Ed Taylor

TWO-FOR-ONE DRINKS
one-minute Tarrantino movie

| married a runaway train
how did it happen this accident
and civil ceremony
ask Saint Jerome
my letter of recommendation’s author
carries arrows in a suitcase
like Mingus but runs for a different flight
this after all’s just a sunset by Rothko
a holiday like Oz at some painted stripe’s end
so what if you got caught alone
with a jolly fat guy who bruised your fruit
all I want’s a holy man who'll accept my check
so the children are hungry
and adults ache for seasoning
the roads are salted anyway
but with the fat man’s knee in your back
what is the meaning of life today
it changes like the price of gold
that fat guy’s got bling, if you ask me
but put your thing back in its holster
this one for sure is on me



ROMANTIC ERA

I hold in my hand a phone white and fair—Shelley we hardly knew ye so this is the best |
can do compare you to a day without sun indeed poetry is a Wonder Bra for the world
(how many pushups should a man do anyway Shelley managed a thousand a day on
Devil's Island not enough to stave off the heavy barrel morning still steamrollered him
where he lay) NOW flower of British womanhood Percy you gave and gave when your
unit shipped out Keats found a bar drank pink squirrels till his pale high forehead leapt
o’er the dales and hills chasing anything rhyming with orange but alas he passed out in
the grass caught cold and slipped into something more comfortable—it seems objects in
history are closer than you think but everything then was small like a doll house Henry
the 8" was just 5 % and to visit your house Perce | duck and get troubled | thought you
were taller—but the gift shop girl says there’s a sale and nothing on earth is better than a

bargain



HAMTRAMCK
fantasia

your majesty de jure spare parts for Cuba
Rudys foot the bill at every reckoning because
they are there like Everest—
what is all this? Genuine Nazi dinnerware or not? | see the Pope
slide into second and the ballet shifty in an alley naked
for every four corners there are five times the pain relief you get
with child
a mandrake the magician in every bodega like a bay of pigs and Belorus now
is aground off Miami anxious
as limpet mines in the museum of lost time
like ten minutes you waste every day
to pray
for another arm or two a long neck
a leg blah blah capitalism etc. and the other inconvenient viruses
a bad case
of cracked DNA
mean cars won't turn over their saucy pipes to the air
wives hunker down when transmission’s in reverse
it hurts
word gets out that it doesn’t start and next thing you know it's slow
slow slow then stop giving up the body in a corner going for broke
instead of fixed
it is a disease these trees see every Kokomo hangdog pitchfork season
out of gas closed for space shuttle docking see you in spring yeah right
between the eyes votes
the city — it is official



SCENE FROM A BUS

deep image will not work in shallows
here lies some version of eyes Islip just
a distraction from the broken slope of shoulder
cracked old hills
the lady drinks Poland Springs
like hope eternal
Wall Street’s a week away
who gets to touch the creamery or thighs not
the Scottsboro Boys again they rise in front of my car
in dark in deep in dark in deep
a bell’'s a ringing fire
this is not a mural
a breast pokes from a rug of graves
the breast full of sand
the graves like beds unmade
in faraway Queens where the cross streets rule
is a thumb in the eye
my fate or yours no | insist
after you come only
the last of the red hot pokers
like a limo of brokers
a torture encrusted with silver so
| can’t see for miles anymore
it's terminally official
| sleep in a drawer like a vaudeville baby
waiting for my big break
to break
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