










MUSIC FOR MEN OVER FIFTY
VERSION 1.0




©Victor Enns									venns@mymts.net
 200 Lenore Street
 Winnipeg, Manitoba
  R3G 2C5



An abject alphabet
“I am abject, that is mortal and speaking”[footnoteRef:1] [1:  Powers of Horror , An essay on Abjection,  Julia Kristeva, Columbia University Press, New York, 1982] 


	A
	Ah. Open wide. Aha. Ada. Da.
	
	Abasement:  For her gaze, for her touch, I will do anything. 
		          She treats me like shit. She loves me. She loves me not.
		          My mouth is full of it, hard as it is 
		          to get my tongue around it. 

 Adultery:   	First you can’t see anything.
Then you can’t look.  
Away.
Finding half a worm in the apple
S/He handed you.
 
	Angst:	       	Ich habe. Du hast. Wir haben.
		  	Ich bin. Du bist. Wir sind. Allein.
			A long drive. A longing. No place.
			Shaking all over, and sitting still
    	Ich will rein!

Apartment: 	Solitude. Living alone. As in
	       	what the a_ part ment.( See also
	      	Adultery.)

Ax:		My father’s. The one I
		lost, left behind ( a long scar on his knee)
		in the Christmas tree forest.		


B
A bass drum. A basement. A {dirty} bed. A boo boo. Boobs. Boom.
“Every body does it, every body boom booms down.”  [footnoteRef:2] [2:  From a children’s song.] 


Balance:	Fall’s loss.

Belly:		What stands between me and you.

Blake:		Nobodaddy’s bellyache.

Blizzard:	A blinding white storm cleaner than a bed sheet that sleeps one.
		 Mother driving home. 
                        

C
Hard or soft, we scream for. Puts the knock on cock, the shunt in cunt.

Coffee:	She says, “I have low blood pressure.” 100 0ver 50.
		She finds too much cream in her coffee nauseating.

Communion:	Most childhood mornings my breakfast : ‘Brocken; bread+ coffee + cream
	
	Contempt:	How I am held, how I hold myself, even when nobody is looking.
		Say, look at the cool 1963 Jean-Luc Goddard film starring Bridgitte Bardot.
		I did, while my wife was out.   

Curry:	 Chop onion. Grate 4 cloves of garlic and ginger to taste (1 – 2 tablespoons fresh). 
	Heat oil in a deep skillet or small dutch oven. Put in the onion, wait until translucent
	Then add grated ginger and garlic and cook a few more minutes,
 Set aside. Brown meat (if using hamburger,  may  also be known as Pakistani kima). Lamb, goat, or chicken are preferred, but I usually use chicken.
	If using chicken, remove skin and bones. 
	
	Make curry paste as meat browns:
	4-6 Tablespoons mild or medium curry powder, chicken stock (tablespoon or so), or
	1 – 2 Tablespoons, Madras, or hot curry
	2 tsp cumin, 1 tsp tumeric, 1 tsp coriander seed, tsp lemon juice, and a little
	Chicken stock, only if needed to make a paste the consistency of molasses. 
	Take the meat out of skillet, put the onions (with garlic & ginger) back in
	Add the curry paste, mix, and then add the browned meat. After all mixed 
	together add one can (19 or 28 depending on amount of meat, high quality canned 
tomato. If you choose to use fresh, remember to remove skin and seeds. (which is why I use canned). Serve with rice. Basmati is nice. Consider a side (chutney- like) of banana’s, apples, raisins, to be added to the dish according to taste. I like ginger ale with this;
authentic ginger beer might add some extra spice. 

D
          
Damnation, Dark, Deception, Doubt.   
            
 Death:		Pain’s healing game. 

Delight:		At the end of the tunnel.	

 Depression:		Licking my fucking wound.
			   Also:	“Mirror, mirror on the wall, 
			  who is the most worthless one of all?”
			  Also:	A falling out.
			A caving in.  (See also Death.)
			 Also: 	Feeding the parasite. 
                         	Also: 	A Dream of Eternal Damnation
			In this dream I am lying at the bottom of a well. It is a dungeon.       
		There is only one small square of light high above my head  for a few hours a   day. 
		It is well beyond my reach. Still  I take my golden crown from my head,
			scrape it against the stone  in an attempt to raise myself to the light. 
			I never get there. The light disappears. I fall back to the bottom. 
			The next day  the light reappears. I taken my golden crown from my head
		in my two hands, scrape it against the stone, try to pull myself up to the light.
			I never ever make it. 
				
Desire:		The long way home. To slip inside
			the none other.  A sharpened knife.
	
Divorce:		An optimists loss, and a pessimists reward. A final decree. 

Dreams:		Hello in there. Truth or scare.
			If wishes were horses, beggars would ride. 
E

The sound of a dying rabbit, an infant’s cry.
Half a laugh, half of he and me, and a third of she.

Ejaculation: An exclamation necessary for conception. 

Entropy:	Marriage, with children

Envy:		Every good boy does fine. 


F
	The dirtiest letter. Bite your lip ‘til it bleeds.
	
	Fatigue:		Anemia of the spirit.

Forgiveness:		Impossible love. 

Fun:			What I don’t know.


G
Gag order, finger down your throat.

Grace: 		A diamond that holds the light underground.	
        
  H
            
	 Of he and of ha. Panting. Irony’s forebear.
A kick in the stomach. Now exhale. 

Hemorrhoid:		“Riding the peanut.”  The agony of derriere. Ouch! Shhhhh. 

Hell:			Neuron fiddles. 
			Syndrome burns. 


Horror:		 What choice is this? To be laid to rest with mother while she lies weeping?
	
I
Id larely hid.

Incest:  My mother told me this story the night before she left for home. 
	About three weeks ago a cousin from Saskatchewan phones out of the blue from the bus station. She needed a ride, not from the bus station, but from where she was staying to the funeral the next day.  Mom likes driving in southern Manitoba in her white car and agrees to takes her.
	On the way to the funeral my mother’s cousin asks if they could stop for a viewing at the chapel before the body was taken to the church for the service. She said she had not seen the dead woman, her sister, for a long time. Mom likes driving fast in her white car so she hurries the car and there is time to stop.
	They go into the chapel. There is only one plain closed casket. They both sit and wait, though mother isn’t sure for exactly what. Eventually the undertaker comes to load the dead woman in the casket into his black, already running, hearse parked just outside the door of the funeral home. Taken by surprise he does not hesitate to open the casket, stepping back into his office to allow some privacy. The hearse is still running and the smell of the sweet exhaust fumes are noticeable. 
	My mother’s cousin steps up to the coffin, looks intensely at her sister and curses through her teeth.

	


	YOU POOR DISGUSTING MISERABLE OLD BITCH
	IF YOU HAD LIVED EVEN A HALF DECENT LIFE
	YOU MIGHT HAVE LIVED A LITTLE LONGER
	FOUND PEACE IN THE EYES OF GOD AND LIVED
	A MUCH HAPPIER LIFE ON EARTH, NEVER MIND
	IN THE AFTERLIFE! YOU WILL BURN IN HELL 
	FOR WHAT YOU’VE DONE!
	
My mother had not met either of these women before the day of the funeral. She admits she was shocked at how anyone, even a stranger, could speak to her dead sister like that; sending her to the grave with curses. They leave the funeral chapel quickly, hearing the hurried footsteps of the undertaker.

My mother gets the whole sorry story later. The dead woman had had a child with her son. He was seventeen when he had fucked his mother. There was no mention of what happened to the baby. But the motherfucker was not allowed at the funeral. At the cemetery he stood alone at the painted white iron gates and cried his eyes out. 

Interloper:		Fuck. Image.

J

A place to hang my gray fedora.


Jazz:	A push against the dark, making it up as you go along looking for the truth blowing hot and cool  in a room full of smoke and action under the tables thinking about something else sunlight or suicide fingering your horn. 
	
Jealousy: The colour of my eyes. My wife lies. The hook, The I.

K

A squeeze
            in the throat.
Knocking the fish dead
bones in the bottom of the boat,
silent or read.  

Kiss:  	Looking for love, with lips +  tongue; mouth agape.  
	          The first moving picture. Goodbye. Goodbye.

	Kill: The family romance, ill conceived, Never kill
      	         More than you can eat.(See also sacrifice)


L	
A lull in the mouths squall. 	

Language:	The pit of the fruit from the Tree of Knoweldge.
		S’pit from the curled tongue where it lies.
		The arc of how we come to know each
		other. Powdered milk. 

Laugh: 	Aggression wearing a mask. A figure
		of fun
.  	
Love:		The aim of the game. Hello.
Of these, the greatest. Look.
God is. You are. Slipping though my fingers.  
		Id’s not here, pregnant pause
		menopause, it’s nothing
but blues to me.	

M

Mother’s milk. Pursed lips. The end of hum.

Mind:		I do. I don’t. I really do. Die. 
		Grey clay gumbo, folds into itself.
		An open book left too long
		in the rain.
	
	Mortgage:	Death grip.

Mother:	“In any case, my other is hostile to me.”
		 Eternal. Suffering. Contrary Mary.

N

Nerves never notice nouns. Z’s fall back position.

Nausea:  A mouth full of liver
	    A stomach full of bile
	   The diaphragm aquiver
	  A rejection of the vile. 
	  
No: 	The all ways wrong answer, unless uttered by put upon women & children.



O

A hole where the vein gets in. A ring and a rose. The empty tomb.

Obey: There’s no other way. Bend over, do what they say. 

Obituary:  Right me. 

Orgasm: A standing ovation. A sinking ship in mid-ocean.
	    The holy only one. A party in our parts.

P

The uncomfortable mattress. The wet bed. 

Perverse:		The shoe’s on the other foot. Gaze
			on the stockings, toes curling.

Poetry:			A voiding fiction. 

Prayer:			Thought activated universal server.  

Psychoanalysis: 	Fire the alcohol on the wound. 
			Sliding into home. Hold the poem.

Pyre:			Died, owes bed.

Q

The cutest letter, leaving behind, a wag. 

Quarantine:		The leper changes his spots, gives Jesus a sign. 
		
Quarry:		Winnow the rock pile for poems worth throwing. 

Quest:			Looking for the rest.

Quote: 		“To lose one parent, Mr. Worthing, may be regarded as a misfortune; to lose both looks like carelessness.” and
“All women become like their mothers. That is their tragedy. No man does. That’s his.”[footnoteRef:3]      [3:  Oscar Wilde, The Importance of Being Earnest.] 



R

The dog in the manager. 
Gentlemen, start your engines!

Rage:		One hand 	 	One hand
		holds me still		holds her
		the other			still the other
		drops like an axe. 	drops like an axe.

Riddle: What’s warm & brown & crawls up your leg?
	  Homesick shit.	


S
Hairpin in paradise. Crawling king snake. Garden hose. Steam heat. The sizzle in sin as well as Hairpin in paradise. Crawling king snake. Garden hose. Steam heat. The sizzle in sin as well as in steak.  		
Sacrifice:	The dead son.	 
		Forsaken. Altar-boy. 
 	 
Silence:	Not a speaking part. Honey in a spoon.
		Melts in your mouth, not in your hand. 
		(See also Death. See also Communion.)
	Shit:		A poor substitute for brains. A slip between the sheets. 

           Sin:		“This offer null and void where prohibited by law.”

	SITCOM:	Single Income, Three Children, Outrageous Mortgage.
			(See also; Entropy, Mortgage)
Surreal:
			This is the way nothing
 			happens, but we see it
	anyway, challenged
	by  a camera.
	


T
Tut tut. Tits to me. Nuts to you.

S
he traces
my heart 
with her tongue
a knife
 in one hand
 a pearl
 in the other
see also Vasectomy.
(See 


Traces:  Love’s spoor. i.e. 
 (See also Vasectomy.)

Transference:	A withdrawal.  A deposit. Without entropy. 
		Or: “Doctor, doctor, have heard the news?
		        I’ve got a bad case of loving you!”

Transgression: One step over the line sweet jesus.

U:
U(h)r. Before time. I never wear a watch. It still bites me.   	

Unconditional: There’s no life like it. I hear “Let’s make a deal” even
		  with my fingers in my ears. Outside the perimeter of
		  the city it is true I can see the horizon and know the
		 sun rises and sun sets. Where there are trees, say beside
		the river, hear the wind blow, boys, hear the wind blow.

Ugly:		Ugly Divorce.  What your friends get, though it’s none of your affair. Hah. 

V

Bite your lip. Slip my hip. I’ll get over you. 

Vasectomy:  I swear the doc took a call leaving me in the middle of the procedure, scrotum slit, while I wait for him to tie the knot.  Balls as big as grapefruits five weeks later, more incisions; and five days of demerol eyes rolling around in their sockets much like my balls in their bag. Scarred.	

Victor:  Spoils history. Publishes aversion. 



W

Weaned wee ones
wet whistle woman’s woe. 
	
Wind: There where times I could sense God
		breathing above me the broad leaves
		stirring heaven and below was me
		left with books to hold on to.
	
Work: 	Snake bit. Rolling the stone up the hill to hide the hole in our hearts.

 X
Crucifix.	 Excess. Ex-wife, expatriate. Explain.
            
Xenophobia:    Unlike unlike me. 
            
X-rated: 	Hey, no looking!	
		Watcha doin in this
		 video store?  
Y   
Ya ja.

Yesterday seems so far away, chromosomes
slipping the divining rod. 

Yes: What the right answer always is. 

Z
	Schnorer. 
	
Zero:  Something for nothing.
	
Zipper: Imagine. Teeth to hide behind. Teeth to bite
		 into your thin sin skin.  
		This story appeared in an old issue of Report on Business magazine.
Zip it Up!
		A clerk at a local convenience store can thank his lucky zipper
                        for saving him from serious injury, even death. Something went wrong
	            during a late night robbery, and the thief took a shot at the clerk with
		his small calibre pistol. The bullet lodged in the clerks zipper, failing to
		penetrate. The thief turned and ran, leaving empty-handed. 		






THE JIMMY BANG BLUES PROJECT



Jimmy Bang rises again

You missed.
You missed me.
You’ve missed me.
I’m back again.

Kissing the ruins
that love walks on
Out of the charred
remains
of the Eros hotel.

Aren’t  you 
Glad? Aren’t you
The Lucky Man?


LOUD

Got no guitar
Got no rhythm
Got no right but
Gonna sing the blues anyway
I said, sing the blues anyway.

Got no chords
Got no melody
Got nothing left but nothing
Gonna sing the blues
‘Said gonna sing the blues anyway.

Didn’t get up this morning
My baby didn’t leave me		         though I wish she had
Nobody robbed me of nothing	                       nothing is all I’ve got to lose
Gonna sing the blues
I said: Gonna sing the blues anyway		

Got no voice
Got no reason				         nothing to look at 
Got no shades on my face		         nothing to see	
Gonna sing the blues anyway
I said, gonna sing the blues anyway.	          (so fuck you)

Never been to the Mississippi delta
Not going to Chicago and 
Memphis is just too country for me		listen
Gonna sing the blues anyway			to a whole lot of nothing
I said, I’m gonna sing the blues anyway.    	 going on. 

I’m goin’ to nowhere city
Nowhere city here I come
It’s got a whole lot of nothing			but I’m hanging on
I’m gonna sing the blues,			
I said, I’m gonna sing the blues anyway.

Got no colour				           I’m as white as my mama’s buns
No black suit to match
Nobody can see the trouble			nothing to look at, nothing to see 
But me, I’m going to sing the blues
I said, I’m going to sing the blues anyway.	whole lot of nothing going on.

<Repeat stanzas one 
   and two until
   the song is done>	


Jimmy Bang’s 12 Bar Blues

Been to twelve bars drinking whiskey in every one
Been to twelve bars drinking whiskey in every one
These blues they do follow me, everywhere I run.

First bar gave me Comfort, the second Socrates
First bar gave me Comfort the second Socrates
took Manhattan in the third, the fourth straight home to you.

This is where I found you, in never never land
This is where I found you, in never never land,
I found you in the arms of a one-legged man.

Been to twelve bars drinking whiskey in every one
Been to twelve bars drinking whiskey in every one
These blues keep hiding me, hiding me from the sun.

Took the Fifth Sour in my mouth hoping to go blind
Took the Fifth Sour in my mouth hoping to go blind
Ain’t no justice in a woman’s heart just no never-mind.

Knew bar six and bar seven like the back of my hand
Knew bar six and bar seven like the back of my hand
Got some TNT, had them make up a Cablegram

Here I am, the bottom of the ninth, living on Borrowed Time
Here I am, the bottom of the ninth, living on Borrowed Time
Hey bartender pour me a chaser for these blues of mine.

Been to twelve bars drinking whiskey in every one
Been to twelve bars drinking whiskey in every one
These blues a falling horse, blues rider I’m undone. 

Still standing along the rail in bar number ten
Still standing along the rail in bar number ten
I will always see you do the one legged man.

It’s near midnight here in bar number eleven
It’s near midnight here in bar number eleven
drinking it neat looking for the road to heaven.

On the rocks in bar number twelve it came to me
On the rocks in bar number twelve it came to me
a little black revolver, as pretty as pretty can be.



Been to twelve bars drunk whiskey in every one
Been to twelve bars drunk whiskey in every one
Fully loaded, riding the blues, a horse and a gun. 

Been to twelve bars drunk whiskey in every one
Been to twelve bars drunk whiskey in every one
These blues will follow me where-ever I do run.
These blues will follow me where-ever I do run.

Jimmy Bang’s Blues For Leonard

Been listening to Leonard Cohen
Been listening to Leonard Cohen all day.
He hasn’t made me happy, he hasn’t made me glad
A certain sort of sadness getting in my way. 
						<imagine that>

Looking for a humble line
Looking for a humble line of work today.
Nothing doing, no-one’s doing for me 
Even Canadian Tire won’t give  me funny money.
						<no joke>

<They say>
Credit’s no good, got no credit, no credit at all
Don’t matter what I’ve done, don’t matter 
What battles I’ve won, what I’ve given to Jahweh
Or what I’ve become. It’s hard to see


The edge or the mainstream and anything in-between
Flotsam jetsam hey hey down by the river, Leonard what’s that
Song, why does everyone want to go
To  the river, it’s so unclean		<gentle this soul>	


It’s getting darker in my house
It’s getting darker in my home
Leonard’s gone quiet as the clouds roll in
Leonard’s gone quietly, me alone with the blues

The blues for Leonard 
the blues for Leonard
The blues for Leonard
The blues for Leonard .
Jimmy Bang’s Busted Ball Blues

Got me a pitcher of martini after my vasectomy
I said I got me a pitcher of martini after my vasectomy
The pain was slight, the relief in sight, after my vasectomy.

Nothin much to the operation, quick cut to my dissemination 
There was nothing much to the operation, quick cut to dissemination
When the phone rang in observation, the doctor left his surgical station.

Now the doctor, now the doctor he took the phone in his surgeon’s hands
Now the doctor, now the doctor he took the phone in his surgeon’s hands
If only he had washed them before laying them back on my balls.
(If only he had washed before laying his hands on my balls)

My balls got all busted, all swollen and blue
My balls got all busted, all swollen and blue
Went to the doctor and the doctor said “who did you screw?”
(Only my wife my entire married life.)

I said doctor remember when you made that fateful incision
I said doctor remember when you made that fateful incision
You took a call and made a poor decision, now I’m laying here
With my balls all busted, all swollen and blue.

Not me said the doctor it must have been her
That busted your balls all swollen  and blue.
Now it really didn’t matter I’m not going to sue.

That’s when it got out of hand, the swelling immense
And it wasn’t my dick, with a pain so intense
They cut me open and I stopped making sense.

Five days of Demerol, and Darvon too
To take the pain off my balls, all busted and blue
There was absolutely nothing I could do.

My balls all busted , all swollen and blue



Jimmy Bang’s Cryin’ Blues  

1	Woke up this morning  tears falling from my eyes
{I Said}I woke up this morning tears falling from my eyes.
It’s not that I’m blind my lady,  I just can’t see in the dark
It’s not that I’m blind my child,  I just can’t see in the dark.
And, oh,  it’s such a long night.

2	My hard-workin momma told me if I was a good boy
{I Said}My hard-workin momma told me if I was a good boy
She’d stop what she was doin and wipe those tears away
She said she’d stop, hold me close and wipe those tears away.  
And, oh, she lied to me.  

3	Been bad, been good, made no difference either way
{I said}Been bad, been good, made no difference either way
The death in the afternoon sky cloud over my brain 
The death in the afternoon sky cloud over my brain
And, oh the sky clouds over, I’m crying again.
 	
4	 I woke-up this morning broke at the break of day
I woke-up this morning broken-up at the break of day
No money in my pockets, no love in my heart
{I said}No money in my pockets, no love in my heart
 And, no, I can’t, I just can’t show up for livin today. 
	
5	Biogenetic  lightnin,  interference, & rain
{I said}Biogenetic  lightnin, interference, & pain	
 I’m cryin for what I’m not no more can’t be
 I’m cryin for what I’m not no more can’t be
And oh, I keep cryin, I’m afraid. I’m lost. 

  6	 It’s late in the afternoon. Been cryin all day.
{I said} It’s late in the afternoon. Been cryin all day.
It’s been so long.... I’m cryin .... ‘cause nothin will ever be the same
It’s been so long, (still) I’m cryin, ‘cause I have to be ashamed.
And oh, here I am, Lord, roll  the rock away.

7	Here I am Lord, I can’t roll the rock away
{I said}No amount of tears going to wear the rock away
No amount tears of going to tear the rock away.
Here I am Lord I can’t roll the rock away
And no I’m  not Jesus, but I’m one of yours anyway. 


8	  I’m too tired to roll it up Calvary even one more time
{I said} I’m too tired to roll it up Calvary even one more time
Here I am. Lord, take me, or roll this rock away.
Here I am  Lord, please take me, or roll this rock away.
And oh, roll this rock away. Roll this rock away.



JIMMY BANG’S LUNCHTIME BLUES

The soft-hearted have returned
From the charities luncheon
Which went on without me.

My heart is hard, George
But it still pumps blood, though not
Always to where I want it to be.

My arteries are fine, it’s the avenue
that’s clogged with beggars, some without
legs, all with working eyes.

The poor have their own
champions. I buy poetry
to read, with all its lies,

before a rare steak
and a glass of Cabernet Sauvignon
at Hy’s. 


Jimmy Bang’s Desperation Blues


I’m desperate I don’t care who knows it
I’m desperate I’m going insane
Just a rider in the rain
Just a rider in the rain[footnoteRef:4] [4:  Garbled paraphrase of two Randy Newman songs on his Album Little Criminals  ] 


I got the desperation blues, desperation blues every night and day
I got the desperation blues, desperation blues every night and day
How long, how long, must I feel
This way	

Desperation blues in my heart

Can’t love nobody, nobody can love me
Can’t love nobody, nobody can love me
Got the desperation blues, baby 
I’m as desperate as can be

Desperation blues in my house

They come in the morning, in the middle of the afternoon
They come in the morning, in the middle of the afternoon
The desperation blues just won’t leave
Me alone

Desperation blues over my shoulder

Got nothing to hang on to, sink lower every day
Got nothing to hold on to, sink lower every day
No way of telling how long
These desperation blues will stay

Desperation blues without a day off

Can’t work in no office, can’t work in no school
Can’t work in no office, can’t work in no school
Got the desperation blues, can’t get any
work at all

Desperation blues in Sunday best

Went to see the God doctor, this is what he had to say
Went so see the God doctor, this is what he had to say
When you got the desperation blues, son
All you can do is pray

Desperation blues on my knees

Nothin behind me but a  pit full of snakes
Nothin behind me but a pit full of snakes
Can’t see ahead of me
Or what difference it makes

Desperation blues on the couch  

Went to see my head shrinker, to see what he could do
Went to see my head shrinker, to see what he could do
Gave my blues a listen
Listened years on through 

“I got the desperation blues, desperation blues every night and every day”
I said “I got the desperation blues all night and all day
Dear doctor make them blues
Go away”

“How long must I feel this way, how long how long
How long will I fee this way, how long, how long  
Will I feel this way until I’m dead
and gone?”

“There’s no way of knowing, but we’ll charm those snakes away”
He said “There’s no way of knowing but let me show you the light of day
I’ll keep listening until those blues
fade right away”



Desperation blues get medicated
The shrink did more than listen, he gave me pharmaceuticals 
The shrink did more than listen, he gave me pharmaceuticals
To get them desperation blues, desperation blues
off my balls

Now I just keep on talking, taking my pills every day
A little cognitive behavioural therapy, sometimes I pray
To keep those desperation blues, desperation 
blues away (That’s all. I got to s(t)ay. Good day) 




Jimmy Bang’s Dusty Room Blues

C’mon baby, let me dust your room, nothing but dirt under your bed
I said, Lady let me dust your room, nothing but dirt under your bed
I’ve been wishin for God, but I’ll settle for cleanliness instead.

You’ve been waitin too long baby, you’re Haversham’s baby doll
You’ve been waitin too long baby, you’re Haversham’s baby doll
but I’m bringing my feather duster, gonna slide it all over you.

Hard hearted woman, you’ve been told  man’s good for dirt
Hard hearted woman, you’ve been told  man’s good for dirt
let me tell you true, dear, I want to be you’re cleanin man

Got me an ostrich feather duster, gonna run it all over your room
Got me an ostrich feather duster, gonna run it all over your room
You ain’t gonna want to stop me, gonna it run it all over you.




JIMMG BANG’S GRAVE-DIGGER HOLLER[footnoteRef:5] [5:  Adapted from a black field holler] 



O, the old grave-digger is comin’ today
	oh go away!
O, the old grave digger is comin’ today 
	oh go away!

The first thing my mama told me
	 Shout grave digger go away!
She told me about the old grave digger
	 Shout grave digger go away!

When you feel the air go cold round your shoulders
	Shout grave digger go away!
When you feel the air go cold round your shoulders
	Shout grave digger go away!

She said get up and stamp your feet
	Shout grave digger go away!
She said get up and stamp your feet
	Shout grave digger go away!

The old grave digger’s got no time for arguin’
	Shout grave digger go away!
The old grave digger’s got no time for a fight
	Shout grave digger go away!
	 
The old grave digger’s gonna let you be
	Jes’ shout grave digger go away!
The old grave digger’s going away
	Jes’ shout  grave digger go away

O, the old grave-digger
	He’s gone  away!
O, the old grave digger
	He’s gone away!




OH HELL NEVER MIND

Oh
hell
never 
mind

oh, hell, 
never, mind
farewell, my 
lovely, crime



Jimmy Bang’s House Full Of Blues

My lady, she says our walls need a coat of paint
My lady, she says our walls need a coat of paint
Whatever they is, whatever they ain’t, they all a look blue to me.

It’s true the plaster’s cracking,  the seams are showing dirt
It’s true I’m down on my knees, my shame is showing dirt
But I can’t get up, the black dogs won’t let me be.

Seems like I’ve lived here all my life and it’s a day too long
Seems like I’ve lived here all my life and it’s forever 
and a day too long for renovating this house full o’ blues.

The foundation’s crumbling, the roof is starting to leak
The foundation’s crumbling the roof is staring to leak
Got no place to go but down down down in this house full o’ blues.

There ain’t enough paint in General or Benjamin Moore
There ain’t enough paint in General or Benjamin Moore
to paint over the crumbling walls in this house full of blues. 

My lady is packing her bags, she’s ready to go
My lady packed her bags, she’s already gone.
Said she wouldn’t live another day in this house full o’ blues.

There wasn’t enough paint in General or Benjamin Moore
There wasn’t enough paint in General or Benjamin Moore
to paint over the cracking plaster in this house full o’ blues.

She’s gone, left me with nothing but more room for the blues
She’s gone, left me with nothing but more room for the blues
left me forever and a day too late for renovating this house full o’ blues.

Seems like I’ve lived here all my life, forever and a day too long.
Seems like I’ve lived here all my life, forever and a day too long
Got nowhere to go but down down down in this house full o blues.



Jimmy Bang’s If  Blues

If I were a sniper I would shoot myself in the mirror.

If  I were a stripper I would take all your clothes off  with a bump and grind.

If I were a spy I would let you know where I am.

If I were a sinner I would never be able to forgive myself. 

If  I were a victor I would mourn my losses.

If I was as pretty as I feel I wouldn’t touch myself.

If I were a dancer I would hold up the wall.

If I were a robber I would stick-up myself.

If I were a cop I would resist arrest.

If I were a carpenter I would cut off my balls with a putty knife.

If I were a doctor I would make myself sick.

If I were a lawyer I’d sue myself for malpractice.

If I were a gardener I wouldn’t let myself in.




JIIMY BANG’S REMEMBERING TO BREATHE BLUES 
Walking the meadow, I throw spikes into the bushes.
Walking the meadow,  I throw spikes into the bushes.
My physical has no doctor taking my pulse. 

There is this feeling in the back of my eyes
There is this feeling in the back of my eyes
the translator is off sick, Pandora has died. 

It’s ok to be stupid, it’s ok not to read
It’s ok to be stupid it’s ok not to read
the idiots have the upper hand, 

around my throat, the stupid bastards
are legitimatizing ignorance, it’s the will
of the people, not to know

why they are being fucked over
why they are being fucked over
I’ve got to say, stop now.

There is the smell of smoke in the air
the smell of smoke in the air, you don’t
have the brains of a survivor

let me kick you in  the head,
I am stronger
than you, candy-ass.  

Poet, you have
disgraced
yourself.

 


JIMMY BANG’S DARK TOO EARLY BLUES
They all push the clock back too soon
they all push the clock back too soon
I’m left it my nightclothes, too early in the morning,

It’s dark when I’m cooking dinner,
It’s dark when she’s cooking breakfast,
it’s dark in this corner, the street illuminated.

Break a few eggs, the chickens have gone home
break a few eggs, the chickens have gone home,
leaving their dead in a different time zone.
 
I’m gonna have to steal your love, on the radio
I’m gonna have to steal your love, on the radio
the radio’s not listening to who’s right or wrong.

I’m here, crying in the dark, embarrassing the others
I’m here, crying in the dark, embarrassing the others
it’s time we all moved on, the blues too early

to hang my hat on, nobody’s listening
got to go on
go on, love. 



JIMMY BANG’S JEALOUS HEART BLUES
Oh man I’m ripped and I’m angry
I said I’m ripped and I’m angry
the bastard that left you birthing
your son is downstairs.

I’m all kindness and generosity
I’m all kindness and generosity
When what I really want to do
Is baby drive him away from you

I said, baby I’ll light a torch
To drive him  away from you
I am so uncertain what I offer
the snake so much more beguiling.

Al I I’ve got is hymns, fictions in the first person
And Liberace in hats.  I’ve got no polish
For my boots,  I can walk Just
 so far with you. 

Oh man I’m ripped
and I am angry, say what
I want, show not tell
Keeps me coming back.





JIMMY BANG’S ARTERY BLUES

I roll up my sleeve –
not for work
but for the needle

not for the album
but for this artery
oh, my, yes

I roll up my sleeve
for the needle
in this artery

I have been waiting
to fulfill 
the requirements. 


JIMMY BANG’S BLACK RIVER BLUES
It’s just before the ice, this fall
It’s just before the ice, this fall
Patrick’s not the only diver.

The Great Waste of Life
at my back, Shoppers Drugs
waits on the other side;

there is medication 
for this condition
I’ve got my hands full.

It’s just before the ice this fall
It’s just before the ice, this fall
Patrick’s loaned me a fiver

and that’s all I need
to proceed to the LC
for remedies not covered

by Pharmacare or
Blue Cross, brother Hallelujah
say five dollars

will keep me warm. It’s just
before the ice, this fall
Patrick’s not the only diver

me now backing away
in the bottle, alive
alive oh!  


JIMMY BANG’S BLUES BOX

Lou Reed and Patti Smith are clean
doing whatever
is next, I can’t say much
has changed with me 
except I’m recycling
the whiskey bottles now
pitched in a lower key.

JIMMY BANG’S BOURGEOIS BLUES
Oh I went to work this morning
to work this morning
in a government office with nothing 

to do I searched the Web
for all my old girlfriends,
their husbands too.

I once had my own
web page, lost
with wife number two. 

Now I am on cruise
control, still
as unreliable

as an expensive
drunk on Ellice
avenue.

I can still tie
my shoes,
put one foot

in front of the other
inside the door.
Opportunity,

like the 
middle ages
passes me by.


JIMMY BANG’S CUNT LOVE BLUES

Not even cunt, makes me
human, no way to either
heart. Potions

draw blood into the penis
desire into the testes
still nothing

for the heart. Not
even loss
for comfort. 



JIMMY BANG’S DRESSED UP BLUES

Damn! I want to kill
the pecker head
hiding behind
my skirts.. 


JIMMY BANG’S FOOTSORE BLUES

My feet can’t make up
can’t make up
their mind, carping.

Every foot fall
resents my
weight.

“What a relief,”
they think it would be,
“if only we knew

we were
on our way
to our final rest.”


JIMMY BANGS GOODNIGHT BLUES

I’m left
counting zero
from where I began.

They’ve all
gone, their
arms around the night.

I’m singing
blues and geometry – 
directions in the sky.

Still, counting
the heart beats
to the minute,

the room empty
as sin. The blankets
are turned.

My baby’s gone,
my daddy has too,
I’m looking for

a lullaby, and all
I get is static
on the radio. 



JIMMY BANG’S LIMBO BLUES
(for Dorothy Parker and King Biscuit Boy)

Can’t focus
on self-immolation.
My razor’s got 
too many blades + 
I’m too shy
for death by cop.

I’m just too depressed
to die. 

Don’t have the gas
for asphyxiation.
Won’t get up
to hang a noose.
Can’t figure out
what screw is loose.

I’m just too depressed
to die.

Kevorkian won’t return
my email. He’s dead too
now, I suppose there’s
got to be
an end to this
somehow, all I know is

I’m too depressed
to die.  

The river ice is jammed
too close against the bridge.
The web wants to help
put me away,
but all my research
has to wait another day

I’m too depressed
 to die. 

Got to keep living
‘cause I’m too depressed
to die. 



Jimmy Bang’s Stupid Blues

I’m stupid
I’m stupid
with the stupid blues.

I always lose
what means anything
when I get close

to  you. I have a a Polaroid,
 catching your whisper.
 The mortgage

looks for a signature .What
I want is accompaniment
for  the stupid blues

I’m stupid
I’m stupid
with  the stupid blues.

Can’t hear;
I’m missing
that thing

In my ear. My pulse
a salty dog, afraid
of the kitchen party.

Hey, I’m stupid
I’m stupid
With the stupid blues.

Rhythm is what I want
my pitch already perfect
for the stupid blues.

All I know is lost
In the stupid blues,
All I know, counting.



Jimmy Bang’s Know Nothing Blues

And I know
and I know
and I know and I know and
I know and I know and I know and I know
nothing

here is the sound of it
no no no no no no no no no
never know never know never know
all or nothing

but it is the snow
the snow it is falling
filling my heart with cold and for longing
it is the snow it is the snow it is the snow
like the sky it is falling

and I know
and I know
and I know and I know and
I know and I know and I know and I know
nothing



Jimmy Bang’s Siren Blues

Been tryin to sleep, all I hear is sirens fill up my head
Been tryin to sleep , all I hear is sirens fill up my head
spend each late night hour wonderin who’s gonna end up dead.

Siren’s in the morning, sirens in the afternoon
live close to the police station, firehalls around the bend
But the ambulance comes wailing every night around ten.

Been tryin to sleep, all I hear is sirens fill up my head
been trying to sleep, all I hear is sirens fill up my head
spend each late night hour wonderin who’s gonna end up dead.

Sirens in the daytime, more sirens late at night
I hear them through my window, no matter how tight
closed against the darkness, the wailing comes through the night.

Been tryin to sleep, all I hear is sirens fill up my head
been tryin to sleep all I hear is sirens fill up my head
a bottle of booz e on the nightstand, a bottle of pills in my hand.

I’m listening to the sirens, getting closer tonight
I’m listening to the sirens, getting closer tonight
Maybe this ones for me, I’ve finally got it right.




Jimmy Bang’s Not Enough For Anything But Blues 

not enough sleep
for anything but blue
not enough light
for anything but blue
not enough love
for anything but blue 
not enough heat
for anything but blue
not enough shelter
for anything but blue
not enough money
for anything but blue
not enough give
for anything but blue
not enough medication
for anything but blue
not enough consciousness
for anything but blue
not enough faith
for anything but blue
not enough forgiveness
for anything but blue
not enough you
for anything
but blue




JIMMY BANG’S MONOTHEISTIC BLUES

Capitalism sucks, don’t hold no truck with communism.
Capitalism sucks, don’t hold no truck with communism.
Twin Tower’s down and all I’ve got is the monotheistic blues.

I’ve got one god, the old one in three
I’ve got one god, the old one in three
I’ve gotta say that’s just not enough God for me. 

Don’t find no god in nature no god in me today
Don’t find no god in nature, no god in me today
Just the old rusty god, steaming away, steaming away.


Jahweh please don’t go, Jahweh please don’t go
Jahweh, please don’t go, Jahweh please don’t go
Don’t go down in history please don’t go

Other gods to the left of me and gods to the right
Gods to the left of me and gods to the right
I’m stuck in the middle without a signal light

Said the thief to the joker there’s a lot to fear
Said the thief to the joker there’s a lot to fear
I’m told there’s just one way out of here.

Gotta find divinity in my infirmity 
{they say} I gotta find divinity in my infirmity 
spikes and vinegar mean shit to me I said shit to me.

There is no religion makes me a better man
There is no religion makes me a better man
It’s the looking, {they say} that’s really the plan.

Sunday morning goin down to sophistry
Sunday morning goin down to sophistry 
All that’s left of my father’s ministry.

Let me hear you say amen (Amen)
Let me hear you say amen (Amen)
We’re on our own to the end
We’re on our own to the end.

JIMMY BANG’S BLUES PRAYER


Woke up this morning sore afraid,
I woke up this morning sore afraid,
Where are you Lord?  I’m stuck in this dark
 thinking of all the promises I’ve made.

Woke up this morning bent down before the dawn
I woke up this morin cast down before the dawn
I’m looking for that light, Jesus but I can’t
let mine shine, its always darkest before dawn.

{David knows, david knows,
 the path through the valley of darkness
David knows, david knows}	

Bridge
O Jesus, take me to the Lord
Oh Jesus, take me to the Lord
I am weak, but you are strong
Oh Jesus, take me to the Lord.


Lead me home. 


Jimmy Bang’s Rabbit Hole Blues

I can wait, 
I can wait.
Nowhere to go
so I won’t be
late.

The works ain’t working, angel time is standing still
The works ain’t working, angel time is standing still
while here on the bottom ,  every step is uphill

Nowhere to go
Nowhere to be
just wait for never never
land real slow. 

There’s a pill to make me sleepy, a pill to make me tall
there’s a pill to make me sleepy, a pill to make me tall
got a head full of medicine says I can never fall

But it’s a lie
But it’s a lie.
Nightmares and nothing
to do but die. 

There is no heavenly light at the end of the tunnel
There is no heavenly light at the end of the tunnel
& the sun’ll never shine when I’m down under time

Can I wait?
Can I wait?
No place to go
so I can’t be
late.

I’ve got an order
of Nowhere -
to go. 

An order
of Nowhere -
to go. 


Revolver[footnoteRef:6] [6:  Consider moving this to consideration s] 


There is this repeating
image. A pistol
(no other word
will do) 
in my hand. More
Hollywood and Life magazine
than Hemingway or even my cousin.
The Deer Hunter’s roulette.
The execution of a suspected
Viet Cong in the street.
As if it mattered, the revolver
held to my head by my own
hand. Then Bang. Bang.
To drive the darkness out
onto the books behind me.
Finally, to let in some light.		


Jimmy Bang’s Mount Olive Blues

This is what They said:

 “You are not
perceivably real, you just imagine

yourself to be 
full of God’s breath and repartee.

You are the impostor, you are he
that enters the spirit sinfully.

Get away, get away, far from us
You are not worthy of our disgust.”

or so I’m told, I could not hear
I’m mostly death in both ears

But I have friends that keep track
Of every time I am attacked. Or so I’d wish

But it is not true, I stand in the black
And say my name, “That’s all, Jack

That’s all Jimmy, you’re on your own
You better realize your cover’s blown.”


























CONVERSATIONS WITH GEORGE




GIFT
I am so sure
My heart is
A dead thing
I give it
To you. 



EARLY MORNING SINGING SONG

I praise your name,  
George[footnoteRef:7], worship begins at eleven. [7:  As in George Ballantine Whiskey] 

Ashamed, I drink
my way to heaven.


EARLY MORNING SINGING SONG (2)

Doors to heaven
Open at eleven. 


LET ME INTRODUCE MYSELF

I introduced myself to the barman
as he served me my first drink of the day.
"I too am a Victor," is all he had to say.




BACHELOR OF BALLENTINE’S

George, I’d take
the mickey out of you
in university
toilet stalls
between periods,
the golden
sun rising
in my veins,
bringing the world
to my knees.  



CONVERSATIONS WITH GEORGE OVER CHICKEN SOUP
 AND EGG SALAD

I’m in the bar with all the noon hour alcoholic
relics keeping it together with you George,
filling my veins with lies and half-truths.
While the others turn their backs 

I turn the page, read about Aeanas, though I’m not feeling valiant.
The idea of running a spear through your liver George
has some appeal, except I’d have so much less
to drink – you make me think in roundabouts.

How about always, for another swallow? 
My veins ferment my thoughts like bubble wrap.
It’s raining, but there’s no time
for sober second sight. I think nothing

Rimbaud said is true unless the secret is
opium and I simply haven’t gone far enough
yet. I walk the plank with you, George,
cradled in my arm. The boat is leaking anyway.



GRADUATION

George, she liked
my boots and shoes.

George, she liked
my black shirt.

George, she cried
over the card

I gave my son
after his graduation

chosen 
by my new wife

not invited
to the affair.

My ex so much 
smaller than

I remembered
backing into traffic. 




CUT
1.

I’m cut, but not by Ron’s straight
razor against my throat, about as much danger

as I see in a day, but by the two double Georges
and a Standard Lager in the McLaren Hotel.

2.

Ron has a history he is only beginning
to share when I sit in his chair.

He is waiting for $540,000, a settlement
from Ottawa, for personal reasons

accrued during his stay in a residential school.
Only problem, he was white, and a firmer racist

it would have been hard to raise. Not satisfied,
he accepts no apology, and makes none.

To him it’s all about money;
 whether he has seen as much as is

 necessary to retire, or whether he loves
 to cut enough to open his own shop.

3.

I didn’t come here for beauty, I’d never go that far[footnoteRef:8]. [8:  Leonard Cohen] 

I  see the pregnant aboriginal daughter

buy Old Stock for her abusive father, and what I think
is pop I hear her tell him is a rye and ginger and a rye and coke

making another Fetal Alcohol Syndrome baby 
for who any apology is too late, and I forget

my own need 
for salvation. 



FAT GIRLS

Who am I to judge, overweight now in my fifth decade with a love of food and drink I hide behind vertical stripes. Someone has told the waitress black is slimming, and she looks like she’s trying for a level of sophistication not quite within her reach like the hotel trying to punch above its weight, the buffet in the lobby a-ok with the guys playing the VLTs just inside the door a woman is waiting for a girlfriend, she’s confident, hanging her coat behind her chair. But the space between the buttons reveal her white heavy-wire bra, holding up attributes been nothing but trouble since she was thirteen.        

I nod as her girlfriend joins her ordering the same vodka and orange – they have offices
to return to,.as do I. This dark-haired woman won’t take off her wool black & white checked overcoat getting hot inside I try to imagine what’s under those clothes, whether their fat disguises  self-loathing the same as mine with libidos drifting off 
with the noonday cocktail, payday Friday leaving them with spiritual resources.

Their rolls of white, blue-veined, flesh untouched, settle 
for a blood alcohol level of point zero nine. 


LOSING MALCOM
I’m sorry, Malcolm. I left you
 in the dim light of a Winnipeg bar

looking for the beauty
you said I would see if I drink

as you do, and I do 
Malcom,  see your beauty

 Under the Volcano, towering above
the shabby Dollartown pier. I don’t remember

where I left you, or how much I tipped the waitress
who never ran after me, leaving your book

on the counter with my anti-depressant
slipped inside.   




LOOKING FOR LUCINDA WILLIAMS ON THE JUKEBOX

You need to find a chair with a firm bottom
If you’re drinking at the Regal Beagle, faded
like you are after too many years of hard use.

The Indians are here for Manito Ahbee. The Metis
would have you dance at their jamboree in the ballroom
of this old hotel, rooms so grand they can contain tonight.

The white trash is having the buffet lunch, talking so I can hear
them at the next table, their Adam apples bobbling with beer.
It’s just like old times when women were not allowed. They talk

about the dessert tray. About the famous Jeannie’s cake,
opinions split like their baseball caps, some like a cake with crust;
others talk about how the sweetness of the icing makes them puke. 

You need to keep drinking to understand this part of Winnipeg,
in your firm chair, whiskey and beer the key to the city
in downtown bars, rapid transit to your dreams. 


FISHING WITH GEORGE

I see two trees –
my window open.

If I were  sixteen  I might climb
from this room to the alley, clear

 my escape, before anyone knows
I am gone. Called to the river

 a tug on a fly, cast,
 brings me back.  Safe

without leaving – 
the arc, a story.


FOND FAREWELL

George, they call out
to me, want to break
our embrace. I pour
another dram of succor
and bid them all
adieu. 


FRAGMENT

A slap upside
the head, the ganglia
looks for another
bar, harmony.



GEORGE AND I LISTEN TO YOU

The rare steak with peppercorn sauce you have for dinner
at the next table with your client from Houston,

 is the recognition you need for the hunger of belonging
 here, at Hy’s, at  Portage & Main.

Last week, your father did not listen to you 
and smashed up his 2000 Audi TT Coupe

you hoped might pass on to your eldest son.
Your father refuses to give up

his license, you can’t stop him driving alone. He can remember 
every knee he ever touched shifting gears, especially your mother’s.

She’s gone now three years, you remember her death rattle. Your father remembers
her windblown hair, loose in the 1960 MGA Roadster, her eyes shining.

You will not let your sons ride with him in his new Volvo C30, no matter
how many airbags it has. You do not approve of the parking

his independent living units provides, even to 87 year-old engineers.
You open the garage door for your Mercedes SL. Later, 

tonight your wife will turn her back avoiding
the smell of meat still on your breath.





MEMORY LAPSE

George I cheated, I cheated on you 
slipped a drink of Tullamore Dew,

forgot everything I ever knew
my woman wanted me to do.

George I cheated, I cheated on you
slipped a drink of Tullamore Dew 



LOOKING FOR COMMUNION

We listen to Berlin, Lou Reeds translation
at least as current as King James. Me

looking for a place to pray,  communion
a glass with five ice cubes and four fingers

of scotch, my children forgive me, one at a time,
and still I still reach for Jesus

thinking he must have
something profound

to say, the thimbles of wine
racked in the balcony

me, passing the time
with the alphabet

making up stories about
damage and loss

the crucified Christ
just a vacant image

in a book so old
the pages

turn to dust
in my lap.





NOT TODAY

George, I’ve brought sandwiches
And resolve. You can just sit behind the bar
Because without me you are nothing.

I stand you up, this one day
My wife and my daughter
Harden my spine.

Unashamed, I walk the halls
Dispense greetings at work,
After lunch, like Santa Claus.

Let them smell my sweet breath
Give them an impression of the depth
Of my understanding of bureaucracy.

	Oh, my sweet narcotic, not
Today, my love waits, 
no need to shove. 


THE BLIND MILLIONAIRE & HIS RELUCTANT SECRETARY

A permanent reservation, the sign
on the table says it is so.

He shades his eyes with his gloved hand,
his cane in the other. He wants to put it down

but I don’t let him put it down on me. He looks
after himself, the best he can, pocket handkerchief

in the breast pocket of his winter wool coat 
his black banker’s shoes shined in the underground.

His secretary is waiting, her expression as flat as a newspaper.
She never knows, what new cloud of suspicion he will bring

with him she is never sure, except for the $2,000 biweekly
in her bank account, for him to be sure she will join him

for lunch at this table, where he orders his toasted sandwich
cut in squares, his OCD, a dictionary of order

understood by the wait staff, who brush by me, leave
me talking to George at my table. 




FINDING MALCOLM
So I stop at the smoke shop to buy a cigar underground
after my conversation with George laying down my hardbound

Sourland. Joyce Carol Oates a guilty pleasure, part of my secret
life like my conversations with George or with women

telling them they are beautiful, and they are, but unlikely
my dear wife would understand. She knows
	
there is not an unfaithful bone in my body. She does not know
I lost Malcolm in what I thought was the bar. So I can not

tell her that the clerk, noticing my book asked if I liked to read.
“ Why yes,” I said “I read a lot.”  He rummages under the cash register

and drops my 1947 Reynalds Hitchock Under The Volcano on Sourland,
and asks “You know this book?” “Yes,” I say, “it’s mine.”

He and Malcolm waiting to make a counter offer. I accept, leaving
 an extra ten bucks for this year’s Day of the Dead, holding on

tight to the escalator railing, steel tongued steps
moving me and Malcolm to the light.



GOING THE DISTANCE
I fight as hard as Chuvalo
for these few minutes today.

I beat out words
hang like sweat

beads in the air. 
You can imagine

the black and white picture
with just a hint of red

life’s blood, rising
under the tongue.

Listen, I’m talking
to you. I’m going the

distance, blood
love, all I’ve got

to say.  




HEROIN

George, I’m in
what I can only imagine
is like a heroin palace
I’ve never had any, but feel
soft, safe never-mind
at rest on a cumulous cloud
blood alcohol rinsing
my brain from
my history
bleaching
what was sin
clean again. 

 FRAGMENT
Hey George, I’ve got you by the tail,
A book under my thumb. I run.

There are many pleasures, Sir. I take mine
in the text, alphabet bridle in my mouth.


SHE REMINDS ME

I was young once, and could tell
a woman she was beautiful 
without having to apologize
for all that I am; married
albeit for the third time, overweight, 
but going to the gym tomorrow.

Better not to tell her of the braces
on my ankles, or my hearing
aids though she’s probably seen
them and my wedding ring; all this
before I confess about the Viagra
in the night table. 

Fifty-five shouldn’t feel this
old and far from desire, she
reminds me of Jesse Winchester singing
“if you’re walking on thin ice,
you might as well dance” Then her piercing 
reminds me of my 21 year-old daughter
and my true place in the conversation.


HIGH NOON

Two young women drink beer
at the table by the window,
the sun at their elbows, their tanned
feet tucked under the part of them
I’m not allowed to admire, me just

a dirty old man with a side-ways glance +
a memory of the day I stripped off
your shorts with nothing underneath
but the found daisy pillow, not for rocking 
sleep, but the dreams I still have

a decade after you left me. Hanging
on to the rhythm, the brunette keeps the beat
slapping the side of her chair, the other raises
her arms in victory. I watch, guilty, just
 like the predators

I want to kill.  




TWELVE 0’CLOCK HIGH 

The thin air in my ears, 
My eyes look for a safe way to cross 
From the Discreet Boutique to the Giant Tiger.

All I can do is smile and listen 
To my broken boots shuffle
My self across the street.

What’s left after whiskey makes peace
With what used to be called
The soul; I have so little

Use for it now. My eyes 
Mirrors with the amalgam
Showing through. 


 TUMBLING DICE

The sun is out just long enough.
The Indians throw dice

Outside the Masonic lodge. Their circle
closes, snake eyes 

All there is 
To see. 





STANDING ON THE CORNER

I am an unsteady fat man smoking a thin cigar, back up
against the glass windows, shutters drawn, bankers
escalating down to their vaults, now just machines on their desk
doing the old zero one  as often as they need, to make
someone else rich, but hah, I am smoking a Cuban cigar
 think short dresses and warm weather like here
not so long ago, dresses held against the wind and the sun
showing through what I can still remember as I huddle
 into a building crevice at the corner of Portage and Main 
in what might pass for a blizzard anywhere else
here just a little blow curling the smoke 
from the smile on my lips as I remember 
 the warm hands of the Bailey’s librarian
 with the big horn rimmed glasses
as she takes my card.



WAITING FOR DR. HAMMOND

Well George, my shrink says I should write about you, 
but that is a lie. He thinks I should write about the betrayal
of my body as it begins to breakdown ahead of schedule. 

Every morning now I struggle into my braces described by my physio
as if they were guy wires holding up a tree, not quite capable of standing
up by itself. Why, George, do I not find this reassuring though there are days

I feel as big as a tree,  but filled with ants and rot, just plain tired
of being a tree. The leaves I turn are in a book called Freedom.
I call the one doctor in town who may be able to replace my ankle

with a titanium joint,  reach only an answering machine, Wait
is the answer; six to nine months, wait –   a lesson my father
tried to leave with me in his dying. 


 
IT SURE IS A WINDY DAY

There are twelve aboriginals on the 12th floor of the Radisson. 
It’s all too obvious. I’m the only one drinking.

There are two other white men, young professionals with laptops
open, cell phones at the ready; drinking Coke. I flip open

Cool Water. I carry the novel with me back and forth in the wind
+ music of Portage & Main. With George holding my breath, I am outside

and inside another time in an apartment on Colony Street,
massaging Jeanette’s naked back, her boyfriend out of town –

his brother the keyboard player with an original song, the night
before at the Zoo, singing it sure is a windy day, and  looking her way. 

 


LOVE SONG

There is little as empty
as a room with Tom Waits on the stereo –
the couple from a retro tv show cooking
up a storm, another on the way across the sky,
 like my wife on her way to the kitchen.
I am always left and never right.
but for you George, my love tonight.





SMOKE’N BOB

Has a hot dog for my palm, the psalm of spring
at the corner of Portage Avenue and Notre Dame.

The sun, still uncertain, can’t convince the pale-faced women
to give-up their coats for guys like me are looking for anything

to encourage fertility. The Red River may flood this year
but here in this corner all you’ll ever find is concrete

under the shuffling feet of humans
who can’t believe their luck. Lunch 

for three bucks, the news screened by
Canwest Global behind our backs. 



MEMORIES OF GEORGE
A livid bruise
On my thigh,

A burn at the base
Of my thumb,

A circle of ash
In my palm.

A woman,
Leaving.


PICKLED

George, I have so little
interest in anything
 outside myself
I might as well  be
 dead and cold
in a root cellar
among the preserves. 



NO-ONE TALKS TO ME

because I’m deaf,
crippled, morally corrupted
whenever I touch myself
when I should be touching you 
got nothing to lord, but the sin.

I’m going to make it up 
those pictures in my head
projected from that part of me
as unreliable as a fishhook
past its depth and me
twisting my head.

Oh yeah
Oh yeah
kissing the dead

ROCKABYE
I like to drink
my liquor hard.

Yah, George
you’re my favourite –

the bottle in the cradle
takes me to the grave. 
.


THAT’S HOW THE YEAR GOES OUT

Don, thin, middle aged, runs down Notre Dame
His beard a pall of ash, his leather jacket open

Throat pulsing, his Adam apple throbbing, Eve already outside.
The cold of fall settling like a hawk on a mouse

Scurrying in the field, stubble burning. The smell of eternity
Blows from the perimeter to the centre of this city

My back against the wall of the abandoned theatre
I keep breathing.  


BREATHING EASY

The bitter taste of grapefruit pith in my mouth
erases George’s influence, the Standard Lager too.

I listen to Dylan, try to sit up straight and apologize
to my super ego and my wife for the six drinks

in Ken’s restaurant. The lunch of won ton
and sweet and sour chicken balls rests

uneasily in my stomach. This disease 
has been stalking me since I was old

enough to drink. Discovering the peace
whiskey George brings, I look for a song

I can sing as my eyelids get heavy
and I slump in my chair.  


THE DISCIPLES ARE ASLEEP AT THE SWITCH

Oh God, George they don’t know your brand at the Windsor,
not even your species it’s just all whiskey to them as they stir from their slumber

behind the bar. The Aboriginal waitress is in training and I look
at her as Mary delivering the Holy host, even if she doesn’t know –

doesn’t believe you are at the back of the cooler.  I’m out in front
watching the gladiators. I wager my twenty bucks for ascension


THE INJURED WAITER 

There is always someone
with a bruise
in the bar;  last night
visible on the high
cheekbones of the skinny
waiter, getting by.
 
The shadow, a trace
of an unruly customer,
a jealous lover; Jocko’s wife
waits to greet him at home,
the crease still perfect
in his black trousers. 

THE ONLY WOMEN

In this blues bar Thursday noon are hookers,
herded by their pimp, inhaling.

The others, here all men, union members
working the trains or out on workmen’s comp.

There is some shuttle diplomacy, less subtle
than Kissinger, the women called over –

the pimp negotiating  a price for three on three
with only one queen sized bed between them.

Upstairs, there are vacancies even God can’t fill,
we men such a fucking poor substitute. 



THIRTY SEVEN THOUSND FEET

Hah,  George, I’m onto you.
I’m flying with Johnny Black
but you under my skin.

My wife is discouraged
my poetry too, nothing
plus nothing equals nothing.

All I’ve got,
my songs
to you.

LOST CIVILZATION

Woke up this afternoon, my head on my desk
Had one too many doubles trying to find myself. 

Not in the bottle, not in the smoke, lost this
afternoon in Babylon, remembering the Assyrians

coming down like the wolf on the fold, oh ho
this was a poem I once could recite like my father

in the school auditorium, while the rough boys wrote
my nickname, “Nimrod was here,” on the washroom walls. 



CHEERS

George, there’s pieces of what I know
under the dreck.

I raise a glass and cheer,
there is nothing I have to forgive.

Every reason to live, the pour
in my glass hard to steer.







FRAGMENT 

The house is full
and I want it

to be empty
all two

thousand square
feet for me and my girl

with jazz on the stereo 
…..

instead
…..

Nadir has learned to ride
his bike past our house

with cheers from
my wife and her

family in the front
garden, I watch

them watching
and all I can

wonder is if
I can slip

into the kitchen
for whiskey

even if he has
leukemia

THE COLOURIST

George, you paint me into a corner of this hotel
bar, high in the cold ventilated air. All I’ve got

is earth tones, sepia, some black & grey.
What I’m looking for is not another

Leonard Cohen song, but the clanging
of colours to drive the black dogs away.



TWO JEWS LIGHT MY WAY
Never mind the virgins
oil or not.

I’ve got Leonard
I’ve got Bob.

I’m advised
not to say

Jew, but these two
light my way. Or

imagine a four some –
Mandel, Dylan, Layton + Cohen

their balls back in the bags;
their clubs, non-exclusive.



WHAT I CAN’T TELL MY FRIENDS

“In the angels mind there are no trains that stop.” 
	- Malcolm Lowry


My conversations with George start earlier
now as I discover elegant restaurants, deli’s

and dives that encourage my noon time dialogues with George
who is always there, right at my elbow.

It means I drink less at home, keep one promise,
break another, searching.

Tell me George, how am I going tell when I need you more
day after day, chasing the elusive tail of your falling star.

No time for wishes, and a quick turn away from the homeless
drunk on the corner of Ellice & Notre Dame. All I can remember

is God takes care of fools, drunks, and little children, Lowry’s solace.
A prayer I repeat all the way to the Electric Railway Chambers.



THE ROOM AT THE END OF THE HALL
George, you give me visions
but they’re not  all
a barrel of monkeys.

There’s this one
of the room
at the end

of the hall
in the Albert.
She’s gone,

the three wives too,
just me and you
and a key

around my neck.
The noose may come
later, but now

I have you George
I am not too proud
to beg. That’s 

how we
know each other,
the street

 a line
to be
crossed.


WHAT I LEAVE HER

(For Bronwyn)
She’s denying you George. Claiming her birthright
 without the furry paws you have me wear, Yes I say

these are books to read, fuck with these.
Ted and Sylvia, John, Delmore & Theodore, oh.

My darling daughter the words are coming to you
without intermediary, you’ve got libraries

of holiness and wonder I can only imagine
the freedom. I’ve got to go. George, I’m on my way.









				


















MUSIC FOR MEN OVER FIFTY


Dance me to your beauty with a burning violin 
Dance me through the panic 'til I'm gathered safely in 
Lift me like an olive branch and be my homeward dove 
Dance me to the end of love 
Dance me to the end of love 
- Leonard Cohen 


COFFEE
You come get me
my son having left me
carless, with nothing but
a telephone and my fedora
in hand.

Darzulla espresso
whines through
the machines, your daughter
gives me the once over
and I pass muster

for this cup of coffee
has been brewing 
on-line. And now
in Bar I, we add
what we need

nothing much
to go on, but
we do, faith
in human being
moves us to love





REVELATION
The light on the road 
to Chicago turns us
toward each other,
stories full 
in our mouths.

There is room
in the Volkswagen
for what we want,
growing in the music
of Al Green and Norah Jones.

Reaching ahead of our
selves, we hold hands
as the dusk settle
skirts around us,
look for a bed in the dark.

The car empty
of all but the  moon
we dream, in Chicago
more jazz
less blues.



THE GREEN MILL
You are amused
by my passion
for taxicabs.
Their drivers know
where we are
going.

We don’t need a map
to get to this 
whiskey bar
as old as the jazz
brought up the river,
a heartbeat

of an America
that scares me 
half to death.
Notes bend

around the two of us,
bring us the love 
we left home 
to find,  now
within our reach.

SALSA LESSONS

You take off
your glasses
to read novels –
or me, 

in bed,  need
a closer look 
the find 
what’s real.

We put out the light:
the room full of close
air, Cuban salsa
loud, and hot, so

the kids
won’t hear us
search for rhythm
in the winter night




MINGUS

The sounds of love
elegant, Ellington

as we fall
asleep.

Ah um passions
of a man

on a bass string
looking for love




COLLECT CALL

Leonard is singing in the other room
Dianna leads me to temptation.

There is only so much
I am going to hear –

your voice from Savannah
Georgia on my mind. 



LOVE IS COMING

or not. Man over fifty is less
sure than twenty, when he knew
everything, and didn’t need
reassurance about the beauty
of his cock measuring time.

The inadequacy of the flesh
in the face of love, hold over
of Adam’s surprise; and me still
telling lies. O God;
realize me. 


ACCREDITATION

You’ve come through worse
in your life, but that was another

time. I am with you now
my arms around your broad shoulders.

Eye to eye we see each other so naked
in love, no amount of clothes

can hide the traces we carry
from the times before, today

the past as close as the doorway
and me holding my breath

you holding me tight against
the ghosts in the dark.



THERE IS LOVE IN THIS MORNING

There is love in this morning
between us, moving to daylight
though bed and children protest.

We slip together, hand in glove,
waking to touch, we’ve got each other’s
back, letting go.

We leave our old countries,
you’re a long way back. I wait
for my passport, birth certificate

changed again, This time
renewed, my luxurious heart
makes room, makes room
for you.



THERE IS NEVER ENOUGH

Love, this fragrant afternoon
is hidden in hisbiscus, found
as I look for you in the flowers
you brought from the nursery
down the street. The dog has escaped
again, throwing itself in front of another American
car. I refuse to chase
the representations of love –
your honest body is what I crave, my pulse
racing when I can see you.
Approach, love, songs
in the afternoon air 



THE OCEAN IN YOUR BODY 

I was meaning to write about how much I love you
and how you look in the pull of the moon the tide on  the way in
covering our tracks from the primordial ooze we find our feet as we walk
towards the green trees we can hear from far away love’s wind
song stirs the fresh air someone is speaking French and offers us a drink
listen listen listen you can hear the ocean in your body tonight, listen, listen
listen you can hear the ocean in y our body tonight as wide as Saskatchewan 
and twice as long this longing for your touch come and hold my hand,
touch my face and say I’ve been there too, smiling at a sky blessing lovers
with never ending starfields a whirl above the horizon line draw by Newlove
here we stand naked with a surprised appreciation for God looking for a scepter
but finding love instead of authority and finding love
listen you
listen to
love.



URGENT CARE

There are miles of highway
between us, no cars
I hear just your breath
through the  telephone.

I imagine 
your breasts
in a $225 bra
your nipples, hardening

All I have is your Aussie voice
assuring me you will come
you will come and make
love to me. Patient, I wait.





PRAYER

Drive it into me
Be a harder man.
Don’t be gentle, love.
Tumble me, take me
make me understand
				oh God
				oh God
don’t forsake me		now.




READING PABLO NERUDA

Across from me
near the birch wood fire
you read Pablo Neruda, 
nurse your bandaged
ring finger cut
opening the bacon
for breakfast.

Bach is fuguing
and I look
at you in front
of the window
full of September 
and Lake Winnipeg
wonder how long
can this be true.




LEFT BEHIND WITH THE DOG AND A LIMP
(In Memory of Stella)

You’ve gone to the centre of the universe taking
your son, leaving, his dog, a family reminder

strains against the leash. This city not big or wise
enough, holds me and the dog pulls me through

the days I’m waiting to be over. My memory
impaired, my walking too, as I make my way

around the block. The leaves have fallen. 
Still the dew draws the sun.

STAUNCH

Oh lovely why there?
I’m  lonely in my bones –
they no longer care
for me. This is old,
but I must not say so
this side of sixty.

I’ve stopped bleeding
long ago, but wonder
whether my blood will
still run to the end
of my quickening 
when I need it.

It  matters
to  you putting
a  young face
on our making,  still
 a worthy poke.
I must say so.


TOUCH ME

there are still
so many places
I want you 
to reach

the nape of my neck
the underside of my funny bone
the inside of my thigh
I’m a patient        guy.

Put your hand
on me, just not yet
on my selfish prick. 


LOVE TOURIST

I fly in from Winnipeg. I can see
Toronto from my window seat.

The airport is ugly but I am comfortable
in my anonymity as I descend

the escalator to lift the heavy 
hard-sided vintage Samonsite.

I walk to the pick-up zone. There you are
my suitcase fills the hatch of your Beetle.

You have forgiven me for not saying goodbye
the last time I panicked in the freeway in the fog.

We say hello, love, as the City
draws us in.




RESCUE ME

I have not set free
one slave, one boy
from buggery.

Rescue me. 

I have not negotiated
one wage increase for
any workers in the world.

 Rescue me.

I have not been
brave, looking
for my own salvation.

Rescue me.

The suffering is particular,
scars on my yielding body +
on my what I call my thinking.

I turn  to you
say
Rescue me.



YOU ARE COLD

to me this morning, You turn
your back. You have broad shoulders.

You’ve told me all you can take, and more.
It’s all right for you to take me on, through my disregard

you let me know how disappointment get hit your  soul[footnoteRef:9] [9:  Mingus] 

to an early leave taking this morning. But not a word

to discourage love, just enough distance to keep the reach
interesting. Ah love, let me touch you.  Now you are back

at home. We confess it may be a mistake 
to bring so much baggage, a risk

to the quick breath of love, our sleeping
in, closets full of amorous clothes.

The children are calling, the messages
on the machine, your perfume in the air. 








COFFEE TWO

Milk and sweet heat
in the microwave.

The thermos carafe
is empty when you go to pour.

You curse me, your son
and the dog. Lying

in wait for me when I come
home at noon you ask

me to make up
what you missed.

I make fresh coffee, 
heavy and dark

I put white sugar
in your bowl.

I’m right there, where
you want

to believe.



CEREMONY

take off
your dress

I need
to confess



CONFIDENT

I have moved
a little earth,
shuffled the cards
for a magic trick
we are still
learning.

We sit side by side
at the church hall table
so you can whisper
into my lonely ear
all the extraordinary love
you’re passing
my way.

I won’t be
deterred by preachers
or the Derrida conference
next weekend.
 I want you
+  thanksgiving
in the sheets.


LOST IN MINNEAPOLIS

Even Dante couldn’t imagine
this circle of hell, freeways
binding the city like a fifties
girdle, taking reason
out of the way for speed.

The fear of God and
the Devil not being
up to the challenge
reduces me.

You make too much of this,
you overthink, just read
the map, find some sense
we can follow.

There has to be a better route
to the heart of the city,
looking for art, the Walker
at the end of this sterile street,

The Guthrie’s no longer here
suspended now fifty feet above
a river I don’t know
and will not cross. 

Not even lamps from Ikea
bought in the morning
console me.  Balvenie
doing a better job.

Lost again looking for Stillwater
in the dark, one highway
not as good as another,
this time in the country

under the light of a billboard
beside numbing SUV’s
I find the right road
the river to our left.

We are the last to bed
laughter overhead.

INVITATION

Marrying again.
the man in the gray
flannel suit marries
the woman 
wearing a cocktail 
dress from the decade
they were 
born. Again

they say,  love;
yes, again.
Lampshades
crown the dance
they have given
over their lives
to the music. [footnoteRef:10] [10:  Leonard Cohen] 



WITHOUT GOOD REASON

You have taken
the rubber mallet
to the cracked wall plaster
dusting the hardwood
under your knees.

I’m looking to name
your wedding present
and all I can hear
is the banging of your
hammer, angry with me.

I am not a carpenter
not handy with much
but the turn of a phrase
not much help in the face
of my disgrace.

I am sequestered
the judge & jury
not convinced
I know
how this turns 

out. Just a little Jazz
tonight,  just a little
jazz to night you
might have to love
me without good

reason. My bad
boy,  my less than 26
year old boy, passing
you a repertoire of love
heartbeats to the bar.




DRIVING HOME


Dressed in black we
look to each other
and yes, there is still
surprise.

A fine evening, this night
the snow filling the street
my hand on your knee
and under your skirt

It’s Saturday night
and Portage Avenue.
we’re on our way
home, the house empty.

Children are out
in the night
following their
instincts, dreams left

for later. Inside we become
naked , lie against each other
close the space
between us. 

We will, constant,
move the dark
to the outside 
of love.



ON THE WING

I best
another man

for your love
hand in hand

his new woman
birds –

we fly.






NIGHT TRAIN[footnoteRef:11] [11:  Oscar Peterson] 


The house is full
and us in it. We
make room
for each
other.

No illusions
we know
time is
to touch 
each other.

We have
a berth
on the night
train, rocking
the light.




HOW TO KNOW
what’s important, Lorca
had time for love –
why not I?




SEX IS A WEAPON
I am unarmed.
Your pejorative echoes 
as I stumble up 
the worn  stairs.



MIRACLE ON LENORE STREET

The first morning
of this New Year
I wake to wake
you into this
little miracle
shudder, provenance
as hazy as the smoke
of last night’s
cigar. 


THERE IS AN EXTRAVAGANSE

not on the menu, it is
Australia. Calling,

Michele catches you
just before we leave

for  In Ferno’s to celebrate
your birthday. It’s been

too many years now
since you’ve been back.

It’s all new to me –
a  land that is all story

yours as much as Kenneally’s,
Carey’s or Malouf’s  I’m only

beginning to hear the women,
and I want to hear them in your voice.

Tonight’s extravagance in Michelle’s  
wishes for you as certain as she is

determined to beat the devil 
cancer  in her bones.

LISTEN

				to the music of longing,
 				centuries old.

I have nothing new to say, but know
we both listen to these songs,
 ancient and bold,  		like the ocean. 
                                               	Between us
we have all we need
to make love our own		music,  
getting ready for bed.
.  




MUSIC FOR MEN OVER FIFTY 

1.

Over fifty, fat and naked I look for my pyjamas;
 slip them over my swollen ankles, over my skin rash
salved with steroid cream thinning my skin starting to sag and fold
 like a much older man.  Lame, I  am 
deaf to being enabled,  hammering to pieces
my Phonak hearing aids with my right brace.

2.

This morning, I wake  to  music from the BAR Microsystem. 
Music I’ve loved  since I was old enough to love the way a woman moves 
in front of the mirror when she thinks I’m not looking.  I’m always looking,
 disconcerting my wife who feels the same way about her  belly as I do
 about mine, but in a more feminine way, or so I’d like to think.
We smile at each other in the glass, side by side, love a hardship
 we endure. 


MUSIC FOR MEN OVER FIFTY (3)

How to praise your children who leave us alone to love
on this Saturday night, the Acoustic Research playing
the songs accompanying us to Chicago. Remember me happy
in a cab, jazz at the Green Mill, the Beetle back in the hotel parking lot.

Roll with me honey, in your dreams
roll me, honey, in your dreams. 

True, its been awhile, and longer than I would want
but there are so many excuses, so many reasons
I choose to sleep. Not enough blood in the old
pecker so many nights. You prefer love in the dark

Roll with me honey, in your dreams
roll me, honey, in your dreams. 

while I am early to rise in the morning, just not convincing
in the light. We hold on to what we love, often enough
each other, when we can see past our own mistakes,
and find what it was that took us down the I-94.

Roll with me honey, in your dreams
roll me, honey, in your dreams. 


THE FIRST CUT

1.

I’m unlaced, enjoying a chair in the corner, 
my feet a small disaster of perspective
which I do not hold.

I shake powders, apply salves,
ointments , call for the curator 
of the crippled,  claim I have nothing

for which I should apologize
just the desire to keep walking,
climbing the stairs to my bed.

2.

Yes says the Doctor of Bones
 fusion will do for a stumper 
as young and fat as you. 

He sends his resident to explain
there is a 30% failure rate for
complete recovery

a 10% rate of do-overs, fixing
what didn’t work 
the first time. 

3. 

My body hosts surgeons
llke a 1960s cocktail party,

they are all men, three olives
in their martinis. Their wives

+their nurses cinched waists
+  clenched fists

unbelieving Bloody Mary’s
 all of them, bend

to the godliness of the knife
in the surgeons hand.
I’M NOT JACK KEROUAC
(for Leonard Cohen’s hat)

I’m not Jack Kerouac, my wife plans our road trips.
No Benzedrine, the whiskey packed.

I’m not Ken Kesey, even though 
I buy a bus pass every month. 

I’m not John Berryman. I cross
the Osborne Street bridge every winter.

I’m not Theodore Rhoetke  reaching 
for the garden through broken glass.

I’m not Arthur Rimbaud,
no opium, prescriptions have to do. 

I’m not William Blake,
no visions, progressive lenses on my nose.

I’m too much 
of a Canadian, making

Leonard Cohen’s death wish
a  humble song.


WHEN WILL I KILL OUR CAT
First things first, she’s our  cat;
the cantankerous calico picked 

from the shelter 16 years ago by the originals
in my second  family, I am the only one still 

living at this address, our having changed
its meaning , and it’s another  family

here with me now. It’s not
as complicated as it sounds, let’s not

lose sight of the cat, Pandora
hiding under my third wife’s couch

because I’ve squirted antibiotics
down her throat. It will take her

three hours to forgive me less time
than any wife I have known, but let’s not

go there. Pandora doesn’t want to go
anywhere.  Dowager queen she remembers

less than I do, but remembers a place
she might want to die, that I don’t know

as I hold her still
for her lethal injection,

my original daughter 
in the waiting room.


1.

I’m unlaced, enjoying a chair in the corner, 
my feet a small disaster of perspective
which I do not hold.

I shake powders, apply salves,
ointments , call for the curator 
of the crippled,  claim I have nothing

for which I should apologize
just the desire to keep walking,
climbing the stairs to my bed.



2.

Yes says the Doctor of Bones
 fusion will do for a stumper 
as young and fat as you. 

He sends his resident to explain
there is a 30% failure rate for
complete recovery

a 10% rate of do-overs, fixing
what didn’t work 
the first time. 

3. 


My body hosts surgeons
llke a 1960s cocktail party,

they are all men, three olives
in their martinis, Their wives

or their nurses, with
cinched waists and clenched fists

unbelieving Bloody Mary’s
 all of them, bend

to the godliness of the knife
in the surgeons hand.

