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Venus's-flytraps

I am five,


Wading out into deep



Sunny grass,

Unmindful of snakes


& yellowjackets, out



To the yellow flowers

Quivering in sluggish heat.


Don't mess with me



'Cause I have my Lone Ranger

Six-shooter. I can hurt


You with questions



Like silver bullets. 

The tall flowers in my dreams are


Big as the First State Bank,



& they eat all the people

Except the ones I love.


They have women's names,



With mouths like where

Babies come from. I am five. 


I'll dance for you



If you close your eyes. No

Peeping through your fingers.


I don't supposed to be



This close to the tracks.

One afternoon I saw


What a train did to a cow.



Sometimes I stand so close

I can see the eyes


Of men hiding in boxcars.



Sometimes they wave

& holler for me to get back. I laugh


When trains make the dogs



Howl. Their ears hurt.

I also know bees


Can't live without flowers.



I wonder why Daddy

Calls Mama honey.


All the bees in the world



Live in little white houses

Except the ones in these flowers.


All sticky & sweet inside.



I wonder what death tastes like.

Sometimes I toss the butterflies


Back into the air.



I wish I knew why

The music in my head


Makes me scared.



But I know things 

I don't supposed to know.


I could start walking



& never stop.

These yellow flowers


Go on forever.



Almost to Detroit.

Almost to the sea.


My mama says I'm a mistake.



That I made her a bad girl.

My playhouse is underneath


Our house, & I hear people



Telling each other secrets.

My Father's Love Letters

On Fridays he'd open a can of Jax

After coming home from the mill,

& ask me to write a letter to my mother

Who sent postcards of desert flowers

Taller than men.  He would beg,

Promising never to beat her

Again.  Somehow I was happy

She had gone, & sometimes wanted

To slip in a reminder, how Mary Lou

Williams' "Polka Dots & Moonbeams"

Never made the swelling go down.

His carpenter's apron always bulged

With old nails, a claw hammer

Looped at his side & extension cords

Coiled around his feet.

Words rolled from under the pressure 

Of my ballpoint: Love,

Baby, Honey, Please.

We sat in the quiet brutality

Of voltage meters & pipe threaders,

Lost between sentences...

The gleam of a five-pound wedge

On the concrete floor

Pulled a sunset 

Through the doorway of his toolshed.

I wondered if she laughed 

& held them over a gas burner.

My father could only sign

His name, but he'd look at blueprints

& say how many bricks

Formed each wall.  This man, 

Who stole roses & hyacinth

For his yard, would stand there

With eyes closed & fists balled,

Laboring over a simple word, almost

Redeemed by what he tried to say.

Report from the Skulls' Diorama
Dr. King's photograph

comes at me from White Nights
like Hoover's imagination at work,

dissolving into a scenario

at Firebase San Juan Hill:

our chopper glides in closer,

down to the platoon of black GIs

back from night patrol

with five dead.  Down

into a gold whirl of leaves

dust-deviling the fire base.

A field of black trees

stakes down the morning sun.

With the chopper blades

knife-fighting the air,

yellow leaflets quiver

back to the ground, clinging to us.

These men have lost their tongues,

but the red-bordered

leaflets tell us

VC didn't kill

Dr. Martin Luther King.

The silence etched into their skin

is also mine.  Psychological

warfare colors the napalmed hill

gold-yellow.  When our gunship

flies out backwards, rising

above the men left below

to blend in with the charred

landscape, an AK-47

speaks, with the leaflets

clinging to the men & stumps,

waving to me across the years.

Communiqué
Bob Hope's on stage, but we want the Gold Diggers,

want a flash of legs

through the hemorrhage of vermilion, giving us

something to kill for.

We want our hearts wrung out like rags & ground down

to Georgia dust

while Cobras drag the perimeter, gliding along the sea,

swinging searchlights

through the trees.  The assault & battery of hot pink

glitter erupts

as the rock 'n' roll band tears down the night—caught in a safety net

of brightness, The gold Differs convulse.  White legs

shimmer like strobes.

The lead guitarist's right foot's welded to his wah-wah.

"I thought you said

Aretha was gonna be here."  "Man, I don't wanna see

no Miss America."

"There's Lola."  The sky is blurred by magnesium flares

over the fishing boats.

"Shit, man, she looks awful white to me."  We duck

when we hear the quick

metallic hiss of the mountain of amplifiers struck by

a flash of rain.

After the show's packed up & gone, after the choppers

have flown out backwards,

after the music & colors have died slowly in our heads,

& the downpour's picked up,

we sit holding our helmets like rain-polished skulls.
