
we two 
 
 
 
butterflylids 
 tête-à-teat 
defeated by misreading, 
 
subtlety banned 
 as expectation, 
come-on no longer a thing. 
 
does heliotropic volition lie 
 in sunflower or sun? 
in neither? 
 
will night-blooming jasmine 
 offer an answer, 
or will we blame the moon? 
 
not all roses have thorns, 
 despite trepidations. 
except when they do. 
 
our glances met. 
 gardeners or florists? 
victories or defeats? 
 
 
5.31.2018 
 
 
 
 
  



swan song 
 
 
swans, nasty up close, mate for life 
(except for Zeus, also nasty) 
& glide (except for Zeus) idyllically, 
giving the god an alibi. 
 
nobody knows how swans think 
(or how Zeus does), 
or gives a knowing wink 
suggesting knowledge of because. 
 
nobody knows whether Leda cried 
before she spawned a history, 
compelling Greeks to cross the sea, 
all of whom, save one, to die. 
 
Kool-Aid the clueless drink 
obedient to ad hoc laws 
manages only to hoodwink                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
hawks from handsaws. 
 
 
6.5.2018 
 
 
 
 
  



city mouse  
 
 
I killed a mouse today, 
in a stationary tub,  
with a broom handle. 
 
it didn’t have a gun. 
it didn’t have a broom handle. 
it skittered to elude fate. 
 
I’d heard it, seen 
its caraway turds, 
its blurred run, once, 
 
to cover. the intricate tail 
on its plump self, tiny eyes 
betraying no terror. 
 
just a joust, until 
the inevitable 
prophylactic blow, 
 
spasmodic death throes, 
delicate whiskers still. 
consigned to the trash. 
 
better a kid’s pet, 
a hawk’s lunch, 
a country mouse. 
 
better a better way 
to catch & release 
to keep us safe. 
 
 
4.29.2018 
 
 
 
 
  



for the birds 
 
 
sparrows swallow their songs  
when I walk 
the alleyway, but crows 
know better, bitching alerts.  
 
how to St. Francis their fear, 
draw them like cats 
to my shoulders, 
speaking English?  
 
I greet them, try 
to meet them in tones 
they might never hear, 
my wings invisible. 
 
old fashioned,  
they resort to rooves, 
to trees, oblivious 
to evolution. 
 
privilege denied 
of original tweets, 
I rest content, 
bemused, aloof. 
 
that they want nothing 
to do with me, I get. 
whatever tunes they sing, 
total street cred. 
 
 
5.4.2018 
 
 
 
  



stupid does 
 
 
speculation narcissizes doubt. 
history, that rearview, shines 
its flashlight on what we miss. 
 
snowblind, we elect snowmen 
to lead us out of an arctic Egypt.     
history repeats itself, & pouts. 
 
as Theodore Sturgeon said, 
90% of everything is crap. 
which explains distracted driving. 
 
it doesn’t take a Forrest Gump 
to figure it out. a slap  
in the face should do it, 
 
especially if self-inflicted. 
actually, Egypt’s pretty hot. 
lots of camels, not many needles. 
 
 
5.5.2018 
 
 
  



then again 
 
 
 
the streets, full of tweets, dead-end.   
no cul-de-sacs, no U-turns.    
a baseball game without the diamond.  
 
citizens chronically eager    
to do their things invent    
wishes worth wishing for,    
 
coin innocuous terms for hell,    
inured to the cadaverous smell   
of politicians wishing them well.   
 
whoever asks for more       
for mortgage, for rent,     
despairs of love like Lear.    
 
whoever snuggles a gun    
for protection fails to discern    
the folly of Pygmalion.    
 
 
4.15.2018 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


