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The Guilt of Stars

In the beginning there was hydrogen,
huge clouds that never hurt anyone.

Then gravity, stars, great foundries churning
elements and spewing them spaceward,

earthward where they formed chipmunks
and bacteria and horrible lizard monsters

and you & me, and as we lived together
you learned | was unbearable and turned

your anger my way when really the stars deserved it.
True, the stars who made us are long dead

but their cousins are still up there, smug
and twinkling as | flee your apartment

and you say | should eat shit
which is to say, ultimately, | should eat stars

which would make me a cannibal, o
which makes you pretty sick for suggesting it,

but | understand the stars are to blame.
Don't worry, love. It's no one’s fault.
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History Lesson

The 19th Century showed up drunk again;
Keats is sobbing on my couch something

about a nightingale. Wordsworth watches,
a disappointed dad sipping gin.

O Ellie, it should have been our time —
we were so good at sadness.

In the graveyard we kissed without irony
and you understood the spiritus mundi

is made of absinthe and frustration.
My doctor tells me | have an aversion

to humans, but | don’t believe him
because he has no pipe or accent.

Don't you think you could’ve found a way
to live with me? Had we just been

born 200 years ago, together
we could vomit laudanum, gently

holding back each other’s hair.
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Last Days

The household gods got in the wine again,
gnawed through sacks of rice & cheetos.

The gods are mighty, high off stolen pills.
The exterminators only shake

their heads: the gods are far too wise
for traps, and anyway they’re immorta l,

so all night | hear them squeaking—
even the cat won’t hunt them since

they smote the dog. For months+he scientists
have known the world is ending, & the end

has nothing to do with gods; the world is
ending because the seas are rising &

the seas are rising because of us—if
we burned down all the factories tomorrow,

if we buried the cars & forested the freeways,
renounced farming & ate our pets & cellphones,

still the floods would come.
As the scientists weep and cobble rafts

the household gods fill up the bathtub.
Watch them try their best to swim.
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