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They’re crazy up here too

seeking assurances of 

a spiriting away to ecstasy, 

we’re all alone in this with our desires
leaving the mouthy majority,

to lick for love

at least part of the time, 
as the clock keeps our heartbeats

counting down each sunrise,

‘til our armpits bleed

like the sun down the western mountains
i lie wrecked in the molted August grass inside your thighs and beside your tract house in Scarborough, the river licking the rocks in the short foreground, tiny white, furled crests reflecting the starlight in a frothy sparking. 
i’m walking home now through the small town streets of your burg, various youth in cheap cars cruising, cursing everything, all besmirched by their mere existence, felt freed by the trick of underdeveloped landscape that surrounds them; Sing-Sing to the west, the cauldron of Manhattan drawn like a dark pointed hood lurking southward, all just minutes from 10 separate ends,… 

oh, to be young, under a full moon in the August night. 

certainty hangs on their shoulders like apricot capes
clouds wispy, clouds, ghosts, mists, quick, efficiently subsumed by the current of the force, the form, the velocity, the certitude, the Hudson, 
picking up the blinking T.V. blue endemic and edited from the swollen essence of some exchange-traded electric post-modern ejaculated cock and pussy juiced telegraph to this city-suckling burg in night, the muscular knots in the napes of mommas’ legs twitching for pussy-mind miracles and time-travel 
the coyote you saw when you stopped down by the creek

you stood silent for, was it hours? 

you took each movement, each moment in

until you became part of the terrain, the hunt,
dog bobbing its head, brisk gait
freezing on a beat, turning to stare clown eyes and grin, 

lips curled up, tongue lolled and wagging between curving canines 
grown up and outward like ivory spires of a kaiser’s crown
a pair of satyrs horns come erect under moonlight

trotting onward but holding your gaze
pissing every other flashbulb moment

along the water in sheepish dribbles that speak to the 
rose-cheeked, midnight animal urge…
muzzle rising to the undeniable moon to spirit-spot the mythical, real American nighttime…
aeehhhhhhhrrrrrrooooooooo!!!!!! 
but you bought the t-shirt on Amazon, so you know
paddle on,… paddle on

in your burgled canoe

past these urgent vintage essential forms, 

i drink you up! I duh-rink,.. you up!

dreams, lives, who are you?! 
you, a brooding sex pot drunk on rock-n-roll ecstasy naked in your bedroom fucking
me, a house cat under a car at midnight


unable to deal with the expanse of the world, the emptiness, the freedom

glares slung against unanticipated moments
where hopes crash
here, where the full moon should open its mouth, 
and say things inappropriate 

here, where the uniformed grunts have quick legs and marathon stamina
with loins electric and fused and swollen and pulsing
nets raised and slung back 

down streets of marzipan fences, through yards of carved hearts in tree bark from sweethearts

crows’ clicking beaks barking now, 

cawing my name from the leaves to the sky

their slim vapors, substitute for any famous last words I  might have limned into the listless air, 
vanish in a belabored pant of shoreline 
