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               Sonnet

            

            
               
                  Her love’s omnivorous. An owl’s wing’s

                  feather isn’t quiet nor eider duck

                  down soft enough not to trip her bloom’s chuck

                  shut completely on the King of Things.

                  But the barb, what reciprocity! springs

                  foremost among the very parts that suck

                  her trap’s confection. Kiss by kissing fuck

                  unhalters all her meat, and carnage brings

                  them to a frenzy. Lymph, blood, scum, cream

                  spill, and though we shield our eyes, still must he

                  eviscerate himself in husbandry.

                  His mandibles are knitting on her seam;

                  his thorax curls and pulsates, wrenching free

                  no member, but his entrail; exit the bee.
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               To Marianne Moore

            

            
               
                  Fort Greene Park

                  is cooling my face.

                  It’s snowing at night.

                  Here was my country’s ark

                  when I was young and light.

                  I saw Battery Place

                  from a tall tree.

               

               
                  Marianne Moore,

                  this interlude

                  strengthens the pedigree

                  of my old neighborhood.

                  You were there

                  in tricorner and plume

                  when I shot the authentic cannons

                  near the Martyr’s Tomb

                  of rising granite flutes.

               

               
                  Brooklyn’s stale recruits

                  will shoulder sleds tomorrow,

                  will breast the volleys down the slopes

                  of Dead Man’s Hill;

                  and my sorrow is the sorrow

                  of universal hope’s

                  individual.

               

               
                  I could have followed you,

                  camped at your door,

                  like Rimbaud,

                  Marianne Moore.
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               Raphael, from the Aleutians

            

            
               
                  A month

                  like a mop!

               

               
                  Then steam topples.

                  Drink the propellers.

                  Frost perches throughout

                  hair. Legs shove off. Par-

                  kas toboggan to meet relief.

               

               
                  This country

                  take-off we pile

                  after one blizzard, I

                  was shaking snowdrift,

                  and the plane was beating

                  our women like a doorman.

               

               
                  One welder was

                  inch

                  chorus girls only

                  writhing paper.

               

               
                  Now that our navy is unimportant

                  a Martian ambles across Juneau.
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               Make That Baby

            

            
               
                  Make that Baby-

                  lonian letter-

                  shaped baby.

               

               
                  Sterilization is the Cadillac of birth control

                  methods. And abortion is the Vol-

                  kswagen.

               

               
                  Any

                  joy is adequate, ‘parting

                  hero’.

               

               
                  Thousands of ketchup soaks later,

                  that boy siphoned the dew

                  as a ventriloquist.
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               The Goat Man

            

            
               
                  The people

                  have voted

                  that he could be doled

                  like a cripple,

                  yet he’ll go foraging,

                  his skin bloated

                  either from cold

                  or gorging.

               

               
                  He’ll toddle

                  down the road

                  with, say,

                  an empty bottle

                  clinking between his tits

                  inside a bib-pouch he sewed

                  from flyaway

                  tarpaulin bits.

               

               
                  Or he’ll ferret

                  in a hole,

                  his sou’wester

                  turning like a turret,

                  or he’ll tie his shoelaces

                  and march upon the knoll,

                  his Winchester

                  cradled against his braces

               

               
                  like a Torah.

                  And on Sundays

                  he’ll walk in town

                  palsied with bravura

                  among the people, 18

                  who quickly go their ways

                  or try to stare him down

                  as he looks up at the steeple.

               

               
                  He has two goats,

                  weaned at birth,

                  with rickets,

                  a dog that eats oats,

                  two hens that chisel

                  through ice to earth

                  and whose eggs are briquettes

                  of gristle.

               

               
                  Now those two goats,

                  nodding in hay beds,

                  pant in an aura

                  of flashlit motes.

                  Their eyelashes flutter

                  at changing heads,

                  as if before a

                  flashbulb and shutter.

               

               
                  Lumberjacks

                  killed his dog;

                  he appeared

                  with an axe.

                  They dragged him like

                  they drag a log;

                  his beard

                  was one spike.

               

               
                  The police

                  pinch his nape

                  and rip swatches 19

                  from his fleece.

                  They begin

                  sort of a rape.

                  One snatches

                  something sewn in:

               

               
                  jewels

                  tumble

                  out of a seam;

                  he pulls

                  away and knees

                  them as they stumble

                  after, scream-

                  ing for his keys.

               

               
                  Now he’s game

                  and tortured

                  off his land and chased

                  out of his name,

                  below Bath,

                  south of Old Orchard,

                  where he’s about-faced

                  into promulgating wrath.

               

               
                  Men say in my ear

                  that he hoards

                  partridges and quail

                  pickling in beer:

                  twenty-nine kegs.

                  The marshal aborts

                  and offers for sale

                  these retrograde eggs. 20

               

               
                  He’s jailed, dejailed.

                  I watch him kick in

                  his ruined door,

                  which someone has nailed.

                  He edges around

                  the bald chickens

                  thawing on the floor,

                  the goats in a mound

               

               
                  on a stage of mats,

                  refrigerating, moist

                  with mildew speckles

                  and the droppings of bats.

                  The ceiling is swollen,

                  there’s a loose joist;

                  his collection of nickels

                  and guns is stolen.
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               Moonlighting

            

            
               
                  I have another drunk in

                  me but not another comeback.

                  I want the sighs from

                  the top layer but I

               

               
                  am a lifeguard in addition

                  to working nights on this

                  waterfront carrying boxes of fruit.

                  A commission would enable me

               

               
                  reproductive life in them. But

                  you must call the Yukon.

                  The oldest war babies still

                  have eleven years of reproductive

               

               
                  life. The Gulf of Mexico

                  is the diaper of the

                  continent and the Great Lakes

                  are full of pigtail fluid.
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               Abelard

            

            
               
                  I am a leech;

                  I am a bowel;

                  I am a screech

                  owl.

               

               
                  Save

                  me from sinecure!

                  I don’t shave

                  below my tonsure.

               

               
                  Heloise,

                  they cut off my goods.

                  I can’t see the trees

                  for the woods.

               

               
                  I can’t see your thighs

                  for our shorn hair.

                  I can’t exercise

                  despair

               

               
                  like a hunting dog.

                  Leaves

                  cover the Decalogue.

                  I’m wearing out my sleeves

               

               
                  on the granite table.

                  You are the more

                  capable

                  administrator.
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               Title at the End

            

            
               
                  Sports shirts

                  baked in the chaparrals,

                  and the orchards

                  baked the crab apples.

               

               
                  Lynxes slip,

                  oh heartbreaker!

                  Don’t outstrip

                  us on our acre!

               

               
                  Adhesion

                  of a squirrel

                  to a television

                  aerial.

               

               
                  Scarecrows

                  tugged a leash

                  of fire hose

                  that didn’t reach.

               

               
                  The title is the land

                  of desultory

                  quails, firebrand

                  poultry.
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               From Bridghampton

            

            
               
                   House

                  drowse

                  dry

                  goodbyeartist

                  Harknesscomplain

                  circumstances                                coldertrain

                  glancesenjoinshouldrebraille

                  coinwheel        failseat

                  feelaisle      feet

                  eyeleveltrack

                  backward

                  cordpullit

                  walletunborn

                  sunburn
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               Danang

            

            
               
                  The system shouts

                  a phoneme.

                  Phraze-yard

                  touts

                  hazard

                  an acronym

               

               
                  for DMZ

                  but it’s ‘demise’

                  or ‘dooms’.

                  Such whimsy

                  booms

                  our marihuana highs,

               

               
                  whoreson

                  mother-of-pearl

                  fetishes.

                  But Thorazine

                  re-etches

                  knurl

               

               
                  on the handles.

                  A troop shuffle

                  destroys

                  the mandalas

                  of our stories.

                  Bivouac oval

               

               
                  recurs:

                  new bases’

                  wriggling

                  loudspeakers’ 26

                  rigging;

                  oasis

               

               
                  particulars;

                  the intercom

                  transmits the burbles

                  of the water coolers;

                  the portables

                  succumb

               

               
                  to interference,

                  mucking

                  an aural

                  clearance.

                  As for our morale,

                  it’s bucking

               

               
                  peace offers

                  which cloy

                  women’s pity.

                  A soldier suffers

                  every city

                  but Hanoi,

               

               
                  resigned

                  to that outré

                  sort of tact

                  one shows the blind.

                  There is the pact

                  of dismay,

               

               
                  the nuisance

                  congratulations,

                  the Honolulu marriage 27

                  of insouciance

                  with air age

                  impatience;

               

               
                  then quiet:

                  it enters in

                  dispatches;

                  recondite

                  pencil scratches

                  on onionskin

               

               
                  distance

                  the comradery.

                  Someone leaves to shower

                  dentist’s hands’

                  pinkness and power

                  into his body,

               

               
                  shedding his Brattleboro

                  Vermont

                  News,

                  which no one may borrow,

                  and whose

                  account

               

               
                  of early frost

                  sanctions hope

                  of knuckles bitten

                  and fingers crossed

                  in a mitten.

                  Envelope

               

               
                  glue on his spit,

                  a Fauve 28

                  works a sketch

                  around the slit

                  he cannot stretch

                  the hymen of.

               

               
                  He draws woodpeckers

                  smoking cigales,

                  copies cartoon characters

                  in lacquers

                  on Amtrak doors

                  from decals

               

               
                  on the gimmick

                  vorpal

                  plastic rifle butt

                  trying to mimic

                  walnut.

                  Rains topple

               

               
                  the terminal

                  men’s room masonry

                  and slake

                  the urinal

                  camphor cake.

                  The visionary

               

               
                  builds his stasis

                  around some token,

                  afraid

                  eyeglasses

                  wormed from Medicaid

                  will get broken 29

               

               
                  to uncork

                  a tunnel,

                  where he’ll find

                  pork
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