A Man (II)


A man had walked a long way by himself.
It was dark, and only a few city lamplights lit his way now.
The sidewalk was wet and the water stood in grimy puddles.
His canvas shoes were wet, too, and his head hung down to meet them.
He dragged his feet through January.
He was cold.
Groomed only by grime and alcohol.

And he wore the rags of outsourcing.
A crisp gray woolen suit, 
a starched white shirt,
a pressed tie,
polished black shoes,
a thick leather wallet
with pictures,
shiny cufflinks,
and change jingling in a pants pocket
were only a memory blurred by a bottle of
too much failure.
Some days he could remember the tie,
but now it was an odd thin hat that kept falling off his head, other times it was a weird too-short belt.  On sunny days he could recall the cufflinks polished to an unreal brightness by someone.  Today he had visions of whiteness.  A dress shirt white as snow stretched, enlarged, became a billowing, milky sail in perpetual motion, there was a salty sea breeze, then he was falling into bed, a soft bed, and hundreds of white cotton sheets enveloped him, flapping cozily around him, playfully, just like that softest woman used to do, making his bed with him in it, and in his nose he could taste the smell again of the sun and the fresh air from sheets that shook out what they’d taken in of pine trees, green grass, warm summer sun, clean breezes, red and yellow flowers, and the rich earth.

In a black tower that glitters even at night, at 7 o'clock someone important is still screaming into a phone, standing healthy and tall in a large, bright square of light that is one of a million windows, his clean shirt sleeves rolled up.

Our man shuffles under him.
Unflustered by market forces.
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Adulthood

I am what’s left in the bottom of the bowl when the cereal is gone.

I’m the cluttered milk with its debris of obligation;

I’m trapped in a low-fat, high-in-appointments existence.

No, no Lucky Charms for me.

Well, I say I’m trapped,

but, if the bowl were a bird,

I could be a fairy riding one of those black creatures my daughter,

hopelessly six, sees escape from the trees in clouds of pepper

in one loud clap of wings,

all those feathers racing towards some magical destination in her mind,

while I linger in the land of Cornflakes.
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Ode to the Mississippi of Yearning


Like a languid, wild water
is opaque 

and Mississippi-wide,
the heart searches for those who can help it become 

unbroken,


while the omniscient ego made of the best wood and bright paint
carries useless certainty to places you can find on
maps.
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Never fear your English professor.


Fear the lion crouched behind the bush
of your own laziness.
Fear its awful leavings of
cuteness.
Fear the complacency that can eat
you raw
and without chewing.
In maybe three gulps.
Fear instead these red teeth of your own 

thoughtless, drop-dead-gorgeous
youth.
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