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Bicycles: because love requires trust and balance
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BLACKSBURG UNDER SIEGE: 21 AUGUST 2006

(for Carolyn Rude)



Not safe…not even all that nice…when you think about it…What mean fraternity boys do with their fists…and drunk fraternity boys do with their penises…barefoot boys do with guns…Whether it’s a redneck screaming “nigger”…or a poet hollering “titties”…illegal and unkind behavior tells someone s/he doesn’t belong…check it…check it out…

Not nice…No…And no reason to feel safe

A good day…someone pointed out…however…to be black…or a woman…and not be hunted…and not have to hold your head down…and not have to quiver…when you pass a man…police…or professional…yet still knowing…at any given moment…you are a target…

“They didn’t move fast enough”…they cried…“They could have done more”…they demanded…“More to let us hold on to our illusions of safe…to let us hold on to our illusion of fair…to let us hold on to our illusions…illusions…illusions”…And whether it was a bullet flying or an animal cracker coming straight at you…it was an attack…And yes…maybe there could be faster motion…faster lockdown…faster dismissal…but hey there is the bigger picture…and after all he didn’t mean it…his leg was sprained…he’s so intelligent…so talented…so special…he didn’t realize his heart was blind…he didn’t understand he was causing pain…Bang! Bang…he sang…I shot you Down but I really didn’t have a gun…and just because you’re dead…doesn’t mean I really did it…

I shot the deputy…hey hey…he sings…but I only pretended with the rest of you

And in the end he was very careful with himself…Sure not to be treated the way he treated McFarland and Sutphin…Avoiding the knockout blow or killer smile he dealt the man who came when he called “Help”…Silencing his victims with death for their goodwill and sense of decency…Or their pity for him…Do all the sane and sober things to protect yourself, Monster…so that you can plead Innocent By Reason of Not Paying Close Attention…Threaten us that you can make Blacksburg not ever be the same again…

But we will be the same…willful ignorance will overpower indignation every time…

That still does not make us nice…and it sure doesn’t make us safe









IN SIMPLER TIMES




I talk to myself




People think I am on my phone

In simpler days

I would have been considered strange

People would feel sorry

For me

And called me Crazy

I would have walked down the street

Carrying brown paper bags

Arguing laughing sometimes

Humming a tune




I am alone

At the kitchen sink

Or behind the wheel

Of my car

Taking the roasted chicken

With root vegetables out of the oven

It’s easy to see

The delight I am taking

In this life




I am always smiling




I am in love



 









IF ONLY




If I had never been in your arms

Never danced that dance

Never inhaled your slightly sweaty odor




Maybe I could sleep at night




If I had never held your hand

Never been so close

To the most kissable lips in the universe

Never wanted ever so much

To rest my tongue in your dimple




Maybe I could sleep at night




If I wasn’t so curious

About whether or not you snore

And when you sleep do you cuddle your pillow

What you say when you wake up

And if I tickle you

Will you heartedly laugh




If this enchantment

This bewilderment

This longing

Could cease




If this question I ache to ask

could be answered





If only I could stop dreaming

of you




Maybe I could sleep

at night



 








End of sample
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