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apocalypse, n. /!!p!k!l"ps/ 
Forms:  ME–16 apocalips(e, ME 

appocalyppce, appocalipse, ME apocolyps, 
apocolips, (ME pocalyps), ME–17 apocalyps, 
15 apocalippis, appocalypse, 15– apocalypse. 

Etymology:  < Latin apocalypsis , < Greek 
"#$%&'()*+,-,./,01,23450.,6,"#$%7'8#9:*;,to 
uncover, disclose, < "#<,011,=,%7'8#9:*;,40,

cover. 
 

 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

“I have heard what the talkers were talking, the talk of the  
beginning and the end # 

But I do not talk of the beginning or the end. # 
There was never any more inception than there is now, # 
Nor any more youth or age than there is now, # 
And will never be any more perfection than there is now, # 
Nor any more heaven or hell than there is now.” 

    -- Walt Whitman, “Song of Myself”  



M a r g i e   S a r s f i e l d 
 

 

From a Pier 

I’ll have to send back  
the helicopter crashing in  
the storm, Niagara falls, 
angels trumpeting 
and the shopping malls; 

I want only the still smallness of wrists,  
a sleeping dog’s twitching feet 
the places where New York gets narrow 
around South Street, and Nina Simone 
new-dawning in my head. Or the 
wrought iron weaving arms 
of wood park benches, baklava,  
violas, or venetian blinds, 

the charms of God divided into three 
or the wrong way encounter: 
excuse me 
 excuse me 
  excuse me.  
 

  



Eggs 

You’re right, there sure are a lot of ways to go about making eggs. 
But my favorite way is when I go home for Christmas and 
I’m standing in the kitchen ready to crack one open,   
then my mother comes in and says “Maggie, 
 let me make you some soft-boiled eggs like  
I made when you were a kid, with the yolks all soft  
but the outsides hard, two of those mushed up  
over buttered toast in one of the bowls with the red-and-white, 
kind-of-Dutch-looking pattern on them (of which you only  
broke three) and do you want a cup of coffee?” 
That is my favorite way to make eggs. 

 
 

Hello, Sailor 

 
You aren't a minute late 
from the sea. 
You and me. 
Back from the blue. 
Me and you: 
a pair to tear 
like seaweed  
from cold hair— 
 
bad fish, bad bait 
no faith to sate  
my anemic state, 



no meat left 
on your licked plate; 
 
fall, now, we have ‘til spring 
to hear you sing 
of the things you’ll bring: 
a crown of string, 
a cedar swing, 
a reddened wing, 
a wedding ring. 

 
For now, come: 
    rum, some? 
yes, some 
    more, some? 
just some 
    you lost some 
i won some 
    love me some 
touch me some 
    let’s save some 
   for the morning. 
 

 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Every Minute Particular is Holy” 
-- William Blake, Jerusalem 



M a u r i c i a   M u l l i n g s 

 

Untitled 
 

It all started under my bunk bed. 
A three-floor town house fit for me 

A girl cave one day draped up 
Bound around my Simba sheets 

Bald Barbie dolls pitched to the ground 
Belly crawl into the ebony space beneath 

Muffled sneezes blew— and blew my cover. 
Grown folk started to look for me 

And I’d go deaf when I heard my name 
End up asleep with the dust family. 

Here, I got heavy with memories for the future. 
My baby mind remembered I would be a poet to come. 

 
 
 
  



Untitled 
 

Half asleep 
I asked my mother 

to cut my hair 
scissor away 

my skinny hollow mane 
begin the resurrection 

of my curls 
frame my face 

with 
kinky 

  nappy knotness— 
happily 

she snipped 
sliced 

carved away at my crown 
already dead 

strands 
fly 

float 
and sink 

stick to skin 
coils flower up 

spiral out 
of soil 

and introduce myself to me 
  



the pretty revolutionary 
 
under my sheets 
we go back 
and back about 
Jesus Christ 
you pull violently 
from me— 
with respect 
to how he pulled 
away from us, we 
construct a covenant to come 
back beso bombs explode 
over my face 
we soar over Caribbean 
Sea me drinking oyster juice 
counting starfish 
let us pass through 
this sudden rightness 
shit 
swamp me 
and this world with peace 
lilies 
and hope 
to catch the 
cadence of these 
words 
  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
“The revolution will not be televised.” 

-- Gil Scott-Heron   



D i a m o n d   B r a d l e y 
 
 
The Treestain 
 
We trickle down the bark 
Shouting for survival 
In colors such 
As the Black 
Wall Street 
And Red 
Summers. As I stand  
Next to Jim 
Crows caw and caw 
At the stench of burned black 
On browned wood. 
What would it take to freeze 
This fire? 
 
Eject 
This hate? 
 
They got away with murders 
And still do today with our burgers 
Chicken spots and hamhocks 
Like the slops fed 
To slaves after 
A hard month’s work 
Eating what the Masters’ 
Left over. 
 
I was born an occupier. 
Walk in my Cap-toe's! 
 



Feel my 400 year hunger 
Bearing the 400 year pain 
And womb poisoning. 
The most  
They will fear is food 
Poisoning. 
Camping out on Wall Street 
Cooking 
With the same fire that cheffed up 
Greenwood Avenue. 
 
Crisp skin 
Chipped nails and dragged backs 
Necks forced into corkscrews 
And throats in rope wrung  
wet scarlet. 
 
For interviews we are told to shave 
And our women have 
To make their hair behave 
straight. And narrow 
From Pharoahs 
And Kings. 
To pawns 
Until we become the power 
On this white and black 
Board. 
 
Check... 
 

 
  



Black Snowflake 
 
If I hold my black snowflake 
Won’t it melt? Won’t my warmth  
Remove its stealth? 
Should I freeze it? 
To make this night  
In my hand last? 
 
But first sparkle and shimmer  
Like a dark glacier  
Glazed  
With stolen temperature 
From aged Novembers 
 
If I kiss it, 
Won’t it slush me? 
 
The delicate caress made me 
Care more. 
Stars shone in her dusk homes, 
Surrounded by white  
Like the token black   
That contact never lacks 
 
My noir frost 
Has light skin and an afro. 
I’m stuck in her still 
Spider web, 
Spinning a joyous gloom 
And feeding me spoonfuls 
Of a luminous future 
 
Fine. 
Combing these nappy feelings 



Crawling in my cool heat. 
 
F 
A 
            L 
                     L  
 I 
                              N 
          G  
 
Intact ‘til the black 
Snowflake melts on 
The tongue. 
 
 
 
 
Childhood Spaces 
 
Don’t you know, 
That darkness played my haven 
Read the script beautifully 
When imagination was new 
To me.  I skimmed my sleep’s  
Eulogy and drifted. 
 
Two crutches lunge 
Over my bed under 
A sheet where my head 
Gave my pillow craters. 
A frontal lobe Frisbee 
Tossing and turning like  
Pies by Luigi 
Or the clock on my cable box 
Tock. 



 
Tickets to my mind’s show 
Were all mine  
As my 
Brother watched the dirty tapes 
I escaped 
From the sheltering world 
To my world as my shelter. 
 
Inside my sheer veil was vaster 
Than a step from my twin 
Onto my cloudy housing tiles 
Through the giant metal door  
With the twisting gold bulb 
And into the concrete streets 
That liquor shards made  
obsidian. 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“Break # 
 Your poem # 

  Like you would break a grapefruit. # 
  Make # 
  It go to sleep for you #” 

-- Jack Spicer,  “For Harvey”  



N a n c y   P a g á n 
 

 
Reverent Advice  
 
Rode a motorcycle  
past Francisco Bay and 
the mountains of Tibet.  
Stopped and spoke  
to my dead sister  
Amelia Piñero. 
Held a statue of 
Santa Barbara in one hand, 
dagger in the other. 
“Tell me who are your friends, 
And I’ll tell you who you are.” 
I offered her un bonbon and  
went on my way.  I passed El Museo 
saw a sign that said:   
sounds passing through righteousness 
listless sleepless nights  
                         I remembered 
in life advice she never offered. 
Sped through the country,  
felt like a snail, stopped, picked 
one daisy and met with Jack Kennedy. 
We shared un mojito and began to 
ovulate, I loosened my brassiere  
and read “The Little Witch.” 
 
 
 
  



 
Blessings from Abuela 
 
Abuela Negra whose womb  
wept sixteen and bosom  
buried the silent eight, 
creased hands clapped  

         la plena  
sang songs of 
simple wisdom. 
Abuela  esa Negra 
lived in a large house 
made of  Madera,  
lullabies rained on   
a tin roof. She smiled  
behind mosquito nets,  
lit melted folds of white wax 
and never saw a city. 
Abuela, mi Negra 
hugs of lavender,   
kisses of Agua Florida, 
smoked cigars  
in her scented garden, 
wore a kerchief on her head  

no hair 
sweet sueños always 
sat in her rocking chair,  
ate caldo con yuca 
can’t chew  

        no teeth. 
Y que come la nena? 

Mojo with pana! 
at least once a week. 
Bendición Abuela,  

         Bendición. 



Fuck Youuuuu Ryan, Now You Say It . . . 
 
stroll through reams of Skrabalak,  
his knead was not like mine  

unlike my mind 
his heart in rhythm with his meter  
afflicted with Rita 

found faint music for Nancita 
We’re On Holiday on the bottom back drawer 
yellow tape polaroid photos touched too often 

greeting cards old ornaments 
strung together with thin thread read: 
“late afternoon ginger tea glittering room”   
how the hell did he know it was Mamita’s favorite? 
her stove always welcomed our hunger  
warm winter wish:  hot cocoa and asopao 
unpaid bills steep tea  
stacked 
  on Margie’s slant shelves 
guineos amarillos pan con queso 
grease splattered spots black bottom pots  
like rings on a tree that tell how old 
“no hay goddamn Brillo to get that out” 
words in Skrabalakanzas,  
a knead  not like mine  
knew his route home by backyard 
and powered through stanzas 
download blank document 
speckled with peppered spice  
as lost as the kid from Kansas 
I plow plot play  
pray for memories  
try to remember the aroma 
of her yellow rice, ajo  y cebolla. 

  



 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Someone is standing  
in every doorway,  
someone is being born, 

    or the one I love is waiting for me,  
and as I walk by 
things 
ask me to sing them” 

-- Pablo Neruda, “The Invisible Man” 
 
  



R y a n   S k r a b a l a k 
 

 

I Send Two Sunsets 
 
Pink-springing forth 
for her, drunk 
with a pair of shears  
and elation—together 
leaping frogs’ tongues 
from the mini-van to yellow  
buzzsaws blowing sun- 
flowers.  Kill the lights left 
the radio on classic rock  
door open.   Adam and Tanner  
and I on lookout for cops  
while she snips hairy  
husks, hears the tart- 
toothed snap of them tripping  
over Queen Anne’s lace, grinning 
stratus clouds double-fisting  
two bouquets proud  
blooming from her fists 
we peel out.  You’re speeding 
she says down Route 335 
past the glum-white farm 
arms dusted-blonde pollen. 
That was my mother. 
 
 
  



 
Illuminations 
 
sensei dan said if you’re ever lost and alone 
 in new york city act crazy— 
quebecois on 1st avenue vending christmas 
 trees soft light saturday night 
bought a vibrator doesn’t go out no more 
 irish goodbye east 9th street 
alan the warbird with stomach of bombs 
 seven malt likkers deep 
slinking to f train second avenue peaches  
 radiate in korean mart 
opposite perch’d plaid black coffee geezer distant 
 mcdonald’s miserable glow 
o new york obese sequinn’d hooker where I am  
 sick of every radio tuned hot 97 
how harmony visits weekly with red chucks 
 chinese makeup. 
kids shuttling river sailing downtown silver 
 trains to drink beer  
scratching paper bag renga macdonough street 
 deli awning menthol cloud  
because sprung to white impulses below womb-moon  
 warm upholster’d valleys of couches 
laughing television 7am if I don’t die 
 soon I will need a nap. 
 

December 4, 2011, 6:45am 
 
 
  



Deli 
 
Depends on what 
I need—beer beans  
coconut crème Drano birthday candles 
lightbulbs Muenster cheese aspirin 
 
Walked in—Halsey Food Corp 
 (at Patchen Ave) 
marbled cat dozing 
 on lentils yawning  

MISS HAITI feline 
 
Came here for two Genny ‘screamers 
 (what Mom and Dad called them) and 
Bag of salt and vinegar chips but  
O rainbow rolled  
 façade of lotto tickets! Boiled peanuts on high, GOYA  
 seraphim! Sad basket of spuds pocked green with buds!  
 What flamboyant candies frame the serious clerk! Sheik-shrieks  
 jangly Berber chords of Cairo pop songs! We accept EBT  
 of course! Frosted Drake’s cakes nuclear winter relics! What bright- 
 humming cold thrones of beers and sodas! The mewing tabby! Cheeses 
 in velveteen capes of mold! Alien jars of pickles! Neighborhood 
 drunks and baseheads! Braided girls with nickels! Mentholated  
 everything! Sidewalk skinny jean dweebs buying looseys!  
 Phone cards to Haiti and Barbados! Pork cracklins like old men’s ears! 
 Budget ibuprofen and single diapers! Coconut water good for  
 your daughter! O dusty black-eyed peas canned bodega bodhisattvas!  
 Stale orange-beaked orbs of coffee! Ridiculous teddy bears 
 and country vistas on detergents! Cardboard box foot-mats! Scab- 
 kneed boys with lime freezies! Cigarettes tucked in ears! Bombs  
 of piss-colored malt liquor! Dixie cups stuffed with ice! Pills 
 for your dick! Styrofoam colonnades of French fries! The whir 
 of the meat slicer! The fresh crinkle of potato chips! The grungy 
 nonstop ding from the door! The shuck of 20’s spitting from ATMs!  
 



O New York City! Who says  
 This town’s headed to shit? He bags my beer, gives me matches 
On Halsey Street I am reeling  
  voodoo! Amusement   
Park for the soul, the brain,   Good God!  What chores, these? 
 Brooklyn! Some day 
    I will leave you 
      while you sleep 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

“Now the poet has to work 
in the excitingness of pure being; 
he has to get back that intensity 

into the language.” 
--Gertrude Stein, 1935 



C e l i a   V a r g a s 
 

good form 
 

i was told 
never will you have 
good form. 
fair or no? 
i did 
bind to this, 
from the stilts of wooden ivory   
a wobble of unsteady jolts  
seize in point 
in points 
then i 
realize i was  
cold from all 
the talk about  
form. 
Sail on 
a ruddy 
riviera, 
fight  

 Erinyes, 
 the petty ones  

the pauper Orestes 
 paid to pagans—for form, 
 silent black things 
 they were. But i fought, 
 just like a man made well ought, 



 i was told 
 never will you have 
 good form—this is true, 
  but I was never told to stop fighting for it.       
 

 

If You Knew 

 
If you knew your world 
would burn, would you cry? 
Would the things left  
on the kitchen counter matter? 
Would you count grains of rice  
to know all there is 
and finally sleep with both eyes  
closed, deep in dreams, your back  
healthy and perfect? I’ll help. 

Your world will burn. 
Your world is burning every day. 



Et Quo Tempore 
 
ice cubes chip and clink  
  in the glass 
clear cool sweat down slim frames 
 just ice in a glass 
but all the ways ice made  
 water cold and a home 
that was worth the wait, the feel 

of a heavy down tongue ache 
of strain of want of brows 
 surly drawn on warm faces 
lets make casseroles pot pies  
 call the electric company  
we want the lights off our bodies young  
 consumption over sheets 
the doctor makes house calls easy 
 as bees-knees feel that blow 
of whispers and nips just at the tips barely  
 reach don’t even bother to 
find the cool side of the mat just flow 
 low and grasp at icelandic speech 
that makes me swoon in moons  
 reminds me of the time when 
such in as much as i can remember times 
 times and times again home is where 
the genii lie awake at night the dread of paterfamilias 
 over the surface over your head over bills 
post none on the table the condensation will wet ‘em 
 and cry over spills, home is where you make  
your ice and love and bite and you’re never sorry 



 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 

“The actor is 
A metaphysician in the dark, twanging 
An instrument, twanging a wiry string that gives  
Sounds passing through sudden rightnesses” 

-- Wallace Stevens, “Of Modern Poetry” 
  



G e o r g e   d e l   V a l l e 
 
 
 
the phenomenon of engaging poetry while people are dying 
 
And right now, here, at this moment, before enjambment 
someone has twisted life’s key 
 
now the door is locked, perhaps 
for centuries, the knob rusted off  
 
gone his summer holidays, her personalized stationary-- 
what could sell was sold by the pound 
 
if kept, was worthless, its value 
accrued in airless rooms where objects become vinaigrettes 
 
I like to think they roam now 
either preening freely or getting pet or being prey 
 
living with quiddity, being the poetry 
chewing grass, flying into glass, glad in their dumbness 
 
There are seven billion pairs of feet 
sharing the same cleansing water 
 
which is one too many poems 
in ode to anonymity, all the teething art 
 
the men unafraid to wear their mistress’s bonnets (out of love!)  

and all the skull-candied children, 
all the honest diseases eating ancient wisdoms by fistfuls, that make 
 



your dead mother a dawdling deer 
of which there are only millions left 
 
so we may drive peaceably thru night 
and not fret about the flower gardens 
 
since she is the stuff, the substance, the genius of happiness! 
she that is he now, sustaining self with sips from a stream 
 
not too far from where her body 
dead as a door nail is radiant of the same vitality 
 
she used before, and how you were reading  
slipping into the stanza, going crazy with broken brain 
 
  



the thought that heats the house 
 
not one of the men is not drinking  
the moment 
with pent up thinking, with eyes in Proust 
he knows a life, something of its mirror, its voice— 
 
says genuine love is an island of sensate bone  
in reckless cellulose sea. cerberus barking 
                                                   all night the wonder 
who can remember why we ever built the house  
if the risk was noticing we’re burning. 
 
the sky  
in great  
knotted 
globs 
forsaken  
with myth,  
awaiting rain, pithy 
earth’s chaotic color 
subtleties.  
topsoil memories, 
the past, nor phenomena 
adhere to given order,  
the Homeric forests can surprise you with new life,  
can fill you with the house— 
 
you try to build new leaf, as does what’s around you: 
what was said by the spring, autumn fed, 
is only new in your head 
filled with scents of pine, freshly fallen.  
 
the stereo is the universe on replay waves 
like a river rippling when it hears itself: 



things oblige nothing but certain self 
 
if no work, the stones don’t roll 
houses come undone, 
we love 
we watch what love has done 
we love too cold to say a word 
we lose our heads in yesterday’s snow. 
 
 
 
 
study of a leaf 
 
                   1 
this: brazen end of it: spine,  
attested to the flesh 
of it, the porous underside 
of a lighter green relief 
 
spangled corners curling 
into itself in this hour 
of the season a Grecian  
murmur of autumn’s disease 
 
that will be what saves summer, 
what fleeces the root’s wool 
and wears it again 
 
as the always surprising appearance of potential, 
tightly becoming 
round bud of brilliant green facsimile 
with freshly printed errors 
splitting apex of the leaf 
 



that this species will soak rain better 
or be the red sting on the skin 
 
                 2 
 
to have been under that tree with you 
in slow crumble to our secret being 
where you came close to soil sediment 
and I, the impenetrable forest dark 
looking at the whole thing a tempestuous failure, 
striving approximations of thigh, neck 
taste of leaf: what will become 
of the body  
 
we made like kids enquiring soil the shape of just leaf, 
then the blackbird to eat a worm out of the shape 
high up in this tree, so clear to me, untenable,  
save the tremble 
at the close of its beak, the take off,  
the falling red 
a stab 
that does not bleed 
of it 
 
I remember you said love knows no fidelity 
how when we dream, we find in our wake  
depths up only to knees,  
not the wet trench, not the dry canyon 
or dark sides of the things we say with light 
when it is right to say them  
 
I was like the leaf caught between rock and stream, 
losing myself to how the words  
stuck 
 



                3 
 
I have slept  
whole Novembers at sylvan windows 
gathering the spectrum, tracing  
light’s plunge across her back 
 
she so still—not of herself,  
but in bed with thought of death  
and me 
there, words making welts burst  
across my body senses of sacrament, writs 
to test the figures of all her earthly form 
 
as the nonsense of desire was 
molding, ripening, eating 
the leaf that  
crowned our sex  
 
down to the it of 
life’s impassability to tell me how 
sounds became words became pages  
when we are still leaves of grass to be 
 
              4 
 
Filamentous 
round leaf bearing  
time as cool waves from  
occident to orient all day long—this is 
how the spreading of it  
blooms belief, the 
gymnospermal genera essence, 
at the least,  
                                  of it.  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

“A poem is energy transferred  
from where the poet got it  

(he will have some several causations),  
by way of the poem itself to,  

all the way over to, the reader. Okay.” 
-- Charles Olson, “Projective Verse”  



J o r d a n   E.  F r a n k l i n 
 
To Nancy  
 
My dreams bloomed  
in a church last night, 
spread bare on its 
marble floors  
frost white and still 
shielding the parishioners 
from the quakes 
of my body— 
marrow tithing tossed about 
reverberate off the steeple 
made from your smile 
and I wept  
against the caresses 
of your words, 
shivered at the chanting, 
layer upon layer  
of incense scarring 
my nostrils, recalling 
the little girl in me 
spilling: Ayudame, 
Ayudame  
scared that her soul 
is cursed to spout scratched 
brain tissue as Hers did 
and does no longer. 
 
At that time 
in a younger,  
foolish flesh 
I dared not to remember— 



I dared not to speak 
or hear her screams 
echoing dissonance 
off the ornate  doors 
and I ran 
from that faith. 
 
Now, my dreams have 
returned to me— 
revived the temples  
of my skull, 
threw open the doors 
and baptized me  
in tongues 
I had long forgotten. 
 
I dropped my knees 
against the floors— 
felt all the old eyes 
of the pews cradle 
me in their irises 
and I prayed. 
 
 
 
 
The Day I Bested Salinger  
 
I met Salinger 
writing about Holden 
in Africa— 
I had no concept 
of what a writer did— 
my hands were naked, 
                   my pockets composed 



of false Washingtons  
s              g 
  m       n 
      i l i 
at my work shirt. 
All  
     I  
      could  
               bestow 
                     was  
                 a  
       tulip 
that grew in the breast 
of the Indian Ocean 
streamlined with dead fish 
gracing the bedrock. 
 
I offered it to him 
in                 peace 
but he refused, 
his eyes aflame 
like nuclear fission 
and he howled out sounds 
both coy and harsh 
as if the Pythagorean theorem 
settled in his diaphragm 
and birthed p 
u     z      z        
    l    e      s 
for him to s 
                   p 
                   i 
                   t 
but lucky for me 
George Carlin taught me 



how to sift 
through bullshit—spelunking 
through the noise 
so I  
opened  
my  
mouth 
to try again 
“Hajime Mashite?” 
He poised himself  
to kill me with words 
but I drew first and spoke 
until my tongue 
became an AK-47 
r   i  d d li n g his body 
with ars poetica 
deep from the soul— 
 
And SHIT! 
He was speechless 
and wide eyed 
s 
h 
e 
d 
d 
i 
n 
g fear like 
a damn rabbit— 
frying the coke 
with tears and resignation 
eyes beady like Reeses cups 
no one would touch. 
 



So he d 
           o 
          w 
          n 
          e 
          d 
his anus butter bullshit 
and told me a dime  
store proverb: 
 
“The Mighty Goat 
cannot shave his  
own balls 
without help.” 
 
in a drunkard’s dialect 
he conceded. 
 
The w     v 
           a         s 
                   e 
passing through 
sudden rightnesses 
called to me. 
I waded to my boat 
and bowed to him 
still young 
 
And sailed away… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



On the Long Drive Back From Oswego (To Joshua)  
 
I remember that day, 
when winter seemed 
to reach the pinnacle 
of forever. 
The ground was solid muscle 
streaked pearl white 
while the skies bled gold 
towards the horizon 
emblazoned with wooden veins— 
my lungs filled 
with gobbledygook straight 
from the smallness 
of a Sarsfield poem 
 
That day, if George 
were to have said 
that God’s tears 
formed the limitless rivers 
and his turned shoulders 
reduced them to frost 
I would believe anything. 
 
Silence filled my mouth 
with pennies 
reminiscent of Mauricia’s  
first kiss, 
gullet filled with  
Pagan’s lion’s roar 
thrashing my insides 
the cold leaving  
Diamond’s red finger blood 
in my chapped palms 
obliterating the need 



for food or sleep. 
 
I ponder what to say 
to you as we drive 
speakers and ears filled 
with Kanye West’s 
retraction of D.O.A 
 
But he was mourning— 
he lost his mother 
while I was fleeing 
to mine’s arms. 
 
The car reeked 
of coffee 
I never drank, 
Gallo’s twelve steps 
Reverberating my skull: 
 
It took twelve steps 
To decide to leave 
But took five  
To reach your car. 
I didn’t look back once. 
 
Celia would say 
“carpe diem” 
but I long ago 
abandoned  
a thirst for Latin. 
 
Words can’t trek 
the foothills  
of my gratitude  
towards you 



but hopefully  
this poem will. 
 
 
  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“It begins with a lump in the throat, 
a homesickness or a lovesickness. 

It is a reaching-out toward expression.” 
-- Robert Frost   



 

A d a m   G a l l o 
 

In Like 
 

You caught fireflies 
in the church field. 

Cupped hands glowing. 
A prayer. 

You said you held 
the sun in hand. 

Hands rise 
to your mouth, 

you placed the sun 
on your tongue. 

Cheeks flamed up, 
and you swallowed 

the sun down. 
Setting in your 

stomach. 
 
 

We climbed trees together. 
Looking up 

to you, framed 
by twisted boughs and leaves, 

like pigtails hugging your body. 
You climbed higher. 

Taking the tails 
in hand, 



waving me up. 
I stayed. 

It was meant for you. 
 
 

You were leaving. 
The sun glinted 

off the car 
was lemon in my mouth. 
I held your gifted rock 

in hand. 
Exhaust creating a 

comet’s tail 
I have followed 
 every day since 

 

 

The Destructive Possibilities of an Art Installation 

Electric impulse knocks 
hollow cymbals, 
pounding into the ether 
between columns; 
my welcoming. 
I am not alone, 
connected 
by arching wires from my 
organs bowels 
to all that surrounds me. 



 
My fingers make 
the building sing. 
Rumbling rafters 
reverberate down 
halls— 
low tones in real time— 
to shake loose the 
ancient foundation 
and wake the Earth 
from sleep; stirring  
ocean tides. 
Governors Island 
is lost in the wake 
that emanates from my 
instrument. 
 
My fingers work 
the plumbing, stirring 
the forgotten horns 
of Jericho, til the walls fall. 
And we rise, finding my  
organ flies, together we 
will take the city. 
It is the power of the 
keys beneath my fingers. 
 
We transcend to play 
upon the Milky Way— 
wires whipping the stars 



into the rhythm of my desire— 
when I felt the change, the 
revolution has begun, 
and my reign was done. 
 

 

 

  



 

The Laughing Place  
 
Between two rocks 
sidling the river, 
a fort. Laughter 
echoes off upper eaves 
escaping through 
the downed tree roof. 
 
I’m a soda jerk, 
working the levers 
of unknown time, 
you are a customer 
sharing the news. 
 
The rain leaks through 
the thatched roof, trickling 
down, dampening shirts. 
The river rises, raging 
against the banks 
and over the south wall, soaking 
the counter top rock. 
 
There were times I 
went without you. 
I had no one to serve, and 
nothing to laugh at.  
 

  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

“You just go on your nerve.  
If someone's chasing you down the street  

with a knife you just run, you don't turn around 
and shout, "Give it up! I was a track star for Mineola Prep." 

       -- Frank O’Hara, “Personism” 



T i m u r   M u k h o d i n o v 
 

Thanksgiving 
 
Hail Mary full of grace  
the ceiling is filled  
with angels dangling  
by their dusty spines 
 
I kneel and feel  
my own pink fat  
slide over my hips  
and I cross myself  
 
twice in thanks  
for what I have,  
praying up into the  
blackness of the beams. 
 
 
 
 
  



Manifesto 
 
Use all you have to tell that 
there is no point in trying 
if you can’t, win over hearts 
 
leave them, there is no truth  
in people’s words; feelings and 
truths are in objects and how  
 
people use them, make the baby  
Jesus cry, deliver trainloads 
forget Hamlet, life is short 
 
eat dessert first, when you can’t  
find the words, wave your arms  
and bang the pots, grow flowers 
 
kill them and watch them rot, steady 
into the silent black soil, and don’t spill  
your tea, it’s hot. 
 
 
 
 
  



 
Customer Service 
 
Some refuse to drink milk because of its atrocities 
but forget those of fast food and financial institutions, 
and shit stinks forever and we are running out of toilet  
 
paper, to tell you the truth, I am getting older, and 
am I boring, I need to travel another country, am I 
immortal, all I talk about is drama at work, popular 
 
media does not entertain me anymore, I have nothing 
to show aside from some meager savings at a giant bank, 
should I be volunteering at a food kitchen or for homeless 
 
and you, common many in debt, smoking is no longer cool,  
listen, our children chant Reduce Reuse Recycle everything  
coated green, when you lose your mind, you will not know  
 
which inbox to look in, there is no need to be concerned 
with customer reviews, everyone does what they see fit 
with their objects, I too vent my anger on Yelp! and shop  
 
guilt free with fair trade and organic, I'm not worried 
about dying, morticians are using less embalming fluid, 
our bodies take twice as long to rot, we're still eatable 
 
way past our expiration date, still, a piece of gum spit on 
the ground will outlast a body by two hundred years at least. 
Who do we shoot, occupy what, what do you do, I am an  
 
aspiring- I wait on tables too, that's fine, where is my heart  
attack, fuck my Nuva Ring, where is my land my buttermilk  
my honey, order up! 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

“Being anti-traditional 
is just as corny  

as being traditional.” 
-- Willem de Kooning 

 

 

 

 




