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and' aw it seems

all of omr actiwvities of latie
hiave  ws running around’ declaring
thati the heavens: for bid’
jumping- one rock to the next¥

like

when I am not seo dutiful

sometimes: I break from my routine

and look in my reaview mirrer

to see the rig bearing down on me
reminding  me' of this his divested crea tion

maybe sometiimes those things thati I hate
doing aftier their behind me I realized
loeking® back over my shouwlder that

it is what I needed all along

Since it has been five years since the las# poem

surely youw understand thati it/ has been weighing

heavy on me all that. tiime until just this past

spring  on a road alone bound for Erie PA that

somewhewe  around the desolate stretch around @larion
whem it was: nothing but me the woods: the road the cavalier
as: I aimed for the farthest: spoti in PA thati the

lines  stiarted coming again. ‘

How many Hours- off listening to salvation
debate talk shows did it take? Whatiever
it takess my fIxsmd friend' tlhen

yow should do i

Then the word started
seeping in again
like the calvary coming into tiown

that's when

life gets nice

like yow know iti should
and I get fmxkxud up
when the beer tastes good

but I aint no one special

and probably less than a good example

anq at times go through my days consuming the

things that are mailed and in-boxed to me

bying into it like a dog wolfing down the o0ld burger

but. then it was funny just this past week

at church (when I listen I always get. zsomething  cool

?mt of iﬁt—”likeﬂfor instance the whole word of God thing)
but I was digging on this thing in the pre-printed mass-distributed
bulletin and my eyes took to the> listed psalm and if yow
ever get a spare chance that you're going to throw away
anyways< thenn c¢heck ouwt Psalm 49 for a good snibbet abaut

the way all this material is fi ; t ot .
sand castles bound fOM‘fla%ﬁbgiggeggkznga;}rVMIlty and



and' iti purely echoes- the greati line in Psalm 33:17 the ways

it says 'a horse is vain thing for salvation, neithew shall

any be' deliwered by their strength’ which really just

gets down to the fact that we really can accumulate all

or none of the comfort, but it isn't going to avoid Psalm ,

49:14 the way it lays: into you with 'like sheep they are laid

in the grave; death shall feed on them; and the upright shall

‘have dominion over them in the morning- and their beauty shallggbméayma
in the grave from their dwelling88'

and surely you know by

now that I hnow very little

about all this buti something has stirred

in me and caused the bum who cowered outside

the church for years to eventually don the
cleanest rags and try some kind of dialgowe with
the savior

for what is clear to me

is that/ this old world iss

no more gonna last forever tham

yourcfirst lay did; as it all comes down eventually

(but that is the thing about old wokld is that it will
outlast alll of us-and maybe that really is

what should be realised is that we won't last forever here
But if not here then where - yow know what I submitt

it is that until we joim eternity then we are here to live
this crooked life and swatl against the suffering

with our braodest darwinian smile  (wse it or lose it)

and then land in the grave like in your bed after one of the
best days you ever had and so that your headstone best

a head rest from which you will rise the next day hey!

Res¥ in peace
beautiful yow

s0o remeber the joy and

every now and then think back over what

was and recall what the face of joy was:to yow
like® the memories: of my distant.

life ewery days: foreed

into sma ller and 'smaller

allocations of my head drive

but. one thing I do recalll is:

being on an inner tube with

Miker Lingenfleter towed behin& fast

enough boati to have us trying to hold on

with all our might and alli we- could do was look at each other
and laugh harder and harder and you know the more

you do that the weaker the fingers become

until one then both of us slipped i nto the
lake water ‘
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so when yow recall

try to remember it all

only to discover

that everything that has ever been loved
is all fragmented and splintered
and still moving across the floor
and thewe still stpoped over

are all of use

trying to piece together what. was
into some semblence of a whodie
with our crazy glue

still,

remain unflappable

for you are the continuation
you live off the land

like a wild man

bundle all your plans

and put thHem in a vile
then shake them shake them
shake them all the while

(watch it fizz)

like when

1 lay on my back

laughing back at the sky

for a moment I find happiness:
just before the dogs all rush in
licking the smile off my face

(that!s one loco motive)

So

Dear God

let mes keep

my idle~ wices

in a sack around my neck
pulling them outi

when I need a little more
to get through this wolrd

Dear God

Let me WBe frank

Let me be pure

Let me go Behind the plankss

and wack out some more of the yore

Leti me send ouwt

these words jamming

the Xk streaming cell phone transmissions

so thick the birds and planes:

ecan't even make it through the> mega hurts gale
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So leti me thank

that dead rat Evan discovered

when we- were  kicking around the: soccer ball

in the  clouding Augwst afternoon

when he said 'Daddy what's: that"® and I

walked over tb see the dead rodent rotting from

inside  due to the d-con bounty I had left there

for the mice to feed on and I quickly noticed the

hole in its thmeat and head chewed open

and it must have run around like that and fianlly came to»o
rest its exposed skull on the cinder blocks outside the
barn

For the rats last laugh

had me running around then

the rest- of the afternoon cleaning out the barn
and dumping the rat attracting itmes like
the blankets: and rolled up carpets and the
things that are doing no service to anyone
anyway and while I was at it I got the
writing Jesk more situatied and ready

and defended against the rodents

(I mean why should that rat be able to

do ws all' a favor and eats this poem up
and sleep and piss on iti and oxmh andpush
it out to its utlitarian end)

a writier firsti
a wmitler lasth
a writer always
fuck the past

drag me  out to the city
take me to bad shows:
make me meet your family
let me where my shoes-

in your house

I mean the deal
is only as big as' I make it

for if I said

I did nothing worng

surely don't think for a second t
that I did everything rightl

for when

I am with yow

we cheer the- breaking of the dawn

(the very same dawn that will® send us
back home in different directions
challenging us to keep iti all together -
but beew is runny mortarm so...)

vl premt 86 (420



