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Roses In The Dirt 
my blood precedes me
down the brown stairway
it’s just a glance between
me & you
but there’s murder here
in the cellar
shadows under the deadening sun
lighting a swath of stairs
like a toothed blade 
between us
I’m looking for the tax returns
you’re looking for what never happened
there’s boxes stacked, 
sides chafed and opening, 
with kentucky whiskey inside, 
a lifetime’s chance at despair 
a year’s worth of freebies
I crack a seal, gulp it like water
I can’t hear you now
I can’t hear anything now 
in my palace of juice
tucked in a barrel bobbing past Goat Island, beating peat bricks in the Scottish Highlands
playing honky-tonk piano in a bar with the ghosts of Leadville, Colo. 
on a plane headed for Tokyo
anywhere, but
here, words like asps
regret like daggers
in the flank
I squint toward you in the blinding light
beckon you down the stairs
into the darkness
