Jesus Fish

God’s just a fish on the back of your car

I know cuz Jesus is here working back of the bar

He likes virgin mary’s but vodka helps

Just buy a mean rusty nail to make his insights melt

He don’t care … what your pastor said

He don’t care … or speak in red

He once met a girl that was heaven sent

But she proved to be divine so his courage went

“Now don’t be cross, it’s my hang up

I can down on my knees but I pass the cup”

He don’t care… what you do in bed

He don’t care… or speak in red

****************************************

Time to go, time to run

Lead me to temptation like a flower to the sun

I’m the fruit of the vine drinking piss of the yeast

I’m laughing last because you’re living least

We don’t care… what your momma said

We don’t care… just dream in red

To Like Somebody

32 so you would think I manage without games

but here again outside your door I’m caught in pouring rain

and all I want to do is …

EXCLAIM

I don’t even like you

Each night we play our play of long-range tease and flirt

And end with cross words and the foolish pout of pretend hurt

I think you know I only …

Want your skirt

But you don’t even like me

****************************************

Years have passed and your face returns to my final lines

And I start thinking what have you been doing all this time

Once again I’m here and …

You’re not mine

Oh I really loved you

Goodbye Everything

Pounds to weigh pounds to pay

Goodbye, all my plans
Each time the pounding has its say

Stones to sink stones to throw

Goodbye, my homelands
Down yards to line, lines to tow

Hands and feet, ells and bells,

Goodbye, my few fans
Grey stone faces, winks, nods, and tells
Goodbye, everything
How do we measure out the world?
Goodbye, my everything,









Goodbye

Leagues and lesions scrapes and scars
 Goodbye, all my claims
Piling seasons tuneful bars

Tom says teaspoons, I raise cups

Goodbye, my old names
Quartered Freddy finds just luck

Wit and wonder, smirkly terse

Goodbye, this whole game
Lyrical lines, strident curses


Goodbye, everything
How do you measure out the world?
Goodbye, my everything,










Goodbye
Tons to carry funds to spend


Goodbye, all my friends
Converted knees in harried pens

Downcast pates starcast eyes

Goodbye, all my ends
Sons to raise daughters to prize

Ages, scores, left behind



Goodbye, all “amens”
Cooling traces hardening time 

Goodbye, everything
Help me, measure out the world

Goodbye, my everything,









Goodbye

Driving By the Station (Porch Song)

Driving by the station she was waiting for the phone

Parked my car, yelled out her name, said

“June, what brings you home?”

*******

Turned around her eyes lit up, said

“You still live ‘round here?”

Wasn’t sure if what I saw was

Happiness, surprise, was it fear…

I grabbed her bag she kissed my cheek

I threw it in the trunk

Smelled her hair, she eyeballed me

I knew we’d soon be drunk

*******

We fell out some years ago

There was no reason why

Here we are back at our bar

Her eyes upon me mine upon her thighs

She raised her glass.

“Here’s to your health old man.”

I emptied mine.

She raised her glass.

“Do you remember when?”

I stared at mine.

“Well, well, that depends.”

Morning came, the shades undrawn

Her heat inside my arms

She kissed my cheek, I smelled her hair

And ignored the alarm.

********

We fell in some years ago

There was no reason why

Trains arrive and trains depart

And passengers, we manage to get by

Old Stone Wall

If dead men tell no tales 

why are you still speaking to me,

along the old stonewall beside the field 

that used to hum with bees?

Your problem poses questions

but there’s little left to say

about a night that wound down well past dawn

when we each went our way.

Things were no more clearer then 

though the road ahead was longer.

Now the road behind is all I have

And the plot has proven humbler.
So spare me your insistence 

Tales of love and loss grow old

What’s done is done beneath a sun that shines 

The same whatever’s told

If dead men tell no tales

why are you still speaking to me

along the old stonewall beside the field

that I am endlessly?

Yes, your life is still a question.
Let’s call that my revenge.

For a might that proved just right for wrong

When we both met our end.

Days of Wine and Roses

Did you ever see “The Days of Wine and Roses”?

I think we can catch the place ‘fore it closes

Does that sound all right?  Not too sweet for a sultry night?

Well it might, it might, it might…it might, it might, it might…

Muttering mother, father hedonic

A couple chronically out of tonic

Top down riding roughshod over subtler pleasures

Father and mother leaving gutters in the ledgers

Did you ever see “The Days of Wine and Roses”?

I think we can catch the place ‘fore it closes

Cockeyed and kissed with a flick of the wrist and a twisted tryst

Nuzzle and guzzle, suckle and buckle

Make way for plenty of headroom

I’m glad we’ve moved the TV to the bedroom

Have you ever seen “The Days of Wine and Roses”?

What it displays and what it exposes

Does that sound ‘bout right?  Not too sweet for a sultry night?

Well it might, it might, it might…it might, it might, it might…

Satan’s Rattle

Shaking like a rattle in Satan’s hand

Red with the anger of a younger man

Distilled waters still run deep

In the toss and turn of a whiskey sleep

Let go

(Oh, oh-oh)

Let go

(Oh, oh-oh)

Ohhhhh…..

Less life than lease

Ohhhh….

Stupor not peace

Oh-oh-oh-oh

I live to sleep 

If it please

Ash for hearts, grates for lips

A tongue perched in a blackened pit

From which leap lies for teeth

In a gas-light smile that slowly leak

So slow

(Oh, oh-oh)

Let’s go

(Oh, oh-oh)

Ohhhhh…..

(I’m coming down)

Ohhhh….

(Fleeing high ground)

Oh-oh-oh-oh

(Here’s your wreath)

And my leash

Morning Is Broken

Candy slides off

Zips up her dress

Slips on her shoes

You know the rest:

Candy waits for a man who 

Pays her for what he can not

Play out at home in his 

Lie lined bedroom

Candy climbs in his car

They drive just so far

He grabs her wrist as she

Purses her lips

Anxious, he waits for her 

Exquisite taste and verve 

The headboard shakes 

Deep breathes she takes

And sighs….

How her eyes…..

Sighs…. she sighs

No Lines But Mine

For a moment I wanted to be, someone – 

Other than me 

But see, 

No lines but mine

Just then I thought I saw, someone – 

Beside me

But see, 

Just light in pines

It’s all in your head, you said

Spun wires, lost threads

It’s all in… my head

What was it that I heard, your voice – 

Telling me

To be –

Just wind in trees

Just now I swore heard  – but look

Above me

And see

Our winding sheet

It’s all in your head, you said

Cold fires, old dreads

It’s all in…. my head

For a moment I wanted to be, someone – 

Other than me 

But see, 

No lines but mine

Twilight’s Last Grieving
We seem drowsy

In dawn’s new light

Near shores gone dim

Beneath broad stripes

No proof

Through the night

Lost youth

Late light

TV lives, thinning heirs of spent dirt,

Tin vibrations filling out spangled shirts

Oh say, can this be, tomorrow’s promised day

When we’re on our knees in the land of the grave

Cars burst down road sides

Birds perched split sides

Shining bright

Magnet pride

Gallant, true

Blue, trite

Cold hard currency has greened the amber waves

Ever rolling towards chins inclined for dinner trays

Oh say, it ain’t so, these can’t be my opening lines

I know what follows each “Once upon a time…”

********************************************

Pine box

Draped flag

Hand over hand

From the cradle to the slab

On the shore, ramparts make a splintered floor

For the hollow that follow the remaining feigning hallow

In God we trust to secure a depthless lust

For the power and the glory and some ash to fill a husk

After a Fashion

Couture coquette

Drops her monogrammed serviette

Thanks her men, pirouettes,

Then crushes them, like cigarettes

A well-worn heel, way past compassion

That’s how I feel, after a fashion

Femme fatal, low morale

Another botched bacchanal

He fumbles for a rationale

Instead of groping in the Love Canal

Outgrown, out of date

Knocked off, a proxy mate

Like weathered debris, faded and ashen

He looks like me, after a fashion…after a fashion

Right off the rack, and right back on

You caught the wave, your wave is gone

Clear’s the year’s important color

Ask any invisible dullard

All the rage, all the rage, all the rage…

Golden handcuffs, Nehru collars

The trappings of the hipster heroes

Sure they look like a million dollars

Add one to a bunch of zeroes

Collecting dust, the sediment of broken trust

Keepin on like good men must

In hot pursuit of a total bust

No panties from heaven

Stockings they’ll ration

In the lean love life

After a fashion

After a fashion

Dreaming of Sleep

I’m not asleep, cuz nothing can compete

With what I’ll have to do when I’m awake

When I’m awake, nothing can compete

With what I could dream if I sleep

The rest of the world…

Work on their dreams

While I work dreaming of sleep

Smiling at my collegiate wardrobe

The world’s wisest man put his hand on my shoulder

Said he knew that he’d grown older

When he sold his rock and roll records

Started listening to country western

I said, “I guess that explains why you dress like Buck Owens”

The rest of the world…

Work on their dreams

While I work dreaming of sleep

“To whom much is given, much will be required”

Is a favorite expression among the retired

Any other guy wouldn’t bat an eyelash

Cuz Willy Loman didn’t die, he just grew a mustache

The rest of the world…

Work on their dreams

While I work dreaming of sleep

Planet Man

Planet man, tell me again

How to get to Pluto

Lend me your bike

I leave tonight

I’m bound beyond Mars’ red glow

*********************************

Planet man, it’s me again

I never found the path to Pluto

It’s not your bike

It grooved in flight

It’s the life that I know

Planet man, goodbye again

I’m off to battle Pluto

I’ve my own bike

I’ll leave tonight

Charmed beside Mars red glow

Our Grey

We are the dazed trying to weigh our plays and ways and hazy days.

What here is seeping through, curling the fathomless blue?

A boy smiles a leaf pile the car clips the curb, drives on, he’s gone.

A door bell, she fell, “How dare you tell me, be strong, keep on?

Amazing the blazing of sunlight’s cold hazing, 

clarified turnings rarified yearning for

Freedom from the true as slater shades accrue 

He inhales his breath fails the phone jack looks back, it dawns, upon.

Night comes, he’s still numb, his heart bleat repeats, she’s gone, she’s gone.

Each ray

Each wave

Each fray

Our grey

Christmas skates the ice breaks we all follow him unseen, downstream

“Is that you? You’re so blue. This dream can’t be true, this cold, cruel scheme.” 

Exceptional Beauty
Her exceptional beauty 

shone in every room

‘til the entire house

lit up like the moon by

two eyes, aligned
with such exceptional beauty

she suns herself

until we twirl ‘round her

drawing closer ‘til we melt

beside, ourselves 
in such exceptional beauty

rising high like the surf

as we wade in the waves

suspended in the mirth

inside two eyes

of exceptional beauty 

which like a humid day

lingers on my arms

even as it fades away,

like pride, goodbye
my exceptional beauty

now dancing in my head

I’ve forgotten all my prayers 

as I lay me down to bed

to lie, inside
her exceptional beauty

such exceptional beauty

