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Poem (Sound Poem) 
 
The sound rose from dust as 
unto dust returning, thrown 
 
and clatter, invisibly cracked. 
The soundskin rippled under 
 
breath of doe-eyed passing, 
picked a red clover, turned and 
 
took it under carriage-heel, 
purpled, tender there, so 
 
bellowed ring and buckling 
scarred.  It richoceted.  It 
 
expirate, the sound was 
steamed away then, no  
 
bowed bone was plucked, 
no dead drum struck. 



 

Poem (As of now we’re supposed to take turns but nobody even knows how long we’re 
gonna be here) 
 
And there is a place outside where the rain stops in a full circle and we are there inside of it 
and it expands too for each of us and no one is standing on the outside of the circle blocking 
the wind for the people on the inside, this is a place where outside is irrelevant because we 
are all on the inside.  There is no outside, there is no rain or wind or cold or sides or bodies 
because we are just warm because we are because we are warm because we are. 
 



 

Poem (Noise Poem) 
 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
There is a bulldozer outside, and a ceiling fan. 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
The first affects growth, continues for 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
23 turns of the fan, and then a cat begins. 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
If I listen closely, I can hear the dishwasher 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
stopping.  No other sound, but two lines and 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
a triangle.  Every time a shout: snack attack. 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
Ventriloquism.  Chair me, Brosephine, 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
and let me tell you how my hair turned 
mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm 
red. 
 
 



 

Poem (Poem) 
 
There is a red rock cliff 
to the right of this picture. 
 
We are dead. 
Dead is a creased red envelope 
sticking out of your pocket, red paint 
inking fingerpads and napkins. 
 
Napkins itch, ink-tickle, 
and tear with etching. 
 
What brings an open sore 
-ness to the corner of the print? 
Some torchful truncated pig 
fetch?  Summon a coriander  
loose-leaf, cap’n.  Bring round your 
sniveling loss-bait.  Write more poems 
about longing.  Open up a chop shop.  
 
Heal thyself. 
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