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SUNSET ON 14TH STREET



I don’t want to sound unreasonable


but I need to be in love immediately.


I can’t watch this sunset


on 14th Street by myself.


Everyone is walking fast


right after therapy, texting back


their lovers orange hearts


and unicorns—it’s insane to me.


They’re missing this free sunset


willingly! Or even worse


they’re going home to cook


and read this sad poem online.


Let me tell you something,


people have quit smoking.


They don’t get drinks


but they juice. There are


way too many photos


and most all of us look better


in them than we do in life.


What happened? This is


truly so embarrassing!


I want to make a case


for 1440 minutes every day


where we stop whatever else


is going on and look each other


in the eyes. Like dogs.


Like morning newspapers


in evening light. So long!


So much for this short drama.


We will die one day


and our cheap headlines


won’t apply to anything.


The internet will be forgotten.


All the praise and pandering.


I’d really rather take a hike


and by the way, I’m gay.


The sunset too is homosexual.


At least today, between


the buildings which are moody


and the trees (which honestly)


they look a bit unhealthy here.


They’re anxious. They’re concerned.


They’re wondering why


I’m broke and lonely


in Manhattan—though of course


I’ll never say it—and besides


it’s almost spring. It’s fine.


It’s goth. Hello! The truth is


no one will remember us.


We’re only specks of dust


or one—one speck of dust.


Some brutes who screamed


for everything to look at us.


Well, look at us. Still terrible


and awful. Awful and pretending


we’re not terrible. Such righteous


saints! Repeating easy lines,


performing our great politics.


It’s just so very boring,


the real mystery in fact


is how we managed to make room


for love at all. Punk rock,


avant-garde cinema.


I love you, reader


but you should know


the sunset’s over now.


I’m standing right in front of


Nowhere bar, dehydrated


and quite scared


but absolutely willing


to keep going. It makes sense


you do the same. It’s far


too late for crying and quite


useless too. You can be sad


and still look so good. You can


say New York is beautiful


and it wouldn’t be a headline


and it wouldn’t be a lie.


Just take a cab and not the 6,


it’s never once in ten years


been on time. It’s orbiting


some other world


where there are sunsets


every hour and no money


and no us—that’s luck!


The way to get there


clearly wasn’t written down.


Don’t let that stop you though.


Look at the sky. Kiss everyone


you can for sure.










I











LIVING ON EARTH



Part of the celestial sky known as the sea.


Where there’s little of Earth


and nothing of us as these forms.


In the animal soup of time beside the Water Bearer


and the Great River. They’re up there for the lost


with Polaris. In the oceans. At home.


In your own body which is mostly water


and mostly not yours. Not even tonight


while you’re in it. When another body


sleeps alongside all your want.


What does the moon know of our language,


our care for its perceived loneliness


which may be its one joy.


Where would you find love if not on the earth?


As if we should be permitted elsewhere.


As if we understand our own wars,


our reasons for fleeing, forgetting—


the history we do not allow ourselves to imagine


and the lives we refuse to know,


which are often our own. I think of you here,


where you haven’t been in years.


There’s a flaw in the wood of the door


or my own madness that welcomes the wind


although it is summer, although I am winter.


You could see the sea from the desert


on a night when no one comes to harm you,


an evening when bombs go off somewhere as planned.


We could be letters. Sent here


to warn each other of a much better time.


We could be no one. And for nothing.


For what?










DARK MATTER



The living looking for eternity


don’t know eternity is brief.


A favorite thing about being alive


or other questions no one asks me,


and it would be knowing people.


Knowledge through time.


What’s the name of that hour in the day


where no matter our planned futures


everything is full of nothing


as the world is full of people


without reason other than small chance.


You are tired and most singular


in the middle of the afternoon


when seeing you on the street


(and not in a bedroom) reminds me you’re real,


allowing me to begin the rest of this poem.


Because life isn’t enough


which is unbelievable to the fog, sea,


or anything lucky to be


without our incurable consciousness.


Vanishing. A once-orange leaf that’s been


left in a book. The silver handles


of the casket as it’s lowered into the earth.


People’s mistakes. Dark matter.


The sky just before evening.


One boat in the Atlantic.


A handful of balloons going all the way up.


The few places in the world where it’s raining


as you read this. As I write this.


As I read this out loud and somewhere


what is expected does not return.


The last lamp in an old house.


How I’m not sure if I’d like to end on an image


of someone turning it on, turning it off.


Silences. Between the waves and beneath them.


People’s mistakes. People’s mistakes.










1969



The summer everyone left for the moon


even those yet to be born. And the dead


who can’t vacation here but met us all there


by the veil between worlds. The No. 1 song


OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Sunset on 14th Street



		I



		Living on Earth



		Dark Matter



		1969



		Waiting at Stonewall



		Time



		Love



		Once



		June



		River Phoenix



		Summer Solstice



		July



		The Sun



		New Moon



		August











		II



		My Secret



		Impermanence



		Golden Record



		Rehearsals



		September



		Pale Blue Dot



		Zenith



		October



		Yes



		No



		November



		Full Moon



		A True Account of Talking to the Moon at Fire Island



		More











		III



		Having a Diet Coke with You



		For the Critics



		New York



		Weldon Kees



		December



		Poem for the Reader



		Winter Solstice



		January



		LSD



		Poem Composed on a Ouija Board



		February



		Places I’ve Contemplated Suicide or Sent Nudes From



		Ether











		IV



		Rehearsals for Utopia



		Orlando



		American Life



		Blue Marble



		March



		History



		The Weather of Our Lives



		April



		Immortality



		Poem without God



		May



		Suddenly, Summer



		To Everything



		Notes for My Funeral











		V



		Poem Written in a Cab











		Notes



		Acknowledgments



		About the author











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start













		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117











OEBPS/images/title.png
ALEX
DIMITROV

LOVEAND
OIHER
POEMS

corsair B poetry





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
‘Practically embodies the phrase “breath of fresh air™’
The New York Times

ALEX
DIITRO






