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The Arachnid's Complaint 

 
Consider the spider, 
one willowy leg in this world, 
& one in the next. 
I'm not usually this forward, it purrs, 
straddling the cosmos: 
an engine pleased at the work 
going on inside. 
Consider those things unthought of 
for good reason: 
the bullet-sized body, 
webbed-up corners. 
These days of this month with my moon 
in the seventh house 
the books all say 
I've got a right to be aggressive, 
to put my needs ahead 
of the needs of others, 
to take all those chances 
normally left untook. 
In what shabby state 
will I reach the next world? 
Consider the spider, 



its skeleton on the outside 
as if holding together 
were the last thing 
on its mind. Tomorrow 
I promise to be good, 
to think first of what comes next, 
that what I've done equals 
what I'll get & I'll consider 
the spider's quiet lament, 
thin wails spun 
over its misspent youth, 
its thousands of siblings 
all crushed or swallowed 
or lost to the breeze. 

 

 

Scaffold 

 
From safely above, the busy details 
of modern architecture might look simple: 

a heart cut deep in snow, 
peculiar flakes packed together 

in blunt anonymity. The basics 
of design serve as foundation; 

most mornings we'd rather stay in bed, 

the drifts piled high 
against the ground-level windows 

of the basement apartment. 
We'll bundle up and head outside, 

our senses shocked numb, 
sunblind & barren & sleeping still. 

  



 
Cruel Summer 

 
I realize I'm no better 
than the wrought iron table my coffee cup sits on, 
lattice work design letting the sun 

pass right on through. It's amazing 
what we'll let slip through our clumsy fingers 
I said out loud 

as the days passed on & on. 
Who'd want to live any other life? 
Cars are bought & sold; 

phones go on ringing through the night 
which is maybe only a symbol for the unanswered 
call or maybe it's your one big break 

unbroken. I can only imagine 
what the trees might look like, 
a thin layer of snow on every single branch. 

Tree, which is a symbol for what? 
Snow, which 
represents what? Something cold? 
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