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Two Musketeers

Sprawled in your jalopy,
banner friends since diapers,
we laughed at our history of
apple cooning, camping shacks,
shooting rats at the town dump.
Stars were like baseballs
studding the sky, two or three
streaking on past the outfield
towards cosmic ash. You’d
gone to hell (at least
purgatory) in Vietnam, had
a beeline life sketched out
ahead of you. I’d been
in college and was going
in circles the way a dog
sniffs a throw rug
for a place to lie down.
Was I asking for acceptance?
Is that why I told you how
my heart sometimes had fits
but not around girls.
Ten beats of silence.
If it were deer season
I’d shoot you, you said,
as though I’d spat on your
sister, as though knowing me
would somehow transform you
to trash.

even after

dagger sharpened on the
targets of little girls.
broken into rivers leaked
out sacred. blood red
stenciled spray paint
curiosity echoed rebellions
fragmented and scribbled
upon.

inner child, open your
eyes—see what you have
done you outlasted the
reverberations, kept the
tender safe hidden in
spacesuit apothecary even
after.

the only thing even is our
edges.

gravity

our doom shaped prayers
waiting on a miracle to bend steel

all our eggs in one blood-soaked basket
the weaving matted and frayed

the handle wet and weak from overuse
coming undone like everything else

had these fledging birds tested gravity yet
with pipe cleaners and plastic bag parachutes


