
Cake and Garbage Cans 
 
Face Book highlights 27 stars 
with LGBTQ kids. Scrolling down, 
a picture of Franklin Graham stirring 
his tea with a steeple. Some Senators 
snarl at me. I married Stan— 
they want to cut off our ring fingers 
and benefits. A family looks 
just one way, a neighborhood 
where every house lounges in 
beige sweatpants. 
 
For our wedding, we got 
a grocery store cake. The women 
gladly wrote congratulations in icing.  
We invited God, a small ceremony, 
but one celebrity can spice it up. God 
danced with both grooms. God’s bod 
felt odd, like dancing with an air bubble.  
We didn’t need water turned into wine, 
preferring martinis. We’re the one gay 
 
couple on the road. People wave 
and go to work. Hollywood stars 
and their families take in our garbage cans.  
At least we think it’s them.  
It isn’t us. Or Franklin. 
Our red fuchsias stare at them 
from a window box, peel 
morning’s grape. 
  
Sparkling 
 
I’m drinking Dasani sparkling water when 
Pan grabs my hand and pulls me 
into lush woods. He says it’s not sexual 
though it could be if first we’d watch 
the moon ambush a perfectly relaxed 
cinnamon fern. I say no. So off we go 
 
where poplars stare down those 
who would chop them and stump up 
a forest floor. Pan tells trees bedtime stories.  
They cover him with leaves and love.  
I wish Pan were less noisy. He turns 
any silence into song. Sometimes 
I’d rather rest among trunks. Pan 
  
really does frolic. Who frolics anymore? 
Before high school I might have frolicked 
but geometry kyboshed that. I studied 
the ways of triangles and my frolic got 
scared off. Pan wants to return it to me, 



says if I’d open my mouth wide enough 
I could eat a whole forest. I try. 
I only attract a fly to my tongue. He leads me 
 
back to the porch. The sparkling water 
has gone flat. Flat clouds now sparkle.  
 
I’m Under 
 
the covers again with the cats 
after reading about 17 
kids and teachers 
killed by a gun man   this shooter 
often wears a 
MAKE AMERICA GREAT AGAIN 
hat   red 
blood spattered in hallways 
Hear gun   heartbeats 
when flesh tears 
and bodies fall 
  
Make America   stop 
saying slaughter is    nothing 
to interrupt The Price 
Is Right 
less important than preventing 
gay people from buying cakes 
I can’t hear 
anything 
  
beyond the window 
Florida    sunny and distant 
it won’t   happen   here 
Slaughter our favorite 
Board game 
The Momma Bear 
says to the Poppa Bear 
I wonder where the children are 
Dead 
is where they are 
mopped up  sent away 
in speeding ambulances   now 
funeral home pictures 
their beds empty 
                   school church movie theater 
forget    the dream of 
safety  it’s never 
going to be 
tomorrow again   screams 
tucked into coffins   plans 
being made   elsewhere 
  
Here?  Where I am?  You are? 
Dirt and gladiolas drop 



Shadows drift away 
as they always do   back 
to work   something 
already taking   aim 
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