Midnight At Planet Fitness

Remember your tenth cousin one thousand times removed,
Australopithecus? Right now, Mr. Opposable Thumbs is on a

treadmill trying to get in shape for Survival Of The Fittest.

Go ahead, say it. You’re ashamed for me. You think I'm a

surrealist. A person who can’t be serious.

You’re right. Have you ever been to Planet Fitness? Asked

yourself where all the monkeys in Lululemon Lycra came from?

Darwin says Homo sapiens evolved rapidly because of their
overlarge brains. Commuter headlights splash wall-wide

windows. Stock futures waterfall down walls of screens.

(stanza break)



Here’s my theory. Way back when, some knuckle-headed
knuckle-walker bumped a switch that said, Faszer. Or a circuit in
the original Star Trak machine glitched. Or Elon Musk traveled
back in time and built unpredictable acceleration into the

program. That prank would be exactly like him.

Suddenly Homo erectus had to sprint as never before, even the
morning the saber tooth tiger woke him up. Cro Magnon Man
ran rings around his next door neighbor, the Neanderthal, only
to be lapped by a stockbroker in a spin class. Mr. 1% went all
out but couldn’t keep up with Mr. 0.01%. And so on up the

ladder. The machines toss them aside.

Their wives climb on.



Mona Lisa Notices That The New Museum
Guard Has A Very Small Moustache.

The old girl breaks out laughing.

Then has to climb from the gilt frame behind the pane of
bulletproof glass and pick up the pieces. She hadn’t realized how

much craquelure five centuries produces in a soul.

How Leonardo used to scold het.

Sit still, you silly girl, the old man with red paint on his nose
would say. And stop smiling! What a laugh. It took him twelve

years to find the right hue of rose for her lips.

Doors clang. The guard fingers his miniature growth.

(stanza break)



Rest assured, Monsiner, your disguise is perfect. Then: Do you hear, 1 enus
de Milo? Once again the world is rushing past your maiden’s breasts to stare

at me and wonder.



Astray From Everywhere

Neither a gate of sawn ivory nor a threshold of polished horn
are the Golden Arches on Elmira Road in Ithaca, New Yotk, as
Homer might have remarked before asking a bored girl in
dreadlocks for Chicken McNuggets with extra Honey Mustard

Sauce.

The restaurant overhang is lit. A table by a trash can says, Sit.

She does.

It’s her throne, if she still fits.
If she’s told herself once, she’s told herself a thousand times,
don’t eat fatty shit, Super-size the syrup, and pretend it didn’t
happen. Her hips mutter, Yep. Her toe taps the tarmac. Maybe

she should get married. Again.

A muscle car pulls in, honks. She waves, not sure if she knows

the guy or not.

(stanza break)



Maybe he’ll come over.
He does. He sits down across from her. Says, with a shit-eating
grin, Hey, Penelope, what’s up? Lifts a Big Mac from a greasy

sack and digs in.

And she realizes, it’s him.



Mzr. Coffee Says Hello.

The crabapple tree by the garage has written her annual editorial
in honor of May Day. I toast the old gal with a cup of Extra
Dark Roast.

I look again. Her elbows have come to rest on a sagging roof-
gutter. And her root-bunions are beginning to burst the

driveway like an old slipper.

As I wait for someone to answer at Affordable Tree Remowval, 1
notice that the first blossoms of spring are being scattered by the

sighs of the wind.



The Stewardess Asks Sweetly If I'd Like
Absinthe With My Pretzel.

Make it a double. The Fasten Seat Belt icon dims. I float tenderly

about the cabin.

Overhead bins freely confess their emptiness. Twins separated
at birth embrace 35,000 feet above the earth. Passengers with a
million miles to their names reach out to those trembling at their

first ascent.

I'join love and loss in pursuit of the sunrise reddening our shared

wings. Wheels drop down.

Eyes roll up. We touch the ground as fearfully as Thomas did
the wounds in the side of the Lord. There can’t be enough hotel
rooms for everyone in Newfoundland. No matter. All will fit in

my narrow bed, if we hold one another as tightly as ribs do air.



