
THE APE 

  

1) 

It’s like this 

but only for a second, rough 

equivalence between said 

and unsaid 

  

She woke up with bits 

of fuzz in her bangs 

  

Now to walk is just enough 

  

Flat screens, steam tables, particle board, 

industrial glue, hexagonal pavers (rust 

bone and celadon), pork belly futures, 

feline leukemia 

  

The art we hope to post as notes.  Plaster 

words in the mouth of the moment.  

  

Why not jump in the ocean?  The answer 

  

buzz fangs 

  

  

2) 

Everybody acts like A. fell out of the sky, walked 

on water a while, fell back in, picked a wet smoke 

from his shirt pocket, pulled out a dripping 

Bic, flicked and lit, inhaled, exhaled a stream 

of gold, violet, crimson and lemon petals 

that settled on the sand under the waves, raising 

new land, umber and sienna and ocher (a scene on silk). 

  

And a character who comes and goes at will 

opens the book, closes it 



and we appear, disappear 

I say look the ape is weak 

virtually non-existent; it does not 

exist independently, besides 

  

  

3) 

A journey of reclamation peaches 

  

A whole note interpolated in a five-measure rest 

  

The danger over 

  

Always a hint of sewage 

  

Green hatchery shirt, surplus binoculars 

  

Burred purple and red lint 

  

Hold hands and drop! 

  

  

4)  

Thicker points than thought 

a whole new island of the lost 

  

Dangle of furs and pelts 

roots uprooted and bodies 

slung from guywire 

  

  

5) 

Night: rope, the peer 

ball, oil pool, green 

highlighter and skunk 

  

  



6) 

Fake or real tiger paw 

severed, dried and for sale 

on the sidewalk 

  

Legend of true dust rehash 

  

The ape recites its poem 

until valve removal 

  

and this is it: daylight 

with disk brakes and flowers 

  

surgically exposed explain: 

come back at night 

when the charge is low 

then you can cancel the plan 

  

  

7) 

But no one can help you now 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



YOU’RE GETTING WARMER 

  

1. 

  

The hood of stars above the stove — 

a boyhood’s worth of stickers 

stuck there in a day  

  

Clear as the white scale, the box flute 

joins at points, unheard until 

the cloud chamber event 

reveals a trace of radium 

  

And the box it grows 

into a picture 

  

  

2. 

  

In four years all this will be here 

much too much far too little — 

model city of seventeen million  

  

The constraint of found forms 

a slow move toward wish concealment 

though dogged knowledge grab 

and shake us a lot then a little, yes 

  

The latter is dangerous but 

the former gets you killed 

  

  

3. 

  

Or is it the other way 

around here where the buffalo 

wallow in the river 



and the boys laze 

in the sun, mud whitening 

on their skin?  The contrails 

  

the logging road 

the new cement pier 

  

You read bronze 

and reeds and nearly 

naked and Kalashnikovs 

  

Downstream where things broaden 

they have a factory 

to make their scene 

go 
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