
American 

I believed the Holy Sonnets were maps that I could follow.  

She was so far from Lorca it wasn’t worth it. 

Her eyes were pentacles that concealed the Twin Towers. 

At the Hotel Esmeralda I slept in a four-leaf target. 

She had a view of the Notre Dame before the fire. 

I read all her books, but I didn’t tell her. 

Without her, Gibraltar made me feel less than a dollar. 



That Gentle Moment 

I was the Messiah then the opposite. 

I walked to Michigan without St. Thomas. 

My frontal lobe is a holy quadrant. 

To grieve is pointless, it’s not that poignant. 

Inside my sleeves is a mote of confidence. 

The head is a globe, but the heart is a target. 

There’s one more thing but I haven’t thought of it. 



Paris Lure (Sonnet Redact Series 1) 

Ripped into meaning the meaty night wears 
itself like a joke overthrown.  Mother 
tongue!  Help me.  This attempt to disown her 
murdered like an orange.  Winter doesn’t care 
a lick.  Absence is its home.  I’m sick where 
the journey leaves me broke.  I can turn her 
on.  I can force her to find me, rupture 
everything that’s her belief.  At the Gare 
du Nord she’s every woman and she’s not. 
Deep inside time, inside a lock I ride 
a swallowed hold.  Measure loss by what’s caught 
in the throat.  Anonymous stranger, hide 

your eyes.  My entrails have clicked to ice.  Christ, 
the sky’s after me.  Paris breaks my mind. 



           Cory 2 

Pause/ff (Sonnet Redact Series 1) 

I didn't have the courage to run.  Her 
voice was so sincere.  From the trees fell plums 
grenades could not undo.  In the rupture 
of a foreign sleep my mind drew a gun's 
distance.  The repeat pulsed a force laughter 
doesn't know.  What must I learn that belongs 
to me alone?  She could sing such rapture. 
My hand across her eyes the way she longs 
to come.  The silent cry of disaster. 
Ah, slumber.  I lay out my corpse in crumbs. 
Birds arrive.  I always saw the future 
as a thing to change.  Wide awake.  She hums 

through me like an unleashed chorus of bees. 
Yet I'm not sure it's of this flesh she dreams.   


