[The following excerpts from the book “Midnight Central” are copyright 2002 by EXE Executive Consulting, Inc., on behalf of the author, Karl Krausbart (Terence Kuch)]

Odd Man In

Arranging too many arms and legs

too many ways,

We

jigsawed together 

until the three of us suddenly

fit
Let’s Pretend

She 

called out her old lover’s

name 

as I called 

mine

Sex Fantasy

While we were naked 

together, I imagined you

clothed

Nomen

Your thighs caressing mine,

forgetting which name 

to call in my ear and 

playing it safe 

just whispering —

“Lover!”

Lynn

What the grass 

knows:

That we lay on it last

night;

That we shared its dew

with

our own

Commerce I

I said ‘prostitute’

thinking it sounded more genteel than

‘whore’; but she said

“We are not prostitutes” and in her beautiful throat

it sounded like some awful disease — “We are 

sporting ladies”

words didn’t quite fit

her voice, flat

and plain as the Cowlitz

River in

summer

And so I got on top of her

feeling I had to perform up to professional

standards

because she was the

professional

and was judging me by

professional

standards

What a crazy idea!

I was the capitalist here,

she the wage-slave

But she was more 

capitalist than I

since she charged me

sales tax

and didn’t give it to the

governor the way she gave it

to me!

Commerce II

“You sure you not a cop?”

plaintively, too late because she had

my money already, could have put the cuffs on her

easily as bang

her

but I wasn’t a cop

just a poor kid fresh from a fight with his

girlfriend

(there’s a lack of age

in that pubescent phrase)

I’ll show her, 

but I took off my watch

for some fool reason

having to do with the idea that sex must be ex-e-cu-ted

completely naked

and forgot it

and came back for it and knocked on her door

and

then she really thought I was a 

cop

for sure

