
     Cadence

 If they dig your grave in the rain
 this is a good sign.

 To say that the river has a mind of its own
 would be to inflict harm upon the river.

 To feast upon the lights
  is to justify the existence of the city.

 So many houses I cannot live in.

 Those who were meant to dance with you
 they will dance with you.

 My lover stands childless at the end of time.

 Mulattoed fingertips erase the violence of rape.

 Dogs lap the juices of their brutal master.

  Greed will enlighten you.

 Teeth in the officer’s wine glass,
 it’s useless to speak anymore.

 If you watch the sky long enough
 you can tell where the next bolt of lightning is going to come from,
 none of you can do this.

 Heat of the axe blade justified.

  God as a machine counting to infinity.
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