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[Suffer the sons-of-guns to come unto me.]

Suffer the sons-of-guns to come unto me.
Plum-eyed, queasy Joes, them oral-breathing machines.
My heart is greased
all over with God’s lard
to squeeze through the eye of a camel.

It was a golden evening.
We turned the corner at Sunset Road, & there,
a landmark: 
Two white birdhouses jammed in the earth at angles
beside a stone-
cold fox. 

We were all such (lawn) statues once:
chiseled visages. Beveled noses.
At birth, our bodies were gifted w/ birds
& at death, they broke from our ribs & clattered 
westward.


