
 

 

 

 

A poem is a puddle 

 

I thought I heard her say 

when I wiped the fog from 

the windshield, You have 

a lot to learn, and learn 

this day. The smoke that came 

from the hospital smokestack 

filled the darkened sky 

with a blackish white where 

a few hours ago had been 

clouds limned with gold 

and I thought of her,  

as her husband 

had lit up the moon with his 

visage the day he died. 

Goodbye, life is a mystery 

and even you who accepted 

what came, transforming 

the fate of so many, had to 

die, too. Stars, cars, all the 

ways we light up the night-- 

I see the dark doesn't 

have to be infinite since 

each of us lives in a place. 



stems of the anemones 

softness it can’t 

express – so the  

barbaric – continues 

ever while artists try 

and if 

we found someone 

who could bring this  

to the world  

breaking   open   the anemones 

stalks lying open on the fence and 

seemingly quiet ground 

what would we have found 

 

* * * 

 

Are words chords 

some days rooms  

later in life the furniture gone 

 

what sun we had was a marvel of simplicity 

across the battered world 

crickets making their rattling music 

 

what then  

 

the vocabulary isn’t clear enough 

 

isn’t light enough the poets I love 

 

use a modicum of sound 

 

chiseled as they are 

they manage to be bright in the old barbaric night 

 

 

 



After Arkadii Dragomoshchenko 

 

 

the past is like a baby who wants pablum. 

 

a boulder's hurtling toward you from the other end of one universe -- it's 

language. when it hits you you come to consciousness. 

 

he sat on the balcony transcribing music, 

his hair tweaked by the breeze. 

when he paused he thought of 

his ridiculously complicated life. 

 

his life was like a stick of licorice. 

 

the tour boat's noisy as the hotel vacuum, 

the toes of the foot are like a crown, 

has the bee got a crown, 

the fly's got one day to live. 

is it familiar with night, 

one white night in St. Petersburg. 

 

she would be reincarnated as a crow. 

what if the sky were hard and the mountain gentle. 

 

'under stood'--have to look that up. 

 

looking forward to the pencil museum in the Lake District. 

I nap, stoking up for the next events. 

why feel so separate from everyone else in your dreams. 

 

stop naming flowers. it was the only way you had 

to convey feelings, I get that. 

 

true, the body's cumbersome, not free, unremitting, 

barely incorporates a tattoo or a bit of wind. 

 

she wants Alaska, glaciers. he leaves her. 



she moves away. he emails. she responds. 

he distances himself. 

 

the poems come out like piss you can't 

hold in any more. 

 

stress, it's a bastard. still, people insist 

on calling it a bitch. 

time and the planet wait for no man. 

what will become of Hillary? 

 

am I Eastern European after all, not really 

an official American, peppy and controlling. 

was there some confusion due to place of origin. 

 

spit on the cement garbage can on the cobblestone street. 

variety being the life. 

 

it was a world I would try to get a visa for -- 

I never could, being an idealist. 

 

at the moment I'm not in the U.S. 

rice, flamingos, how arbitrary are these seeming connections. 

'duck duck goose'--wasn't that a game we played. 

'I' can't remember. 

 

I don't 'have time.' 

 

may I have your full name, please. 

Bank of fucking America. 

redeem points, you better. 

 

 

 


