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Alabaster cream Waterford Crystal 

 This is the denouement of everything 

that is yet to be seen 

 where is the jaded china rub 

of hollowed log owl-eyes leggings through the 

nightmare 

 fog of war and fried dinners made for one??? 

This is the time of hogs and vomiting miasma 

 throat warble the birds have made their home 

in the genuflection of the saints. 

 O HOLY HOLY PANOPLY 

where is the ground of driven rain??? 

 What is the price of tomatoes??? 

What is the sound of the stone head gallivanting down 

the highway??? 

 O CRYSTAL GAZE OF NOTHING AND NOBODY HOME 

this is the energy of a thousand years 
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 this is the energy that I long to dissipate and 

throw 

to the wolves who are yapping 

 at my heels like good little lap dogs 

the cry-baby scene of a hundred years’ war 

 over in seven days 

they have taken the Golan Heights 

 and that’s all I want for Christmas. 

Good little baby rockabye 

 your lullaby onto the desert streets 

where the badmen play bones with the flute 

 of crystal shards that I haven’t 

seen for years 

 just cigarette butts, milk, and dead leaves 

and where were you hiding??? You in your little 

vestibule of worms 

 and Tonka trucks the limitless 



 

6 
 

trifle that we call a day 

 waning like the moon 

over and over again 

 There is not a thing left to say 

That hasn’t already been sung 

 and boy does that fat-lady 

have a set of pipes on her! 

 It’s a long way to Tipperary   

was the call from Uncle Tom 

 who had a cabin 

about these parts 

 and it was torn down 

to make way for a new millennium 

 where nobody was judged 

on the colour of their skin 

 and only the microchip filled with good opinions 
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was a valid currency 

 when you wanted to by your microwave burrito 

at the five-and-dime 

 at four in the morning. 

WHAT FRUITS DO YOU HAVE TO DISTURB??? 

 What torrents of rain are absurd 

here in the metaverse where the shmucks and the 

shysters 

 and playing Jenga 

with a tower of human bones 

 I forgot to add my thighs 

but there they are 

 a mile high 

and I can’t wait to get off this merry-go-round 

 another stop and I’m done 

just nothing left to do, 

 “here we go round the mulberry bush 
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on a cold and frosty morning” 

 POP 

Goes the weasel 

 or so I am told 

by wise men with long beards 

 who occupy ivory towers 

and eat their ham sandwiches 

 with a faint air of disinterest 

there is nothing left of the old times 

 and I suppose it is better that way 

what with me listing off all the poets 

 who are dead or retired or both 

and here I am making it up as I go along 

 trying to get a little something to do the dishes 

soap and water and a little bit of elbow grease 

 perhaps you could help me? 
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My little calico cousin 

 Who enters the hullabaloo 

with a kindly heart and a machete 

 I have seen your kind 

on sixty minutes 

 toying with the politicos 

and making salient points  

 which are promptly ignored. 

I wrote a poem once 

 once on the subject 

it was the object 

 of international outrage and ridicule 

I told myself I’d never live it down 

 but here I am 

living under an assumed name 

 talking to my Nobel Prize 
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and dunking Oreos in the milk stained 

 with tears and cigarettes. 

This is the life I have come to lead 

 now that the rain is gone 

and I will have you lasso me 

 every Tuesday 

when the man comes around 

 and I haven’t got 

a dime to pay him, 

 O HOLY HOLY MOLOCH 

I read your name 

 in a biblical commentary 

and it stuck with me like a children’s nickname 

 sticks with you until you die 

and nobody at my funeral 

 remembered me by anything else. 
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WHERE DO THESE WORDS COME FROM??? 

 This is a question I ask myself 

as I surrender to the dark 

 the everlasting succulence 

of a midnight roast 

 peas and carrots 

topping off the bread pudding 

 as I make my way through airport security 

just wandered in off the plane 

 with a Mexican named Juan 

used to be a bandit 

 poncho and sombrero 

six-shooter primed and ready for these gringos 

 got a good look 

at the old prospector 

 kicking timely saints off their lawns of 

yesterday 
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Oh deary me! I seemed to have misplaced 

 my dignity 

and everything else 

 that came with it 

a stack of coupons 

 valid for one year 

payable to the bearer in the sum of 

 a free t-shirt with any purchase  

of $90 or more. 

 The elephant in the room 

has got a lot to say 

 and I refuse to say it 

even though I know it will make things smoother 

 than the sandpaper grit 

that turns on my television 

 perhaps I would see another monkey 
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if I was to turn my face around 

 and look inside the red and green of my eyes 

as they look back through the mirror 

 emulating a film I saw 

where Jimmy Cagney said something I don’t remember 

 and I think Humphrey Bogart was there 

but that was talk for another time 

 when I remembered that my diligence 

was a matter for the police 

 and the hoboes 

bundled their bindlesticks into moving vans 

 just to take them down the street. 

O SWEET ABSURDITY 

 how I have missed you! 

writing somnolence so serious you might have thought 

 I was a real poet 
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with something to do and  

 somewhere to be 

I will pick up my Pulitzer now and put it 

 with the rest of them. 

Candy-apple red I made the turn about the room just 

 winding down the windows 

to anyone who will listen 

 you see, there was a game on 

and the sound of the baseball hitting the stick 

 was enough to drive anyone 

wild with despair 

 it was all I could do 

to turn down the bed 

 and go to sleep 

until 

 it was all over. 
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Twitter has a hold on me 

 I take it very seriously 

but this might be the joke I heard 

 was I was too young 

to understand it. 

 Facebook has lost its appeal 

maybe I was there at the wrong time 

 but the well has dried up 

and all that’s left 

 are the little fishes 

you sometimes see swimming around 

 the shark tank at the aquarium. 

I wrote a real book for real people 

 and I don’t think anyone 

has read it 

 besides me and 
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my dog when 

 I give a stirring rendition 

like someone reading Shakespeare to the wind. 

 SHALL I COMPARE THEE TO A SUMMER’S DAY 

perhaps not, but I’m open to the idea 

 you see, someone was given the opportunity 

to write Shakespeare 

 and only one of the punters took up the offer 

We don’t think much of him now, 

 but it’s all I can do 

to hold in my breakfast  

 when I hear those damn sonnets 

reverberating through the ward 

 of tennis players  

and priests 

 who are all vying for pole position 
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in front of the Ouija board  

 waiting for a spirit 

to spell out something real interesting. 

 (That’s where this poem 

comes from, if you’re interested, 

 a little trip down memory lane 

and there I am with the spirits). 

 Don’t give the poets an inch! 

just cut them off mid-sonnet and don’t 

 let them start with their villanelles  

and other nonsense 

 this is a poetry free zone! 

Even this poem you are reading now 

 is not a poem 

it is just 

 the lunatic ravings 
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of someone who once thought 

 poetry was their calling 

and something dead was happening 

 in this joker’s card miasma 

freckle-faced and seagull squawking 

 like shit wouldn’t melt on a steel 

incisor. 

 AUTOMATIC WRITING 

That’s the ticket—take the ride 

 take the bride 

for a walk around the pump-room 

 like a Jane Austen novel 

I think I read once in high school 

 “I build my beetle”  

Is that a thing people say??? 

 Well, they’re saying it now 
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and I don’t have a peg to hang it on 

 “Merry Christmas” 

said Ho-Chi Minh 

 and I believed him sitting there 

on Santa’s lap 

 burdened with a sense  

of Western Guilt 

 living as I am 

in a glorious poverty 

 surrounded by the angels 

of welfare. 

 What is that funny taste 

in my water??? On my burger??? 

 What is the taste of nothing 

where my dollars slip by 

 like books I haven’t read 
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but have told people 

 that I have read 

in order to appear smart 

 freckle-faced and seagull 

\squawking in the distance like butter 

 is a distant relative 

of Shinola 

 the old gramophone plays a little tune 

about the price of bananas 

 and I am rapt 

in the state of baby Jesus’ shrine 

 at this time of the year 

there isn’t much else to say 

 you see, there was once an oblong 

sort of infatuation 

 that sullied the skies 
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of everyman’s kwanza  

 and all the panthers 

took to the street 

 toting iron bars and gold ingots 

and other valuable commodities 

 that they traded on the stock exchange. 

THIS IS THE SOUND OF CARROLERS 

 as they waft through city streets 

disjointing the calm tepid waters 

 of Chesapeake Bay 

where the clams come to feed 

 on the remains of the day 

and a breeze blows through me 

 like it used to back on the firing line 

one cigarette at a time. 

 Old jovial himself 
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HALLELUJAH HALLELUJAH 

 I took the time down from the wall 

and made a mental note to starve it 

 for later 

putting it in my pocket 

 like a scripture of leaves 

that was to be read 

 in Enochian. 

The mushrooms are perfect 

 at this time of year 

there is nothing between them 

 and perfection 

excepting of course the bloat 

 of the ripe corpse 

I have saved since easter 

 keeping it locked away 
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in a freezing bag 

 to give it to you 

now that 

 the cats are in the wormery. 

What solid suggestion 

 do you make to the gravy??? 

What source of sauce 

 do we hold for the infant??? 

Does this feast play out 

 a game of Monopoly 

or does it merely conform to a concubine 

 as she is seen by a Queen 

all on Christmas day??? 

 What dreams of Hester 

do we derive from the numerator 

 straddling the divide 
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between night and day 

 and logic and sense 

and the dark place 

 where we think our lonely thoughts 

what gravy, what turkey, what infanticide??? 

 Do you have the time of day 

to organise a revolution 

 or is this a matter for another time??? 

Freckle-faced fresh and fickle as a pickle 

 my demeanour is a misdemeanour 

my shrine is shrivelled like the nut-sack 

 of an old man who exposes himself 

on the subway of the sun 

 What drinking madness 

do we hold to the light 

 when the visitors have all gone 
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and the mood takes us 

 back to the salt-mines 

of driftwood and chaos??? 

 Do we hurtle headlong into the bees of chance 

or does the insect crawling loop 

 devour the sands of time??? 

Santa, this is my Christmas wish: 

 one prayer I bet you heard 

a million times going forward 

 ON DASHER ON DANCER 

Hold my head while I vomit to the sky 

 keep me from weeping in the turkey 

I have a message for the little boys 

 and girls in gingham giggling 

“Try your luck and you may 

 fancy yourself a poet.” 
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Or perhaps you will be so lucky 

 as to land a nine-to-five 

and never hear the end of it 

 maybe my own devices 

will get the better of me 

 and Andre Breton will have his way 

with the rounded dimples of midnight. 

 WHAT HO MY MERRY PUPILS 

what insane plans await you 

 in the land of the dead 

where a pack of cigarettes 

 is seventeen shillings 

before tax 

 and the boozer is shut on weekends 

so the publican can go golfing 

 with a whale-shark 
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he calls Travis McGee the sailing boy\ 

 from the story. 

Hold my wretched space 

 so the men who walk on the moon 

can hold their drinks 

 and drain them 

to the solid traditions 

 of earth 

when the spit-flecked visor 

 of Buzz Aldrin 

looms overhead  

 on a two-way radio. 
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