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Galleries
mandarin in columns like butterflies down the page
train jerking, dancing downtown
her finger helping her eyes follow the characters in cascading succession
like she was stroking the stem of an orchid that 
was speaking to her
lips parted absently in concentration, 
a long dark woman on the other side of her notices, 
her head stilled to eavesdrop, tight black curls dangling, swaying with the train
we stare down at her from opposite sides, 
at this woman’s paper butterflies, 
and their coded mystery
there’s sex on display in a 10th avenue gallery
and home movies, 
three beautiful friends playing out some lazy ritual 
in a Paris cemetery, lying down, getting up, lying down, getting up,
each taking turns placing a rosary around their necks
and lying in the dirt
all very slowly, all of them, smiling, at its pointlessness
water dripping into a rock basin, in the foreground
the city, framed through the shaded window
of matthew marks, held 
more art than what was on display
lightposts like insects’ antennae,
conical air foils, on brick perches
pointing into the sky like arrows
opened ends cocked downward like listening devices  
clement moore’s dead teeth hung from a string 
on the fire escape, clacking a window in the distance
the red dutch doors, the wistful brick cupolas of the abandoned convent, 
the vapor rising from the street, 
the city opiate, resplendent, unceasingly in bloom
then thin blue lines up the calves of her stockings 
her painted toes and pointing nipples
amid the wooden schooners, the inflatable chairs
apple cheeks and blue eyeshade ending in solemn, lone swaths 
of curled sable brushstrokes, mastered:
a reef of moving color among white, occupied walls
the gallery receptionist, 
she, filled my cock hard with warm blood 
a carnegie hill debutante on her way to 
a directorship uptown  
this downtown shit small potatoes 
across 22nd street, a giggling el salvadoran host
manning a hulking, sluggish service elevator
leads us to shotgun shells, soiled diapers, 
plastic dolls strung by their yellow hair
pouty euro friends, lounging in a convertible chevy,
camouflaged in pink, and creme, sitting in some playroom, 
preparing for a road trip or an orgy, 
blurry sketches of kitchen tile, sinks and windows to courtyards
leave-dappled sunlight in ambers, browns and whites
shattered tablets and grecian water jugs, miniature airplanes,
orange synthetic skin
now real planes, flying through the night sky above me,
arcing high above the rooftops
knifing steadily in different directions through the mist
like flashlights in a fog
the city a cathedral of dark slender monoliths,
a million squares of light, 
at random with the darkness
river flowing heavily to the east
its wide mouth spanned by a bridge 
with cables thin as hair
I climbed the steps for you tonight,
eight flights, to sacrifice myself to your wandering dead
and nothing, nothing convinced me 
that anyone has ever transcended 
translated your oneness, your wholeness, your impenetrable, infinite art, 
but I see you, I see you, I see you, I see you
in every direction
