever

and never become incontinent or arthritic

nor will the heart-broken author have to bury her

by a large aspen tree growing on a hill

thick with birch, beside a rustic log cabin

built from unfelled trees. When she eats a young rabbit,

the rabbit will not cry and there will be no blood

staining the intricate silk inlay of the rug.

About to sit in the leather chair,

and rest a back that never aches,

is the author of this poem

who contemplates a meaningless violation

of previously stated poetic assertions

alluding to the imaginary properties

of said chair. The poem, however, does not

end when he sinks into the plush leather

of its cushions, because the particulars of this existence

reside within the poem itself and have nothing

to do with the imagined properties

of a luxury chair or an indulgent man.

Even so, the poem ends quite suddenly.

Old Bones

when you touch me

It feels like whiskey

on my tongue

at the back of my throat

burning in my gullet

I feel

as if I'm seven again

before all the bad stuff

happens

and my gear box

grinds itself

into a mess

of loose screws

but don't be mistaken

you're a good thing

like Professor Longhair

pounding out a ragged

rumba

bloody, lived-in elegance

but

it's late

too late

I feel rheumatic

locked in a vice grip

I can hardly

move

let alone thrust

I blame the bastards

lurking in my genes

fooling around

in the graveyard

digging up bones

just to smash them

Dans les vignes du Seigneur

Joy punches the walls of our heart,

pulls at our lips, curls our toes.

She looks out from a mirror

where she doesn't live,

from a house of mirrors,

from the back of a spoon.

Daylight is her lounge chair

and the sun (smiling down

from the sky) her glass of Chablis.

No shadows can erase her,

confound her, dismay her.

She is the ever-faithful hope

in hopelessness, always flirting

with someone else.

 New Year’s Morning, 2006

On New Years Morning, I woke up and found:

Maria Shriver passed out naked in the corner of my bedroom,

Yuri Andropov rummaging around in my underwear drawer,

Flannery O’Connor on her knees counting rosary beads and smiling,

Umberto Boccioni smoking the last remains of my stash,

Carrie Fischer examining herself pensively in a full length mirror on the door,

Kingsley Amis throwing up on my best shoes,

Imogene Coca poking around under my bed with a sharp stick,

Natalie Wood dripping water on my forehead,

G. Gordon Liddy whispering urgently into a small, potted plant,

Howard Stern sprawled face-down in my dirty laundry, moaning,

Eleanor Roosevelt putting on her bra,

Andy Rooney filling a syringe from a discolored spoon,

Danielle Steele, outside my window smoking cigarettes, snapping pictures.

Skewed

I.

Read

the newspaper

an exercise in circular

scepticism

all you know is what you hear

how do you know

who’s lying?

how do I know you’re not lying?

do I lie to myself

just to create a point of view?

II.

Are you wealthy, attractive?

I might assume

you’re telling the truth

unless someone equally

reputable

of a different persuasion

gets the jump

on your public defamation

in this new light

you’re probably lying

III.

“Cuts in food programs for the poor are getting support in Congress

as an alternative to President Bush's idea of slicing billions of

dollars from the payments that go to large farm operations.”

(Congress May Cut Food Aid, Not Farm Aid By LIBBY QUAID,

Associated Press, March 12, 2005)

Are they putting us on?

this is a Karl Rove production

a compassionate conservative, his cake

and the eating thereof

barely registered

a blip

a marketer’s send-up

the sound

of shit

being swallowed

IV.

President and Mrs. Bush

received a $30,858 tax cut

on their 2003 tax bill

The 2003 real median household

income in America

was $43,318

At what point

does a $31,000 windfall

for a high ranking government official

responsible for tax legislation and federal budgeting

not smell like conflict of interest?

The Outstanding Public Debt

as of 13 Mar 2005 at 06:24:54 AM GMT is:

$7,756,706,463,674.82

and growing at a rate of $2.31 billion per day

since September 30, 2004.

At what point

does this type of budget management

begin to look competent?

V.

Do relevant omissions within this poem

unfairly skew its perspective?

The Trouble With Frogs

Yesterday, on my way home from the library,

I instinctively stopped at a local bar for a drink.

The bartender was a frog and a surly frog at

that.  I asked him for a beer, a local Summit

Ale.  He said they had none.  I asked for a

Grain Belt, also local, and they had none of

that either.  I thought, what the hell, I'm thirsty,

and asked for a Budweiser.  The frog had no

Budweiser.  Lighting a cigarette, I said, "is this

a bar or a frog pond?"  The frog flicked his

tongue, pulled the cigarette right out of my

hand, and, just like that, flipped it between

his own lips.  He took a deep drag, blew a ring

or two then finally spoke, saying, "If you want

a beer, you'll have to try the pottery shop next

door.  Judy's always drinking beer, I'm sure

she'll let you have one."  So I said, "Fine, give

me a shot of canadian then, and I'll go next

door to Judy's for a chaser," but the frog

replied, "All we serve here is horseradish, you want

some horseradish?" to which I said, "no, not really."

The frog blew another smoke ring and just stared

at me.  I couldn't help but notice his weird

ceramic hat, so, just to make polite conversation,

I said, "nice hat, where'd you get it?" and he said,

"Judy makes 'em.  Go next door if you want one,"

which really began to irritate me, so I asked,

"Do you do much business in here?" which he

ignored.  I'd had about enough of this frog and

as I got up to leave I said, "You know, this is a

pretty crappy bar," to which he replied, "I know,

it draws flies."  He began to look at me with an

almost surreal hunger, but before he could flick

his tongue again, I flew out of there as fast as my

little wings would take me.  I don't know why,

but I keep going back to that place.  Go figure.

 Dishes

Don had never seen her so

Irate, a fury of words

Scorched with indignation, sizzling on the iron

Hotplate of her tongue, frying

Earfuls of rage, and O those spatulate hands

Searching, searching for something to throw.

When the poet read Bukowski by the fallen bridge

1.

Performers of the open mic

In Minnesota

Sit on chairs

And stools in the crowded room

Of their coming

Moment, which they cannot fathom

In the cramped and jittery

Wisecracks

Of a coffeehouse, like a bottle

Of charged words

Or water

Unfazed, unassimilated, not

The coffeehouse

But the water swirling

Mixed with mud

From the river bottom

Holding bodies

They walked with

And neglected, the moment

Wrapped in distractive

Chatter, the darker moment loudly

Unspoken

With its concrete ruins

And the pre-examined names, fallen

Anti-stanzas of the dead.

2.

Read in lieu of poems writ

By the poet on the platform -

Bukowski

Read by not-bukowski, another

Voice, a different moment, has a wink

Of wet disaster, symphonic loves

And the current

Music

Of a river sipping through

The nightfall, through the fallen, both

Waterlogged and sober

In a cloud of momentary

Words and mud, pounded

Through a P.A. - more impressive

Than expected

To find our life in words, to emote

And gesticulate.

3.

Making cheers and laughter

In a coffeehouse

Two blocks from the shattered

Remnant, three blocks

From the river flowing

Through a sunken

World - death

Seeps amid the mud

And concrete, through the tangled

Rebar staring snakelike

At the broken

Margins. It was a common monster

Of construction, the nation's

Ode to commerce.

4.

Boats on the river

And the sodden words

Of poets, both

On a podium in the heat

Of summer

That dampens like a blanket

On a stretcher. We ignore the dark

Waters, the helicopter

Blades and the faded

Wail of sirens

That held us

In a clutch of dropping

Jaws and consternation

Only yesterday. This is today.

 In the random orifice of time (change)

Q: Do you believe this poem?

A: I'll believe anything with a fluctuating rate of change.

Q: So you agree that metaphors are reversible?

A: Only when time-reversed dynamics are well defined.

Q: But shouldn't they commence from a given state?

A: Listen closely to Mu second part, then ask again.

pause (27:33)

Q: But shouldn't they commence from a given state?

A: Yes, in a random field of continuously changing values.

Q: And why is that field so inflective?

A: These higher order chains tend to generate results with a sense of phrasal structure.

Q: Like the first 20,000 letters of "Eugene Onegin"?

A: No, like the flute and voice in teo-teo can.

