Joe, Checking Out

Is it a lot like the last time, coming,

a balloon man, freshly pumped & re-blown

straight from the V.A.?

Back then, those days were saloon-slung,

the stools' greased wooden gyrations

all a boozy romance rerunning, inside

your head, images clipped out of

Wild Wild West.  You were

some card playing cowboy, the kind

who wore black, more a joker

than a villain, an outlaw

to be rooted for 'cause you had

chutzpa, humor & a gold mine soul.

Come on wild catter, time to cash

your chips in, bolt the last shot &

snap your artificial leg back

above the knee cap.  How's

the phantom memory, the ache

for your real one lost

to war trails, diseased streets &

one drug-humped motorcycle

trying to outride all those old demons?

0.K.  Here's your crutch.  Here's your

trumpet, plus the tattooed dreams man,

which take jazz & jettison the insulting

world with an intimacy of tongue-traced

thighs, lip-kissed backs, all the genuine

sweet secret skin sessions.

Joe, this time as you go, Valium shaving

the pain's edge, remember you took

the fooling around seriously, took

a desperado's razor & cut away, cut

away till there was nothing but

your tender self:

that man with the star,

that strong human laughter

& brave eyes on the horizon.

