
Recycle 
 
 
On a table, on the deck 
of a nondescript house 
I pass on my walk, 
someone left bottles,  
glasses, cups, 
a pitcher, plates  
with crumbs and rinds.   
Now it’s afternoon 
the following day.  If they 
sit out any more, 
life will bear off  
the crumbs, and time  
like plaster fill 
the empty bottles.  So I’ll 
redeem them.  We drank, 
ate, and talked.  I was brilliant – 
so were the others. 
In love with each other’s 
brilliance and fame.  Our faces 
seemed to multiply 
as dusk erased  
features.  Or else  
our candle drew  
qualified others 
from the neighborhood, where no  
car passed, no light  
was as brilliant 
as ours.  How lucky we are, 
someone said, to have 
each other, not having to 
explain our learned 
jokes and allusions  
and be rewarded  
with doubtful looks.   
Night concealed 
our disdain, fostered 
grand mysterious 
plans, and encouraged 
confessions.  One woman 
described how, after 
brief and dispiriting 
sex with a narcissist, she 
herself drew his sleeping 
arm around her. 
 



Course of Years 
 
 
I drove by night 
for various reasons, and over 
a course of years, from San Diego 
to LA, Redwood City and 
points north, or east across  
the desert.  Once in a leaky 
Chevy Vega without highbeams, 
once with no radio.  On  
the hundred-mile-straight 
stretch of 5, sleep played with me 
like a truck.  The smell 
of the cattle-yard 
midway on that route 
roused me.  Hills between highways,  
silhouetted by the moon, seemed 
another world, silently crashing 
into ours.  At the gas islands, diners,  
7/11s, I often stopped 
just for non-radio voices, 
light, the instantaneous  
failed speculation  
of a woman behind a counter 
that I might save her.  There were things 
in those hills: coyote/dog hybrids  
in developments, failed 
and dark decades before 
the Downturn.  And along 101, 
the sea, lit by the moon, 
distant towns, or the San Onofre 
Nuclear Plant on its coastal fault.   
Looking back, brittle-boned, 
needing sleep, reluctant to move, 
I see that, quite apart from where 
or why I was driving, death was there 
always, its oncoming headlights 
slightly angled.  And am faced 
with a choice: to cower 
in retroactive terror – I have  
so much of that; or to think,  
It’s superb what you did – all that driving – 
quite apart from why 
or where.  It’s like one  
of those unscenic desert crossroads. 
 

  



Havana 
 
 
The Mob returns, elegiacally 
maintaining, amidst pole-dancers, 
the sequins and boas 
of the Copa.  Part of the theme-park. 
Like some Fifties Fords and Chevies  
left as limos  
among rickshaws.  When their doors are opened, 
whores of the highest – white – class 
perfect the art 
of swinging their legs out. 
Russians also return, 
thick cologne 
over what was once called “the grease  
of the bear.”  Sportive rival 
death-squads hunt each other after dark. 
 
A doctor on call 
to patch them up – he pays 
thus for his habit 
of treating the poor – has visions. 
(He’s often hungry; he can’t eat sugar.)   
One is a room 
whose long walls hold 
Fidel’s collected speeches. 
To read every word, 
perhaps in a prolonged dengue fever, 
is to read the supreme fiction. 
And sometimes a mausoleum 
rises, dwarfing the one 
in Moscow that housed 
the embalmed corpse of the man of action. 
 
 



Commute 
 
 
… so stupid, waking, 
that awareness of having 
showered, dressed, and of being, 
still, more or less 
organic doesn’t register until 
we’re within a mile  
(in this traffic an hour) 
of work.  The bus 
is cheaper, certainly, 
and cleaner, fueled 
by our own exhaust; but the pipes 
chafe on turns and 
on braking.  It’s time 
to unfold the paper 
slightly, careful 
of the personal space 
of one’s seatmate.  Who, texting, 
plugged in, or illiterate, gets 
his news from what 
he impassively views: moaning 
chimeras on corners, skewed 
streetlamps, the dawn shift 
of streetwalkers, thousands strong, 
the roadkill the city  
collects and distributes.  When the 
last newspaper folds, 
we too will stare, but now we read 
about our seatmate: the plague, 
petrifaction, layoff to which 
he is fated.  It’s  
a good thing he never 
looks over our shoulder; his name 
is right there.  Should our 
eyes meet, we readers, we bare 
our neglected teeth.  Would fall 
on each other with lust,  
violence, or tears but  
don’t dare.  It’s my stop, 
a melting but functional 
tower that bears 
the usual motto: Me, too,  
eternal love created. 
 

  



The Inner Life 
 
 
Morning.  The phone rings, 
but Caller ID, 
installed some time back,  
reveals no desired party. 
The surviving assistant, 
now called VP, looks at the boss, 
who sits unmoving as the phone 
rings itself to death. 
The secretary – i.e., 
the girl who answers phones – 
comes late.  She had pills, 
adult diapers, some attempt 
at breakfast, and the one surviving  
schoolbus to deal with, no doubt. 
Her arrival seems to set the place 
on a firmer footing.   
The boss goes to lunch.   
Which means, since the one  
local restaurant closed,  
to drive to a nearby scenic overlook 
and look into his glovebox at his gun. 
 
He leaves work early, which is 
a boss’s prerogative. 
The VP, using his, 
lets the girl go at three.  She’s 
so grateful she cries, 
as could he; they even fuck 
on a desk, even talk. 
He stays till the end, 
as he has decided 
he will, and that doing so 
is loyal, noble, even 
a choice.  Above the parking lot 
and the wide, still-flashing 
sign, sunset astounds, 
like the bare hills and distance 
that earlier seemed 
a mistake, a mere separation 
of towns.  It’s hard to think, 
he thinks, at the end of days 
like this.  Hard even to breathe; 
something else is breathing. 

 

 


