
Th i s  may be a Cou rt 
Hear i ng but What I hear 
makes More Sense 

This is not a game 
I wi l l  not lose my head 
without a damn good fight 

Marlene Pearson 

One more n ight may be a l l  I have 
before my world blows u p  

unti l I cockroach across sand 
unti l I crow-tumble through a ir  
th ick with lead obscenities 
and plastic phal l ic symbols 

This  is not a game 
I ' l l  not Bleak House next Thursday 
I ' l l  come out sh itt ing purple 
Alpha B its and butterfl ies 
with rent receipts in  thei r  jowls 
or else d iscard such useless language. 

I ' l l  h uddle, a defiant dragon 
brown blanket pu l led over my shedding scales 
brew herbs to d ress my wounded armor 
read candlel i t  tarot 

Pale smoke wi l l  spiral  
th in  penci l  l ine 
from my nostr i ls  to the cei l i ng 
designing new map from ancient legend 

Some d usty lawyer may blue h i s  kn uckles 
knocking u pon my door 
yel l ing his defunct words 
through my key hole 
but I wi l l  not l isten 
forest-deep in search 
of my own ti nder and a match . 
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