
  Liars 
 

 

Fire wouldn't scorch you. You're exempt 

from the ash and fizzle, the cold stain 

that daybreak leaves. The flapping blind, the drain 

that chokes, will heal unhandled. Not a cent 

demands the baker when you ask for bread. 

Your latest love would give you lungs to breathe 

beneath the sea. (Is that what you believe?) 

I never needed your adventurous bed, 

your one-way spectacles. I saw a day 

the sun refused to rise, but you maintained 

my eyes alone were black as burnt-down wood. 

No, I could turn a thousand times away: 

the song that's ceased, sweetest of all refrains. 

I'm only saying this for your own good.  

 

 

 

 

Previously published in The Raintown Review 

http://www.theraintownreview.com/ 
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 What Little Girls Are 

 

 

made of 

butter snow 

velvet syrup 

(and a gull's eye 

and a queen's axe) 

 

made 

pillow friends 

fast 

with jelly kisses (and 

cliques of rosaries) 

 

maid of 

air teacup 

teddy princes 

(and all torn 

buttons and meats) 

 

maid 

of porcelain families 

in backless homes 

(and the kitten-worried 

doll's trunk) 

 

made off 

with a dog's back a frog's net 

jet swan lucky 

step through the glass (and 

imagine the ring) 

 

 

  



  My Accounting 

 

 

someone to love is not a right 

 please order me a mountain 

to shade me with its terraces of blue 

 i would like a god please to worship 

with a thousand drops of ink and occasional fire 

 would a bird be more modest 

i should grow tired watching it dance 

 from boredom singing in its cage 

oh nothing like a mouse for simple 

 mice are like women men don't see existing 

not only to die in the pockets of classic novels 

 shit and bite also their agenda 

so a little thing cupped in my hands like water 

 could i love water as long as it carried me 

don't put that in your mouth 

 what water licks 

the silt cow dung and sunken drums 

 love the stone-eyed flatfish and nibbled suicides 

what do you say when you say 

 love to the ocean 

is it like loving Coca-Cola 

 sit on my lap nice infinity 

for this is my time 

 let me set the first worm-words loose 

in your unsupported skull 

 bald prairie i graze with kisses 

for this is my offering 

 for this is my appetite 

  



  Rattlesnake vs. Secretary Bird 
 

      "Who Would Win?" series, Scholastic Book Club 

 

 

Rattlesnake expects 

you can hear him coming. 

It's well known 

he's not the type to go looking for trouble. 

Legacies trail 

after him, skins 

shed their buttons 

to swell his cashbox sound. 

 

Secretary Bird receives 

her given name 

from her quill-pen feather coiffure 

though she has no hands 

to take it down. 

In Latin archer, 

serpent-handler. 

Most jobs don't require that language. 

 

Rattlesnake reviews 

candidates for lunch. 

The bald eagle is on the one-dollar bill. 

The vulture is not a pretty bird. 

Hummingbird, too small. 

 

Secretary Bird prefers 

to run. Her height's all legs 

like Barbie. 

Nothing down there to bite. 

Her ladies' soccer league 

would beat the Serpents 

if they got a prime-time chance. 

 

Rattlesnake tastes 

the heat between them 

with his forked tongue. 

He's multi-talented, sensitive and open 

wide to a merger 

with bird, frog or vole. 

He only eats what he can swallow whole. 

 

Secretary Bird flashes 

her curved nail-tips. Back home 

they called her African Marching Eagle. 



No rattlesnakes on her continent. 

What she's doing all the way 

over in Arizona, well — 

when it's your job, you go 

where the dictation is. 

 

Rattlesnake springs 

so fast an elevator 

camera wouldn't catch him sinking 

fangs into air. 

Secretary Bird kicks 

the horny-plated head, 

Rattlesnake fakes 

remorse, uncoiling toward his corner 

den, but again 

she strikes 

and pecks out 

a memo: The End. 

 

Secretary Bird feeds 

herself the evidence. 

She's had to swallow venomous 

meat before, and while 

it always burns going down 

her gut accepts the power 

to outlast the next day's chore. 

 

 

  



  Project Runway Divorce Challenge 

 

 
Oct. 8, 2009: the designers were asked to create a new look for a 

divorcée using material from her old wedding gown 

 

condom placenta lightbulb 

 to use twice 

battery gum bullet 

 the fiction always already 

in case of emergency 

 woven or only pinned 

coffee beans bus ticket no transfer 

 into the white layers 

call me that don't call me that 

 to use twice 

virginity warhead 

 what was meant only once 

 

okay parachute dustrag chapeau 

 but what mosaic 

baby sling okay satin panties 

 out of the mazel tov glass 

unravel every bead like old teddy eyes 

 sugar top hardening in freezer foil 

unwind mummy lace unhook the senior-prom bra 

 it's fun what can you make out of 

legs hopeful eyes suntan diet 

 the space between 

anything but white 

 

 

 

 

Previously published in Phoebe Journal as a finalist for the Greg 

Grummer Poetry Award http://phoebejournal.com/. 

 
Also included in Jendi Reiter’s chapbook of poems Barbie at 50 

(Cervena Barva Press, 2010). 

http://phoebejournal.com/


  93 Minutes of Darkness 

 

 
Do not call up that which you cannot put down.  

— H.P. Lovecraft, The Case of Charles Dexter Ward 

 

 

    I 

 

In Liberty, Greenville, Idaho Falls, 

on summer-sprinkled lawns, in toolsheds 

fumed with engine tinkering, 

fathers hold nails in their mouths 

building a viewing box. 

 

In Leavenworth, Sweet Home, the other Cleveland, 

in flour and mayonnaise kitchens, 

when the moon is new 

as a dark neighbor, when the radio 

predicts the bodies' line-up, 

mothers clip out eye-holes. 

 

From Excelsior Springs to Independence, 

schoolchildren cover their faces 

with official sunshades, 

crayon the textbook pathway 

by which their allotment of day 

will soon be occluded. 

 

YOU MUST BE IN THE SHADED BAND 

(the "Path of Totality") 

TO SEE TOTALITY FROM SOUTH CAROLINA! 

 

Nine in Charleston 

will not see, 

above the brooding steeple 

of Mother Emanuel, the moon 

drape a black veil over the sun's church hat. 

 

Marse Robert, the Marble Man, 

will not see 

the daytime shadow graze 

his cracked-off pedestal 

like a misfired Union minié ball. 

 

And the lost cause's buzz-cut acolytes 

will not see, 

in Charlottesville, any natural darkness 



in the heavens 

their torches smoke across. 

 

You want to be somewhere in the dark band 

on eclipse day! 

 

 

    II 

 

Howard you thirsty boy 

fascinated by the crumbling 

foundations of Providence 

the despised intertwining 

of suckered flesh 

through your dreams' merciless orbits 

 

Howard through the night rubbing 

gravestones to reconstruct 

origin and fall 

scratching tales of the old man's portrait 

that possesses his weak-willed bloodchild 

what a privilege to be horrified 

by knowing your ancestors 

 

Howard when the stars are right 

will the earth be flooded 

like a bursting mind 

with memories of what oozed, invaded, flopped 

in the infant darkness 

will the slattern's offspring with a god 

colored invisible to human eyes 

cry for its father on Federal Hill? 

 

 

    III 

 

We're kind of prepared 

for the end of days here in Providence: 

wearing lobsters on our hats, 

cracking jokes about the democratic 

maw of omnivorous Dagon. 

It's the birthday of the creator 

of our universe, who is dead, 

his stomach eaten 

by its own cells, eighty years past. 

 

South of us, starched ghosts 



peering out through the masks 

of great-grandfathers' wars 

scream "You will not replace us" to the sea 

of earth-dark faces 

who turned the soil without owning it, 

as the rain does. 

 

We're north-northeast from the shadow 

that will slice the map tomorrow, 

what the news is calling 

American eclipse. City of hills, 

city where a role-play gamer's dice 

could tumble miles before hitting the tidal river 

once laden with trade ships 

of oysters, rum, and slaves. 

 

What the news is calling 

a rise in temperature. 

 

We're eating breakfast 

in a grand ballroom, plasma of powdered eggs 

on every plate while a black-hooded choir 

sings monster parodies of tunes 

our bodies still half believe, 

about being rescued when we're gone. 

 

What the news is calling 

our president. White headlights sweep the crowd. 

A praying woman crumples 

under aimed wheels, as a coastline slips 

beneath lapping warmth. 

The moon sweeps closer to the sun. 

 

 

  



 The Fear of Puppets and the Fear of Beautiful Women 

 

 

have in common that your tongue is not your own, 

is a hand reaching up through your throat, 

 

making your plastic eyes roll a hard eight. 

You have to look at whatever the hand wants, 

 

and it wants to make them laugh, the beautiful women, 

but not the way they'd laugh at a dog, 

 

which is what you are. You are covered in fur, 

the cheap kind, someone decided you should be orange 

 

like a rug from the decade when everyone was blind, 

even the beautiful women, who bred with men in sideburns 

 

and embroidered vests, and one of their offspring was you. 

You know the word venustraphobia. 

 

It is not a tropical spider with delicate green legs. 

The fear of beautiful women is different 

 

from the number thirteen or crossing bridges, 

though the fear of being bald is sometimes compared to it. 

 

Beautiful women have not confided in you 

about dentists, or the dark, or getting on a plane. 

 

The fear of puppets stays in their heads. 

You can still tremble unstrung. Open your mouth. 

 

It might be your own words coming through this time. 

Pupaphobia: having a fist for a windpipe, 

 

the fist of the one who holds you on his lap. 

 

 

 

 

Previously published in Jendi Reiter’s chapbook Swallow  

(Amsterdam Press, 2009) 



  Wolf Whistles 

 

 

We're all trying not to think about sex or cake. 

That bitter word hurled from a car. 

A moment ago you felt pretty. 

Trying not to hammer the nail 

into anything but the board. 

Hard hat men sucking on coffee, 

women with their hands down their throats 

like a magician pulling a ten-foot rope out of a bottle. 

It seems to go on forever, 

monotonous intestine. 

We're trying cold baths and grapefruits, 

another route around the tar 

someone's grateful to be laying down. 

Saying throw me in the briar patch, 

come on, do. 

What a great distraction brambles are. 

Rubbing and rubbing the saw against the wood. 

What wound is he favoring 

as his whistle strips you like paint? 

We're smashing pies into our faces, 

we're cutting open our skins. The better to eat. 

 

 

 

 

Previously published in Jendi Reiter’s chapbook Swallow 

(Amsterdam Press, 2009) 

 

 

 

 


