
The Happiest Place on Earth 
 
you were a child! 
      A child of blue! 
      Playing pin the tail on the donkey's ass, 
      only to find a tail pinned to your own ass. 
 
you were a child! 
     A child of America! 
     And even with your curly hair, 
             with your black eyes,  
           with your pouty lips, 
                   with your crooked nose, 
                   with your big hands, 
you sang, in your little Moscow voice,  
       
      " Amerika!" 
      
you tripped steeping off the boat, fell, and scraped your knee. 
 
you were a child! 
     A child of the world! 
     And it is a small world. 
 
     i may be Japanese, 
     i may be Russianese, 
     i may be Italianese, 
     i may be Americanese. 
 
     i do have dirty knees. 
 
     It's a very small world. 
 
you were a child! 
      a child of wonder! 
      a child of tea and cakes and pretty dresses and blue, blue eyes and golden hair     
      and white rabbits and cheshire cats and caterpillars and riddles and rhymes  
      and smoke and walrus' and silly songs and hatters and mustard and madness! 
 
 
you were a child! 
     A child of the city! 
 
     But 
 
     they sent you to Auntie Winnie in the summer. 
     In the summer you were a bad girl, a very bad girl.  
 
     Sitting all day with your hands in the honey jar, 
 
     sucking and sucking and sucking good good honey. 
 
you were a child! 
     A child of a puppeteer,  
     the finest in all the world! 
 



    
 
  He has us all on strings; we cannot break free. 
 
you were a child! 
       A child of mirrors and glass! 
 
       Pig heart,  
       black heart, 
 
       go to sleep. 
        
       you'll never last. 
 
you were a child! 
       A child of lullabies! 
       A child of raw lamb's wool. 
 
       you would weave and weave and weave and weave 
 
       Ah! 
       i've pricked my finger! 
 
       i've fallen asleep. 
 
you were a child! 
      A child of a ruined kingdom. 
      A child of a ruined king. 
      An old old king, a crazy king, a liar. 
       
      And you, you tried! Oh, you tried to break free! 
      you left your slipper on many a stair,  
      But He found out, 
      And He threw that slipper as you took flight,         
      and He missed and hit the wall. 
      And humpty dumpty had a great fall.  
      He had a great fall He had a great fall He had a great fall. 
 
you were a child! 
      A child of midnight, 
      and dreams, 
      and good people. 
 
      What happened to you?  
 
      Well, nothing. Nothing at all.  
 
     A bippity boppity boo! 
 
     my carriage comes! 
     And i will be beautiful. 
     i will beautiful 
     and You,  
     You will find me beautiful. 

 



 
 
 

Caught 
 

I. 
 

Now, Heart don’t have eyes. It is then safe to say that Heart cannot see. Heart is 
blind. Heart is blind and he cannot be trusted. 

Well, one day Heart decided he did not care for wine; he preferred straight vodka 
and dim light and black coffee. So he quit his job and moved Downtown. He met a girl 
named Venus there. And she seduced him. She seduced him real, real good. And he 
became weak. 

 
O’  

How 
quick  

  is  
love! 
 

Well, needless to say she dumped him. She dumped him for this kid named 
Adonis who was the lead singer of this folk band called “Desire” or something like that. 
And needless to say, Heart became very bitter, and very angry. His blood boiled all 
through the night. He couldn’t sleep. He was thirsty. 

So that Friday after, Heart ran up the fires escape up to Venus’ apartment and 
crawled in through the kitchen window and got a big old carving knife out of the 
dishwasher. He slipped into Venus’ bedroom and found her fast asleep and he just went 
right over to her and shot his knife into her, right into her chest and he reached in and 
found nothing but empty space. Venus woke up and looked down at her chest and you 
know what she did? She looked up, right into Heart’s eyes, and she laughed. 
She laughed! She got up and slipped out of her chemise and pulled out her sewing kit and 
stitched up her breast with a ruby thread. She said, ” Now I’ll have stitches to show what 
I’m missing.” And she got back into bed and fell asleep. 

And Heart is just standing there, empty handed, covered in Love’s blood, with a 
bewildered look on his face and nothing to say. So he left her room and went into the 
kitchen and out the window and down the fire escape and got on the train and got off at 
Times Square and waltzed right into the middle of the intersection of 43rd Street, 7th 
Avenue, and Broadway, and he stood there and he held up his red hands to the sky until 
the NYPD came down and arrested him and threw him in the psych ward where he was 
given a clean white room where no one would ever hurt him again.  

 
 
 

That was the day heart stopped beating. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 

Venus as a Holdout Middle-Aged Spinster 
 
 
 
 
 
A woman in a shapeless dress will make love to a man just because she can she likes to 
have the affirmation that she has authority she likes power being capable of enticement 
she thinks herself seductive she thinks herself a hunter a player and she’s addicted to the 
game what she doesn't realize however is that she’s under his control the next morning 
he’ll wake early before her leave her have breakfast in the Village head home and take a 
shower put on his $90 suit get on the train to go to work where he’ll meet a stunning 
woman wearing a fresh pressed white button down blouse short tight gray pencil skirt  
and Prada pumps  lips red nails red hair red Harvard educated two degrees one in law one 
in business and he’ll make arrangements to meet her that evening for cocktails where 
they’ll talk and discover and uncover how much they have in common so much so that 
they’ll finish each other’s sentences at dinner at the 24 hour diner he used to frequent 
with his papa and mama and they order the same thing without even discussing the menu 
prior a coincidence surely but they’ll attribute it to fate and ultimately enter into a 
whirlwind romance he takes her to France and proposes in front of the Venus de Milo and 
yes she said yes and yes I will yes 10 years later two beautiful girls burst forth from her 
fertile uterus two flowers blooming wild and strong and she’s the top lawyer at her firm 
she goes to yoga every afternoon she chauffeurs the girls to and from school soccer 
practice and ballet and comes home to cook meals without carbohydrates, caffeine,  or 
artificial sweeteners and he golfs on Sundays a real family man they say a born salesmen 
a good wholesome Lutheran meanwhile shapeless dress woman is sitting up wide awake 
at 3 AM on a Tuesday in her studio at the edge of Harlem 32 already gray adjunct faculty 
drinking whiskey straight a little drunk dancing in her underwear and 13 year old t-shirt 
reciting Hamlet’s soliloquies aloud and then channeling her own mother spilling her 
drink as she goes on pointe she slurs sweets to the sweet sweets to the sweet sweets to the 
sweet and in the  whiskey blood on the floor grows her flower a purple flower checkered 
with white unaware she tramples it and continues dancing.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Expectations  
 
1. 
 
 We are simple. 
Love is simple.  
  
How can love be simple?  
  
Our hatred is our love.  
  
And i,  
i’ve said too much. 
  
And there is no end to idiocy of the human heart.  
And, you know,  i really believe that my poems are just your voice speaking.  
  
2.  
 
Dearest, 
                                                                                                                                     i 
would say 
                                                                                                       There is so much  
we are the flowers that grow:                                                                                          to 
say  
  
                                                                                                       so much that i want to 
say and i  
  
only to be trampled 
on.                                                                                                     never 
  
                                                                                                                                  will.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
In Ninevah 

 
 

Follow me, I will make you fishers of men. 
 
 

I.  men will leave their good homes in the evenings and go out into the fields. 
     fields of fish. 
 
   filled with fresh fish and sweet wine, 
               they swim. 
 
     blessed is the man that goes out into the field! 
 
II.   cursed is the Man who returns from the field. 
       where do you all come from? 
       arriving here with your hair wet and your shirts wet and your tongues wet? 
       Hallelujah! 
       Blessed is the man with lies on his tongue! 
 
III.   ive something to say, 
        i've gone fishing. 
  i've a hundred hooks, baited well. and i,  
   i've a good look.  
 
 
1V.   we sit together to sup and to feast and to sup and to feast and to sup and to feast! 
 
  loaves of warm bread and mountains of fish! Seas of fish! 
   
              baked fish fried fish oven-roasted fish pan-seared fish broiled fish oiled fish 
steamed fish smoked    

  fish raw fish fish with butter fish with lemon fish with garlic fish with pineapple 
fish with                         
    vegetables fish with rice fish in a creamy mushroom reduction fish in a teriyaki 
sauce fish stew      
      fish jambalaya fish gumbo fish and chips a fish taco a fish sandwich!  

 
  this is all easily said; 
   i am overfed.    
 
V.    they've proclaimed a miracle! 
   fish and bread and wine! 
                 i threw myself right into the sea and you,  
  



 
 
   you had me.  
 
VI.    there is something awful in the way the husband moves. 
   there is something awful in the way the wife moves. 
   there is nothing awful in the way the fish moves. 
   the fish swims free. 
 
 
VII.     in the days when there was no king in Israel i had myself a man. 
    all the fish in the sweet Nile died! 
    how dare he?! How dare he?! 
    taking all the pretty little fishies from me! 
 
VIII.     i pulled a fish from the river and i kissed him on the lips 
    the fish gave birth  
      and died. 
    the dead fish's spawn wailed violently. 
    they began vomiting 
                 rubies and gems and emeralds and diamonds and gold. 
    treasures filled my boat to the brim during summer, 
    i was buried in them. 
    i wept 
    for joy. 
 
    joy! 
    Hallelujah! Hallelujah Amen!  
 
    Amen! Amen! Amen! 
   
    the boat sank.  
 
IX.      i slept with the billion blooded sea 
     and woke at the bottom of the sea. 
     i was very warm. 
     i was not afraid. 
     schools of pretty little fish were all around me,  
                and private places secret places lovely places. 
                but i was tethered to the bottom by an odd device gnawing at my finger.  
     i stared at it, 
                i said, " what are you doing here?" 
                It said, " what are you doing here?"  
 
                a woman destined to hang can never ever drown. 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Bitters 
 
You said that as a boy in Hiroshima you had a pet donkey. 
Someone else thought, ” well, it’s funny. It is really funny how the master resembles his 
pet, isn’t it?” 
Lately, there have been donkeys everywhere. 
Could they all be you? Yours? 
And even as the witches take flight? 
As Jesus and Satan sing love-songs to one another? 
Lately, lately, lately… 
You said that Bach was Lutheran and that you are Lutheran. 
People have been talking. 
Someone muttered, “hypocrite.” 
Hee haw hee haw hee haw. 
Hee haw, donkey man, hee haw. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Excerpts from the Concerto for Poet: Thinking 
 

I. 
 

in Iowa once it rained every day in April. 
farmers and amateur gardeners alike realized this good fortune and knew that it would be a year 

of prosperous cultivation. 
 

You think that you will plant a garden this summer, 
and i am sorry, 

i have forgotten Your favorite flower. 
 

You are a petoskey stone; i’ve gone hunting by the shore but i cannot find You. 
You are a red-breasted robin—an oscine bird of rare blood and new songs of crimson vernacular. 

You are a hummingbird; You nourish the flowers that i trample on. 
 

i was thinking— 
 

You said that words are worthless, 
and apologies, of word stalk, meaningless.  

and i am the first to admit that most things are best left unsaid. 
 

You were right.  
 

they say that what is lost can be found again and i thought it to be true.  
but it isn’t. 

 
 i lost You.  

 
V. 

i have questions: 
 

why has color fled the scene? 
why do You tremble at my doorway? 

more importantly, why do i tremble at my own doorway? 
 

what is the definition of definition? 
how do You manage to know? 

how do You do that? 
how do You do the voodoo that you do? 

 
where do You go when You run through the walls? 

how do You do that? 
 

what happens when eyes stop seeing? 
 

how do You sleep with flowers for ears? 
do You hear me when i am speaking to You? 

where do words go after they are said? 



where do lies come from? 
 

do hearts break when they are overfed? 
 

¿mi amor, cuantas pregunta tiene un demon? 
 

color is gone from the world. 
let us dive into the sea and drink the devil's blood. 

 
i have answers too: 

 
i know that there is beauty in Your voice. 

i hear what is not heard, 
words dancing in the heart 

and the Heart spits out her white lies and her black lies daily. 
 

hearts cannot break; 
they simply stop speaking. 

 
and demons, they are always asking questions. 

and the world never had any color, 
and the world was always empty, 

and the sea is very, very deep. 
and don't be foolish,  

 
you don't know how to swim. 

 
 

XI. 
 

in Iowa once there was snow in april. 
the phenomena brought new revitalization and accolades in actuality to christmas in july. 

 
i think that i am christmas in july. 

i am snow in spring, i am snow in summer. 
i don’t belong. 

 
the sisters in their straw hats  have no need for the fathers or their memories. 

 
“good riddance!” You said. 

 
i am snow in summer. 

the illegitimate daughter 
 
 

bastard child 
bitch dog.  



 
a former child of midnight, 

and dreams, 
and good people. 

 
what happened to you? 

 
well, nothing.  
nothing at all. 

 
leaving Your office every Tuesday for a year: 

“it’s best to say nothing, nothing at all.” 
 
 
 
 

they say that working hard takes away pain; 
i must work harder. 

 
i received the call and would not answer. 
there is nothing worse than being too late. 

 
unsaid 

the phone off the hook  
this heart-book carelessly left open 

 
i would not answer. 

 
i am guilty. 

 
from the Kaddish I read: 

 
O glorious muse that bore me from the womb, gave suck first mystic life & taught me talk 

and music, from whose pained head I first took Vision— 
       Tortured and beaten in the skull—What mad hallucinations of the damned that drive 
me out of my own skull to seek Eternity till I find Peace for Thee, O Poetry—and for all 

humankind call on the Origin 
 
 
 

i was thinking of my mother— 
 

 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
El Presidente 
 
i went looking for God and I found him on Washington Avenue. 
he was picking up pennies on the street. 
i said, ” hey man, what are you doing?” 
he said, ” i’m picking up pennies.” 
i said, ” why?” 
he said, ” well…someone’s got to do it.” 
he looked up at me. 
he said, ” there’s a real nice one, go ahead, get him.” 
i knelt down and reached out and Abe jumped. i kept reaching and reaching and reaching. 
i was running after him now.  i was running. 
god laughed, shook his head, and went back to picking up pennies on the street. 
  
a star is nothing but a billion billion rats; 
i may have said too much. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Lao Tsu 
 
   p    
u 
and  
d 
 o 
  w 
   n. 
 
unstable 
insatiable 
 
it is the emptiness that makes the wheel work. 
 
the poet' sermon  
the poet's semen 
the poet is priest 
the poet spews  
the poet spews lies daily 
the poet lies 
 
"the poem is sermon." the poet lies. 
 
Cock a doodle doo cock a doodle cock a doodle doo.  
cockacockacockacocka doodle doo. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 


