
Heaven / by Henry Finch 

I. 

The boundless reach of  our sincerity. 

II. 

The air was characteristically featureless, so 
I propped the door to Utopia open 
When the unaccounted bliss turned up in the boredom. 
Paradise is the number of  my true love’s eyes. 

In the afterlife I make my worst decisions— 
If  not for Heaven’s sake, why bother? 
Good heavens! I think that man at the bus stop is dead. 
Whatever. Heaven be praised. Hurrah!  
The positive attitude parrot lives! Hurrah! 

I’m only here to do the heavy lifting 
So consider dancing as a form of  gratitude. 
Hallelujah! My legs are broken! 
Don’t ask me to help you move again. 
Heaven forbid! We already work so much 
Differentiating between Heaven-born and Heaven-sent. 
Go ahead. Ask me where I’m from. 

Majestic impenetrable sky, 
Sleep is neither righteous nor effusive. 
There’s nothing worse than arguing over money. 
Correction: Deer antlers. 
We are hurried, Heaven-kissing in an elevator that won’t close, 
Heavenly sparks setting fire to my papery fumbling about. 
Celestial is the perfume that my true love wears. 

Waking up lifeless in the same place is delightful 
But only because I’m on vacation. I’ve seen this town  
Go from Divine hills and pastures to carbonated country club. 
O disposable flattening beauty! 

III. 

Dear Angelic Wingless Chasm of  Time, 
I ate the rose at Sangillo’s. 
Correction: You’ll come back tomorrow. 



IV. 

Yours is the heavenly body and mine the water  
boiling in a humidifier. 

Sashay over Mecca. Sashay to the Heavenly City where 
I lock myself  out of  my apartment and into your Utopia. 
And if  you can’t muster that kind of  excitement for Zion 
Then it’s into the neighboring fog with you, 
And I am Henry, your heavenly host. 

If  we’re not heavenly-minded, we’re sung to sleep, and 
Wake up in a bed of  righteous apples 
Filled with pious hope of  kissing the fall breeze back. 

If  not Heavenward, then where? 
I don’t care if  you don’t care. 

Heaven-wide is the sound of  my true love’s song 
And I consider it an appropriate heave offering. 

V. 

Nothing but a barrel leaking dreams 
La la la chicka lolly loo 

He who flees love wrecks his knees 
La la la chicka lolly loo 

Heaviness of  urgency 
La la la chicka lolly loo 

Can’t get down from the top of  this tree 
La la la chicka lolly loo 

There’s a sadness under me 
La la la chicka lolly loo 

VI. 

Before I was heaving missives up to the satellites, I was buzzing 
Up in the Heaviside layer, a curly tangle of  waves in the ionosphere 
Putting off  my taxes, listening to Stardust on repeat. 

Heavy is the color of  my true love’s tongue 



With a heavyweight desire. I don’t stand a chance, 
So wonder, wander, mostly sleeping through the role of  a lifetime. 
The tragedian’s frown is painted on in the mirror. 

Patience is neither refillable nor heavy. 
Great. There’s no one home. 

VII. 

Pregnant will ballads, the chickadee certainly gets around. 
Inert is the color of  my true love’s hair. 

The discussion of  the blizzard grew weighty. 
I found it in a glass box wrapped in a top sheet. 
I found it at once both erotic and down in the mouth. 
The wind was neither soothing nor dramatic. 
I found the wind at once. 

We have more than satisfaction on hand,  
more than light suffering. 
Everything we feel is consequential 
Or irrelevant. I forget. 
Enveloped by burdensome binaries, 
I forget what day it is too, lethargic and half-dreaming, 
Laboriously sewing my mouth closed with yarn. 
It’s difficult to say goodbye, but you know me,  
Snorkeling through the cumbrous crowded coral, 
Polishing the silver when it’s dull. 


