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Not Thinking It Was So With Yellow Flowers 

 

At night I 

dreamed that 

same dream, 

the one 

full of muscles 

and thighs 

that aren’t you. 

Later the fear 

came back 

crossing into 

Mexico tho 

at first 

when I woke up 

I thought it 

wasn’t true 

the air was so 

bright and 

yellow flowers 

were falling  

from the 

pepper tree 

like suns 



Midwest 

 

all that sky 

a flat black 

with only a cat’s 

eyes blazing 

 

people wait alone. 

Wind changes in 

the cornleaves. 

People hear it like 

 

a chord augmented. 

Houses chip slowly 

stranded in snow. 

Only the sky is fast             



Eating the Rain Up 

 

    gray Tuesday 

rain all night 

You said do you 

           want to go 

                   for cigarettes 

                         do you want to 

 

                   listen 

          I’ve got a 

  got a room we 

                         could 

I’ve got something I want  

you 

          at least 

we could 

                 talk 

                        tell me your name 

 

Books fell across the bed 

Your mustache  

                         was the kind, I 

           wrapped your mouth 

    into me 

                yes I knew 

          your thighs would be 

    friendly, your 

hair closing 

     down 

               small hands a pillow 

 

                       and the 

              wetness we grasped, 

       that warm together 

 

                     ate the rain up 



In Spite of His Dangling Pronoun 

 

He was really her favorite 

student, dark and just 

back from the army with 

hot olive eyes, telling her of 

bars and the first 

time he got a piece of 

ass in Greece or was it 

Italy and drunk on some strange 

wine and she thought 

in spite of his dangling 

pronoun (being twenty four and 

never screwed but in her 

soft nougat thighs) that he 

would be a  

lovely experience. 

So she shaved her legs up high 

and when he came 

talking of foot notes she 

locked him tight in her 

snug black file cabinet where 

she fed him twice a day and 

hardly anyone noticed 

how they lived among bluebooks 

in the windowless office 

rarely coming up for sun or the 

change in his pronoun. Or the 

rusty creaking chair 

or that many years later 

they were still going to town in 

novels she never had time to finish 
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