“Three Poems”
By: Peter Kelly

I’m not a poet.  These just kind of happened.  But they tell me its important for artists to cross-create, to work on multiple mediums at once.  Broadens your view, they tell me.

3 A.M.

Ice wind in fleeting gales

As I make slow taps on my nighttime sidewalk

Meters ahead: a blue bulb on a lanky post

Keeping me safe- my holy ghost

Snow layers and silence in the deserted campus

And I’m looking for sparks of vivacity

I’d left my baby for the Arctic turf

‘Cus I had had quite enough

In there they had their airs

Conversant and light in the head

Gathered, for what? I snarled through my drink

And all the while knowing their motives

There they live the anti-life

Fast, stupid, hot, and loud

Guys with hungry eyes

Girls with slurred words

Cats hawking for lung smog

And kids with the spins on the couch

Nerds and sluts and assholes and addicts

All of them feeling the heat in their throats

And the stick of THC fingers

Old news now, that

A loss or gain

Know that the stars hang regardless

Snow drifts gather and shift

Building where the gusts decide

Ten feet could fall, or none at all

But we’ll never really know for sure

The Death of Dance
Thousands gathered

To mourn the death of dance

Years had passed and the ritual had grown old and weary

“It was a long time coming,”

One middle-age Caucasian remarked

As she wiped the dust from her shirt and shook off the remains of the day before

Now we hide our beat away

 And navigate our tastes with LCD screens

Radio is dead,

Long live the web!

We can trade and trade and trade

And get and get and get

That same damned song

Twenty-something

Shaggy-haired

Loose mannered

Tight jeaned

Soft lips

<give you a>

Hard-on

Electric voice

Acoustic guitar

Playing post-reggae neo-soul pre-funk anti-pop

With high production value

Music so great that anyone can play it

Like making chocolate milk

But oh! Do the ladies love it!

Too-cool-to-croon bards

Playing roses-are-red for Ugg boot Juliets

Dance is dead.

Long live hanging out.

Long live rap.

Long live the drunken shake.

Long live cunts and whores.

I’m sorry David Bowie

This is not your fault

This is not your fault

Tuesday Night
I stole from myself a wide array of secret cigarettes

Stored in drawers, shelves, tins, and boxes

Rolled and kept in preparation for a slow and dry night

They were white and spilling with various shades of earthen tones

Brown shag dabbled with tan stems

It’s a hodgepodge blend but gorgeously mixed

The cigarettes uneven and delicious

I opened up my too-thick novel and sat on my stolen chair

Wind blew in through my window 

And light dangled dangerously at the tail end of the day

I flapped opened to a dog-eared page

And blew smoke rings at the prose

My phone rings and its _______ (“blank”)

______ wants to know what I’m doing tonight

Excuses I think: Now, Peter! Now!

I’ve um tons um of um work um

Need be done

Not much fun

Gotta run

And I’m back to my job

I take out a pen

Smoke catches my eye as I try to jot and puff

A regrettable mistake, and I nurse my wounded eye as I ash

Cigarette out the window I get down to work

Mark here

Note this

Oh shit! So funny!

Allegory!

Irony!

Synecdoche!  Apostrophe! Allusion! Analogy! Hyperbole! Metonymy!

Dance with me!

Distraction strikes

My personal Blue Screen of Death

“Hey put on The Fall”

“Hey post on the Internet”

“Hey you’ve got homework and parents and Financial Aid and Kavalier and Clay”

“Hey blow smoke rings”

“Hey eat”

“Hey, damnit, get back to work!”

And I’m back to my job

Oh Jimmy Joyce

What would you tell me to do?

Am I good enough to sit with you?

To get drunk in a bar in Paris and talk to a sailor from Peru?

To meet your kids and mourn their lives?

What advice could you give me now?

Am I doing the right thing?

Do I have the right stuff?

“There are worlds of distraction,”

He’d say

“You must fly past these nets.”
