At the banquet

my father, a weathered jew, speaks the meal time prayer,

darling, (his god-name) be careful, you cannot buck hysteria

we all check our pockets,  

my dead grandmother smears chicken fat

onto her hair and shrugs,  

but when the thunderstorm lands, she shuffles 

her 96 year old bones into the vacant dining room,

to the throne-chair in the dark 


back against the wall

near the coffin-shaped cabinet with the good silver

                         and she hides.


we are all so in awe of this room


each one of us


it’s the good silver – and the coffins  

the storm thunders, the sprites, the jets, the elves cavort and speak


then pass

my grandmother continues her old russian pretense of death

her gangrened limbs lend credibility to the silence

we pull her body free

oldest uncle shivers, mouth withered and whitened,

fully defined  by his stroke he croaks


I am an orphan

my father spits    

never one for sentiment 


he compliments the chef




and so my mother dishes up  

pease pudding spotted dicks the foreskins of old babies

placenta pickled in moonshine and pee

the breasts of my twin brother -


she is utterly drunk and looks so hopeful 

with all that extra skin cut off 

her eyes her chin

very soon she will be younger than I, her daughter


I make a mental note 

to enjoy that

as I swing from the bottle – not a good merlot

but a strong one – I am delirious with solitude   

anything is possible 

nothing is required 


after all,

raindrops are carrying nitrogen to the earth

I try to remember

which pocket did Nietzsche put fear in?

a small dog licks my foot,  

my grandmother’s terrors seep into mine

she presses two dead dollars into my tiny palm,

and pushes me down, behind the coffin where

the good children are hid

on the slopes of the sunny high ground

       the view is tremendous

· I know how tremendous because I dreamed it

· and I know how far away because I count the years,

count them daily like this:


don’t die don’t die don’t die please die


quickly as you can, just as you are, to the sound of rain, nine, ten

there is no opinion here

no option

only red sprites, blue jets, and elves 

throwing light bright to the earth


       strong enough to live



            and die by

