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Angry Day 
 

It was an angry day. 
No one got hurt.   
No one was taken by ambulance to the hospital--  
my best friend, the president, the phone booth.    
When I left the party in the fancy neighborhood  
the late September cicadas were bat-shit irate.   
They had taken a beating 
and now it was their time to keep everyone awake. 
I walked in the middle of the street to stay away 
but the long haired skateboard kids  
cut me off. 
They are angry but what have they got to be angry about? 
Ball bearings?   Long boards?  Swimming pools filled with water?  
When I finally got to my neighborhood  
the middle of my street was filled with old women and canes 
who wanted to be ticked off but were too old.   
Someone dropped the ball or maybe it was angels.   
An angry angel is a child watching her parents in the scrum. 
The wind brought me some anger and so did the wine factory  
under the bridge. 
I opened my mouth to say Merlot but the day was not over yet.   
I still had rugs to clean, hourglass wounds to soak.   
Earlier I had been beaten with a hand grenade.  
It was the next-door neighbor or my wife or my child or  

my brother 
lost in his own autumnal leaf pile of rage.   
Some days itÊs all the same and I donÊt have enough  
of a garden to call a garden.  
There arenÊt enough basil plants to go around for everyone;  
all those basil plants that can make a man who is pissed as hell 
cool the fuck out.   
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The anger goes away when theyÊre around 
like the anger goes away  
when you can sit in the middle of your road naked  
and I can sit in the middle of my road without pants  
and no one is watching.   
Or, everyone is watching and no one cares.    
It was an angry day for no reason,  
no reason necessary,  
and by suppertime that anger is mostly a waste of time.   
There are other things to warrant a will to pasture.    
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Gymnastics Room 
 

ThereÊs the five-year old who can climb a rope like a monkey.   
SheÊs in the back of the Rope Room. 
In the Fly Room 
the 10-year-old back flips  
front slips  
hand springs out of skylight into sunshine  
and lands on the blue mat, feet first,  
stuck. 
The five year old slips up the rope, then down  
into the pit of Styrofoam balls  
that would have been nice in muddy war torn Europe.   
In the Falling Down Room  
she masters the art of flailing arms and legs.   
CanÊt get enough. 
In the Uneven Bar Room  
the 10-year-old is precise in muscle tone.   
When she drinks water in 4/4 time, 
the backbeat is all swallow.   
ItÊs the perfection of a braid flying left then right,  
like a wing.   
These girls can fly.  They are girls.   
Those legs.  Those knees.  Those apostrophes 
of careless love. 
What would it be like to be a girl  
inside a roomful of sadness? 
One day the five year old with no breasts 
will be a thirteen year old with breasts.   
There will be a Boys And Girls Room,  
a Junior High School Room,   
a 17-Year Old Room  
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with walls not thick enough to hold back a double back flip 
 through the ceiling  
into a forward tuck blast off  
of cradle and kiss.  
Every tumble will come with a minor chord,  
a busted hamstring. 
What do I do then, father in old jeans? Mother on quiet streets? 
For now, I sit in the Parental Room as it recedes from the  

Gymnastics Room 
holding out my hand that touches nothing, 
while my daughters, in their birthday party madness 
catapult off the trapeze  
into a world that loves so much 

  it will never be able to hold them. 
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Thought Inside a Thought That Goes No-

where 
 

Most days I spend too much time thinking about other people.   

Yesterday it was Terrance Hayes.   

Today it is my daughter, Natalie.   

You can never spend too much time thinking about your daughter.   

So, I went to the river, got in a boat  

and tried to think about nothing  

but was thinking about Beethoven and Roger Goodell. 

I almost felt sorry for him  

but then thought he needs to spend more time in repose,  

more time thinking about his daughter  

and all the daughters of all the men in the world  

who have large necks.   

When I get cramped up in my leg  

I think about Hostas-- 

they are not people  

but they are kind of people.  

They relax the body.   

If I think I am being extremely mindful  

I think about the Buddha  

but the Buddha would tell me  

not to think about The Buddha.   

He would say banish all thought.   
That makes me think about Isaac Luria.   

He said, Before God created the universe  
and all the spheres God had to create, 
God created nothing.   
A thought inside a thought that goes nowhere 

to dissolve thinking.   

But, thatÊs still a person,  

like Bono or Eliana or Rachel or Rebecca or Gloria  

or this dude I knew, Hank,  
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who used to be a painter  
and painted rooftops  
so he could be a bird.   
A falcon.  
I used to think about him a lot,  
not as a person but as a falcon  
with a paintbrush in his beak 
to banish color.   
I was in-love but not that kind of in-love.   
A different kind of  
I-need-you-to-make-a-space-inside-myself-love  
an I-canÊt-make-that-up-myself-love.   
Today, on this orange couch,  
I think about apples and poems 
and a guy named Jay in Portland.   
I stuff it all into one thought.  It is a tree.  A redwood. 
Jay is a redwood but heÊs also a man and so  
on one plane 
IÊm thinking about a person 
but on another plane 
IÊm thinking about a tree 
with blue eyes, long hair, 
and a crooked smile. 
ItÊs a maddening situation. 

 
  


