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My Usual Flair



How can you call me a misogynist? My mother was a woman-


hater and I must at all costs rebel. When in a Roman


I do as girls do. Something about coming out of my shell.


Something about crying for joy at last, at last. Some hustle.


This wassail is for ballast, without which the surface


and the low point would meet. ‘Welcome,’ one says, ‘to the circus,


sourface.’ All that inclusiveness! I’d finally start getting fit.


Now, if only dropping a beat meant omitting it.


Now let the sins of the son be visited upon the father. Every son,


but my father specifically. Such is the work that heaven’s done:


its bodies and their accusations. Sweet black angels, bats


make the air all quotation as I move to recast


their flawless punctuation as halting semicolons.


Here is your moment of uplift; now send in the clowns.






Blues for Kaki King



If I could get these six strings working they still wouldn’t work on you.


I’m entitled to exit at any point and everybody’s glad when I do.


I have never listened to ‘Wild Thing’ and felt sorry for myself.


Thin cuts of wild thing fall off the freezer shelf.


Now we’re going to do a cheer starting way way back at the back


of the room and moving to the front in an approximation of Barack


Obama’s attack on all that his great nation holds dear. I hit


the road, Jack. I hit several deer. I listen to the hits. A bit


later I remember to steer. A piece of cake. A pissy piste.


Listen to my scales, Kaki: Louis MacNeice’s little fish,


little fishes, circling the first hurdle, the second rate.


The happy finish: each left fin wings its way to the inevitable right,


the inalienable right bestowed upon those who ask more than once for applause,


entitling everybody to exit through the big black backstage doors.






Matthew



poetry’s part of your self
(Frank O’Hara)


or a gift from God. God’s gift to you might be that you are God’s gift.


The message on mý T-shirt makes that T seem more a crucifix:


I SPILLED MY GUTS FOR YOU PEOPLE AND ALL YOU GAVE ME WAS THIS.


See, not to show off but I grew up enjambing the two parts of the confess-


ional. My mind a grille. What goes in one ear comes out ‘Mother,


I am stranded here on one side of what I think is a river,


and could never forgive myself for failing to be the leader


of men from the supercontinent to the isle of alders.’ The grille is a ladder,


and although that grass might not be greener I am somebody who believes


us all entitled to believe ourselves laid upon its leaves.


I can tell you can tell I am very well informed. I write no sonnets;


do not attempt to second-guess me. For ‘no sonnets’ read ‘one sonnet’:


otherwise what hope in explaining the beautiful


woman’s being beautiful like a bridge is beautiful?






Aubade



So sad. The sun stops giving the horizon head,


and rises... What a place to raise children. Or the dead.


Once risen they’ll remark on time’s grains of digital sand.


Querulously. But for now let such complaints be banned


– he said, imperiously. But seriously. For now take my fingers for torsos,


those of corpses trampled by steeple-chasing horses


and needing to be washed, cradled. For they’re unable


to leave you thus uncoupled by the bedside table


beside the bed, unmade: they’ve read in your palm a mass


grave, its lifeline built on a fault line; a maze


in a killing field. How brave we are! How brave!


How saved! I pour my grave into your grave.


Any more equal and we’d be a minus.


Any sort of sequel would be an unwanted kindness.


Let us not seize the day by which we’ll soon enough


be seized; let us forget how to breathe;


let us be motionless in our emotional urgency.


Let’s not yet see, as if coming around mid-surgery,


the parting-poem blur between our eyes like a scalpel,


feel its downward drag like the tree in the apple,


or have it tip off the tips of our tongues like the nipple


towards which, fingers locked, we might appear to grapple


as we pray to the trickster Christ of the Infancy Gospel.


This clasp is the chapel. These digits the steeple-chasing people.






The Morning



I have plumbed the icy depths that you were probably saving for breakfast.


Fridge magnet haiku | twig in a block of winter | says you’re the bestest.


A later sunbeam will key through leafsmoke: life will roll around it.
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