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Poems
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and the minute she did,
a sly out-of-the-corner look
came from her to the old man.
Her seat had been warmed and
she wanted to thank him/see



. : - /
AT iy mey

\m\\\ AL LSS ’ ill////// ///// wy
\\\\\\\ LR 14 // it

A "llfl / LA K Z

w1th clothesan ‘g'W€
The worn-in 7




he subé{y
notes of per
of a bassline of breath,

With their eyes still puffy
from the eight-hour low slsz
a nf glVi g blowv a1ne

the people of

||




[ -

-

1 Wl
What the fu

A spilled

The,:ﬂai' oifﬂr

explode 11
A bc

2 O

.‘a..

ions?

1
tern food

- . ground
t ite sa )
. aum housing

ry-out

i
o



i-ﬁ By
She,;' %h more,'b &) S L

_ _ o >
Maker"of:mlxtape- g amldrong_

within, the noble‘a (= ' gleaneé.,,f |
from mother and sis nﬂ A
Nervously deCLded QQ &

MidWay quality Je:?f;

otherwise, acqul{::fr

Leaf shaped flecks oF

¥ L
'
=]

A : ; A 4."'1I
e i & 4 D
- i - -
L T .
oy WV & v s
l A - il =
g ] -
- '.. s 4 t SR
:._. y T o
. AT
- :i.
F o LR
™
e RE LR
|

T
"
B

Late in December, in the -ég-Mﬂﬁwgmﬁ? vp'ff"* -;  fumbling advances.

Both of us standing still long enoug! .concede,

my hand sneaking through straps of d.ﬂm ,b”*ﬁ; ﬁ
My heart, thrumming like a miniature sewing méﬂh ne _
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Studying and staring at the curiousness of our subterranean citizens
glossing over the fact that I myself present a singular countenance;
close-fitting Kangol, charcoal grey coat

long legs extended into the middle of the car

my small mouth surrounded by a chin curtain

topped by a nose like an Anglo-Saxon toucan

constantly and feverishly scrawling into a spiral bound

surrounded by weary stares, each one of us together going somewhere else
this quick preview of the underground, a hint at our final destination.
We slide like worms through the long dead body of Manhattan,

a macro-foreshadowing of that anxious tango

partner of life, Death, waiting to take the lead,

take the rose from our mouths, the final and passionate

flamenco flourish, the dip, plunging backwards,

into the tunnels, never to be raised again.
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Pale faced like a gé..isha, a young Earl of Earnings
is taking his pea-coat and chinos home

hair gel has lost 1its holdI -

sky-blue shirt shows a ring of life around the collar
rosy cheeks as 1f he’s just come inside from touch football

eyelashes too long to succeed
he’ll never become a shark
he’ll be a good husband and an understanding father

but he’ll be incapable
of being as ruthless as his job needs him to be
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The violent snapshots from surveillance cameras

frozen i1n the moments before blood is shed

make the morning newspaper’s front page.

The intent is to let us know that

while the security of the city cannot prevent these n

they will definitely use the image of it’'s perpetrat:
-

to tell us they are watching.

Like lifeguards with no legs or whistles,
totally mute, but with an iPhone raised
capturing the shark as it tears into the waves,
crimson foam surrounding it’s black eyes.

Have you seen this shark?




My ears, binoculars in a forest of sound
conversations and pieces of speech sighing around me
like aspen leaves.

The birdsong of humans -

advice,

gossip,

competitive complaining,

wit,

bad advice

looking down the platform I see no one actively talking
but I know it’s all around me

hidden like underground rivers

or branches that chitter invisibly.
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spil*' ntents of r Anger
rage that has been buried next to an active .
now s imating with the co 01! ed tectonic fc -
of savage and brutal plans aided by a human
hands at are bq;i_meant to rip open an or
and a huTan face .

our downtown train snaps to life

Lne

to ca ry them out

2 b

with a gun, it would be done ._ -

with a knife, might take a while 5 0

with hands, it could take too long, it would bet.nbeerable i
the undignified and pathetic chokeholds and slaps r a4

shirts pulled over heads, tackled

both falling, his jaw shoved into the ground

two Jjumping stomps to his hairline from the heel of a boot

a piebald melon smashed apart, viscera seeping out

the assailant heaves and pants and slowly realizes what he’s done
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Two boys 51t down next to me. Their ages can be; mlned by the1r faces

 The last: bastlons of the baby faced troops are-begldnrﬁé *j%ﬁww

S— _w#.

the awkwardaretgeat_from.an onslaught of hormonesL halr ‘and puberty —_— ..
11-12 years old, the boys are riding home. | ST g e
Catching pieces of their conversations I am h1t w1th the reallzatlon ST
‘that these kids are their fathers. g e SR

Boys don’t say “he tries really hard” or “come again” when théy”can t hear y

Kids don’t say that - Daddy assistant coaches say that.
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Older parents with middle aged child

beaming i1n sustained appreciation

their only daughter evenly invested by both

year by year like an emotional joint-savings account

The father overwhelmed with wisdom satisfied, sensible shoes
the mother wearing low-rise jeans and Sherwood Forest boots
The two of them in love with the balance on their life-ledger
Time, deposited in metered drops, sealed in envelopes

placed in tubes, locked in vacuums, leaning out of a car window
convenient love

always shown at appropriate levels



On a broken screen we see her thumb through three pictures
of herself with a man, both of them bundled and huddled
together at an i1ce skating rink. Her thumb swiping back
and forth from one seemingly identical image to the next.
She goes forward i1n the slideshow to more recent memories

but quickly swipes back to the trio of images of the man and her
bundled and huddled together at the ice skating rink.
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She’s just legs

‘r one hand holds the pole

the other spoons frozen yogurt

and graham cracker dust from a paper bowl

top lip fuzzed peach

her fee cond position

her eyes dart ar ter each bite

satisfying the urge to feed herse in public

she holds the spoon upsi er t?
to tast

br _
bug ut of me
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A cold blue mist has awakened Astoria

and those of us with reasons to,

have crowded onto a Coney Island bound Q train

which runs on an elevated track between Ditmars Blvd. and Queensboro Plaza
31st St. running underneath, trellis covered

We are inside a hexagon 80 feet long with powder blue benches lining frost white walls
room enough for 6 on each, diet and age permitting.

Vertically accessible brushed chrome handrails at the doors

attached like plumbing to the rails running

horizontally above, which frame the benches,

and a center handrail in the shape of a chariot race track attached to the ceiling.

3 bay windows with softened angles per side allow us to look out on what simplicity
and stillness we are flying past, they also allow people to look in

and see the faces of the straphangers who

have given all of their keys to the train operator.

4 seat powder blue benches at each end of this car

24 flourescent lights illuminating advertisements for trade-school jobs or track maps.
6 doors, each opening in the middle from a black rubber stripe,

both sides of each door featuring a large and rounded rectangular window.

Below these windows safety warning stickers

- Do Not Hold Doors, Do Not Lean On Doors -

each with a picture of a stick figure both holding and leaning on the doors,

circled and crossed out in red.



]

L I '

' H

Walking o I geil
sweet p frie

Metallic, tinged
My heart breaks




. unfurled 1t’s barbed tentacles
to lash ou asp and pull closer to 1t’s beaked nothingness
the hearts of 19 weaponized terrorists as they
fused their pigments with ash and drywall

The unholy cephalopod tickled the intestines of coastal communities
for eons sucking the brains of helpless langostines

the octopus gave us our avarice

the of joy stabbing one another ¢

\

with i1mprovised an rminal weapons
1n a horrible and asome é!hner of the dee
of the pelagic expan the brink of an u
mountain in an obstr

darts
sunken

ave, the blac ocC .
controls the darke s of man. "
Do you doubt fo Ed the with a pointed weapon
won’t have his seé 2S sSna ched‘f ind?

His seat of wisdom.stewarded.by awful slick of jet black arms
piercing white as the flu, with thin slits of
vanishing that peer into your soul, as he squeezes sO
squeezes the trigger - a face disappearing i1nto a crimson spray
the creature that eats your soul, and the souls of all men i1n war
It’s been this way since before was a time

the creature, ready, waiting, to feed on the destruction of worlds
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Crossing the bridge
The building lights quiver in the black
reflected towers of glass
g tomorrow morning I’1ll follow the trash migrations in Queens
N N\
f Jit . \
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crumpled wrapRprB ”%hyed splashes of rice, umbrella skeletons
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to be buried in a landfill

until then

migrating across the humid expanse
of Long Island City
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The stop before me is Wall St.
He's been sitting since then

stuck in between g '
his hand is behi
Wh es he kn today?

I s is jaw O! puts

the back of his wrist on his forehead, as if to check the temperature

He‘s 1n a EthE isbelief. his mind ing him?
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He's not focused on the mi on per-sque
he can only stare in disk ef on the 4
his next drink is coming >m, the next
for his thirst threshold s been raised
made unslakable and he s he’s helped
everyone get to the sz point
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The teenage boys are hot

Hot from unstable jisotopes

the caustic plutonium of adolescence glowing behind/ their eyes
geiger counter clicking wildly

one of them stands in the middle of the road, on the phone
flat brim hat sat sideways, a van honks as it passes

indignant and unaware, sweatpants and shirt, 'a close-trimmed neckline
the dichotomy of the lazy and the manicured

sleepy-pretty-boy

a hormone laden march towards manhood

thriving on stupidity with a middle finger raised in your face
“That’s Me”

Following the van that passed

- the driver is now driving like a complete asshole
enraged by the teenager in the road

he revs the engine and rides the bumper of the car in front
I've seen plenty of adults lose their shit at teenagers

on the subway face to face age based slander

youngblood flying through a heart

that doesn't acknowledge that it will one day stop beating
the older single man’s aX¥imony is exuded from his paycheck
supporting an ungrateful.prick

not unlike the one right-before his eyes

the full body burden of the teenager

hardwired with shortsighted circuitry

the plutonium of adolescence burning a hole in their chest
a half-life of possibly their whole life
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