Authorship 





Cynthia Nelson

Everything is over, they are 

singing it from schoolyards 

I go down to the bar 

to fetch me my nothingness

What I did with my tongue 

made my neck go out

Over a cleared patch of land

seed planters hustle

A cop wants to know

what color my eyes are

Disorganized clouds 

puff together

Last night's sound

was ice shifting as it melted

Moon rises pale as if

I'd licked its luster off

Should Nothing Else Be Said 





Taking up space in electrified audiences by

cursing trite rhythms that appear to be taut

Volunteers to teach invented-math class

Breaking origami rules, buckles or strings   

An abbreviated suit to coax what's charming 


Even a pocket of change


Even a parking ticket

Positivism, a hot item, rough lump behind

the mirror.  Spots under burners need to be 

scrubbed,  rub the lymph nodes as you turn 

Stopping to notice a pile of black seeds 

Throw an apple into trees.  Hopscotch where 

you're walking.  Bark like a walrus, kiss your 

sister, break the news

You need as much as you can get

You need oceans

Who Is Your Audience






Would like to sit in on a private refusal

here or during beautiful applause or 

rehearsal 


Saleable reaction or vocation

is sought.  Turn away from this;

refuse to seek sales.  Affirmative 

marketing means making up words

for stuff eschew the word stuff

Purposefully attacked and who reads 

a poem.  Who is in here, relaxing 

on a bed of hair.  Descent, massage, 

left lost luxury find.  After an open-

ended delivery of briny saxophones

Still Stalking 








I am still stalking frost

in the east, for California

makes a lot of mistakes  

it forgets to apologize 

for.  I know the 

stakes.  I come from

out there.  And it isn't

out there when you're 

there.  It is here like any

other here, in a clearing 

round redwoods, no 

animal life, no scum.  The 

wet earth and its network 

of roots appreciate your 

steps, whether toward a 

fern grove or away from 

a mountain.  I am working

toward dressing for the

wet of the west.  Saying

give a little, like the

ground.  Make an

impression.  Find a leaf

shaped like a heart, think 

it is a blue valentine

a kid made from paper.

Anything carved out of 

anything by anyone or

no one is good, in the

woods where the day 

lasts as long as the snippet 

of sky between the trees 

can hold the sun

Leaving New York







Goodbye tap-dance stairs, and preparation, 

and lateness.  Time to pack it in, purple clock,

stunning streets.  Time to blow them off like

hulls of seeds.  Ring nostalgia bells, dip 

nostalgia screens.

I drank as much as I could

I drowned in a little nostalgia

Grew up and out as cylindrical fashions

came and went.  Got drunk and went to 

sleep in my coat.  Now no one bothered 

me or my bar.  I was already liked. 

It was really stunning.

Sex through fifth floor windows, or I could just 

sit there.  And so a decision was born.  So much

furniture left on the street.  So many penalties, 

so much heat.

