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Now I am become Death 
 
 
90°F 
 
in the shade 
if you can find any 
in this land of snickering lizards 
and evaporating Bel Air pools 
of sweat without toil. 
But never the Mexican, 
gardening in full garb. 
Solar wise. 
 
94°F 
 
Spreadeagled on his back 
on a scrap of desperate grass, 
a sun-cooked homeless possibly white guy 
dead to the world, or maybe just dead, 
balances on the crotch of his crusted jeans  
two small blocks of Murray’s cheese; 
a cave-aged gruyere and a Monterey Jack 
Both ideal melters. 
 
99°F 
 
Under a noontime burn, 
a hummingbird’s egg 
falls and fries 
on the griddle bonnet of my car. 
A tragic delicacy 
that I chase with a single scoop of vanilla ice cream 
in a waxed paper cup. 
Doused with a double-shot espresso. 
 
131°F 
 
Tumbleweed rolls down Hollywood Boulevard, 
snagging on the bleached skulls 
that outnumber the stars 
on the Walk of Fame. 
Out front of the Chinese Theatre, 
a Diamondback slithers perpetually 
through the eye sockets of a long-gone Wild Burro. 
Shaping infinity. 
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145°F 
 
Preheat the oven. 
Remove the pizza from the box and overwrap. 
Cook from frozen. 
Add extra toppings to taste; 
anchovies, 
stillborn dreams, 
a scattering of prayers. 
Slice and dutifully serve. 
 
100,000,000°F 
 
Sand to glass. 
Flesh to ash. 
Blast to blisters. 
Someone got out of bed on the wrong side 
and said: ‘Fuck it’ 
then hit the button, 
leaving the charred outlines of babies and cats. 
Indistinguishable. 
 
-459.67°F 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Not even nothing. 
 
180,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000°F 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Here we go again. 
 
 


