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Side A 

Tiny Dirges 
 
 

Like a late frost lays 

on a young bud— 

I do not fear death, 

but I know better than 

to cling to life 

 

I want to right the wrongs 

I know are wrong right now 

so I can recognize the moment 

when it comes 

 

This world has a way to push you 

into exhausted silence 

but silence is already a kind of death 

 

Every man in my family has died 

relatively young, in their 60’s— 

complications of the heart. 

I accept this like a well-worn slipper. 

 

My death will be the indigestion 

that wasn’t indigestion. 

To be fair, most of the time 

it was indigestion. 

 

I want to find those things 

that I’ll be ashamed of 

when my final moment comes 

and fix them now— 

more than anything, I fear 

my own shame. 

 

My figure of death will be wearing  

knee-socks with a hole in the toe. 

 

I do not want my children 

to have children so I can be a grandfather 

to pass on my genes— 

I want my children to have children 

so they can fully understand love. 

 

I have no interest 

in passing a torch. 

 

Every cemetery is a model— 

The wealthy are on the hill 

with monuments of marble. 

The working class are numerous 

with stones to commemorate 

the moving of stones. 

The poor lay low in fields, 

sodden, when the rains come. 

 

 



There are thirteen people 

I hope come to my funeral. 

 

My figure of death  

pulls his cloak tight 

to hide his comb-over. 

 

I feel like all of my friends 

are dying of cancer, 

but this is not true. 

Most of my friends are alive and healthy. 

 

I want my friends to stop 

dying of cancer. 

 

I want to finish writing one book  

before I die. 

 

I’d like to finish writing five books 

before I die. 

 

Really, it’s a matter of 

how many books I finish writing 

before I die. 

 

It took me twelve years 

to forget the real sound 

of my father’s voice. 

 

This contract of life is broadly written 

and you were never consulted 

when it was made, 

but there’s your name 

on the bottom line. 

 

It’s too late for me 

to die pretty, 

so I hope I die 

old. 

 

Although I don’t fear death today, 

I’m sure that fear will find me 

when my moment comes, and 

 

I only hope, above all else— 

that beyond all of my sins and mistakes, 

beyond all grievances and restitutions, 

that when people think of me, 

they will think of kindness. 

 

 

 

Liner Notes: Among other things, poets have an intimate understanding of their own mortality. 

Recognizing that heart disease is genetically prevalent in my family, this is me kicking around 

the ideas of life, death, and what part I play in either. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Side B 

Buzzards 
 

Summer days when I woke up to 

heat and the scent of manure, clouds so 

thin they weren’t clouds.  Just sad 

attempts to block the sun.  I saw 

 

eagles playing the air like music 

so high above the fields.  And standing 

watching them soar, the farmer who I helped 

hay the cattle, simply said “buzzards.” 

 

It didn’t matter.  I was eight, and they  

were huge and lovely and smooth in the sky.  I 

thought of being there with them as each 

bale tumbled from the back of the hay 

 

wagon.  Until we came upon the lamb 

that had fallen into the drainage gulley 

some days before, surrounded by cloaked  

figures of death fighting for pieces, only 

 

frightened off for a moment when  

the farmer shouted “hyahh git” to see 

if it was a calf.  Then they bounded  

back with ragged wings spread and I 

 

felt the heat all around me 

and stopped looking up. 

 

Liner Notes: I used to think that the big birds circling in the Ohio sky were eagles. This poem is a 

coming-of-age reflection. Though if I’m honest, I never really stopped looking up. 
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