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Collected Poems: 1968-2011

By Donald Gerz


Collected Poems:

1968-2012
Donald Gerz

“Poetry is the breath and finer spirit of all knowledge; it is the impassioned

expression which is in the countenance of all Science.”

“In spite of difference of soil and climate, of language and manners, of laws and customs, --- in spite of things silently gone out of sight and mind, and things violently destroyed, the Poet binds together by passion and knowledge the vast empire of human society as it is spread over the whole earth, and over all time.”
William Wordsworth (1770-1850)

Preface to Lyrical Ballads, Second Edition (1800)

The following poems are listed in the chronological order in which they were written.  Since I was only twenty-two when I wrote the first ones in 1968, the reader may find it profitable to begin at the end of this document with the poems written this year.  In forty years of writing poetry, I believe the later poems are, for the most part, superior to my earlier efforts.
It was only after collecting these poems that I came to see the apparent hodgepodge of a whole as a sort of compressed journal of perceptions, observations, and conclusions that have been of some interest to me during the last thirty-nine years.  Perhaps I should have been industriousness enough to jot down a proper daily journal of what was happening to me and to those I have thought about for over almost four decades, but I have never cared to record what I see as random details of ordinary life.  Rather, I have been consistently intrigued with the intrinsic substance of existence instead of its outer manifestations.  This is not to say that mere details of life should not be dealt with, but rather that others seem to be doing a much better job of mucking through common experience than I can do.

Certainly, poetry is concerned with experience and the perception of that experience, but consideration of the “human” element of perception is accomplished in poetry to a greater and more dramatic degree than perhaps in any other art form.  


Unlike so seamless a form of art as the novel (or even the short story), collected poems serve as a somewhat cryptic mosaic of what was happening inside the mind of the poet as he was sorting the various sensations of his random experiences into clues of meaning in his own life and perhaps even in the lives of others.

(Continued)

Metaphysical Design (1968)

Airs of resplendent tranquility

Pool their silent masses

And edge the tension

To mere existence.

Then, now, and hereafter flow

As though no intention matters

Except final ease.

When there's but scant seconds

In the residue of this moment's glass,

My hand rotates the measure

Within its preordained design.

Your head nods its

Embracing smile

And spools the remainder

Of our time

To a place

Near forever.

A Room with No View (1968)

A room

Cannot be

Very much.

We made it last

Until Sunday's light

Pointed its finger at us.

Swift Women (1968)

I see them even as they stand there,

Feet of those women's minds,

Shifting at the bottoms of their legs,

Running as I try to catch their eyes.

(Continued)

The World is Too Much with Us (1968)

Wordsworth once said,

“The world is too much with us.”

Compulsions, delusions, distractions

Drag our devotion down streets

Where we plead for honor restored.

Words of expedience, intent, and conjecture,

Spurred by feeble brains in faint spheres

Struggle, stumble into pale conviction,

Repeat, compete with themselves.

But we must mold intact images and

Ideas into plastic symbols—dreams,

Elastic meanings within this rigid world

Where the imagination is hardened

To hawk beer and cigarettes.

The TV tempts us to mimic thought, fools

Us to be jesters with vacuous smiles and

Unnatural appetites until we clamor for 

Easy agreement with the unexamined life.

“The world is too much with us.”


Will our children find us lockered,

Hanging as dripping laughter

From the sides of mouths agape,

Cold meat, ridicule, hooks and all?

(Continued)
Stinging Appetite (1968)

The disdain of your lips

Will deceive our desire

Until I arm your waist.

Why do you wrap your blame

Around blameless lovers

Who warm themselves

With the frost of your womb?
Sensed Nonsense (1968)

Sticky in her manners,

She was round

And reassured me

It was only

A passing fancy

Of poor and (alas)

Unused quality.

Skydiving (1968)

The excitement

of being

shakes me

in bass tones

as though I

am parachuting

into humanity.

The autumn wind

rifles the wheat

below.

Golden.

(Continued)
Lost Realities (1983)

Muffled echoes of the city's darkness

Resound from building

To alley, to tavern.

Van Gogh's starry, starry night

Removes itself.

Dreaming of clear summer evenings,

We remember warm breezes

Too vague to make our yearnings real.

The snow is dirty ---

Dust in the snow before it descends

As a bleached December desert.

Taking refuge behind the tavern door,

We see winter's ashen flesh

Enfolding the city's bones.

Inside, the quiet night removes itself

While hallow laughter drinks our tears.

Loneliness is easily camouflaged, the 

Smoky light stalks our waning desire.

Alone together inside this tavern night ---

No chance, no chance at all of resolving

Our fate entombed by the dust,

Dust in the snow outside.

Footsteps in a Monastery Yard (1984)
Walking on this ground after

last night's rain,

Feeling a falling into the core ---

the soil is so wet.

(To become like this yard.) 

Others will follow these footsteps ---

footsteps who used to be me.

(Continued)
Shore (1984)

Our true voice rides in the foam 

as the waves urge us to enter 

and become one.

Fearful, we hesitate, delay.

Yet every wave, every movement 

of this translucent deep

whispers I am 

within our glassy brine. 

Praying for courage, 

we dissolve and recover 

whom we must offer 

again and again.

At midnight we hear, 

even see the vastness 

as we walk along the shore.

Mermaids once more sing, 

each to each.

This time they sing to me.

Electrimental Sacramental (1984)
Our Father must be the great love, so violent, 

so unrestrained His desire

within the eternity of His coupling.

(Lightning is always attracted to what 

it must overwhelm.)

Today I met a priest who struck me as a rod 

inside the Church.

Someday the circuit will no longer wish

to contain Himself alone, and father

will melt from self ---

transformed and timeless within this violent 

calm of His compassionate gale.

(Continued)
Questions (1984)

Many rooms on this level,

Unnumbered levels in this house.

I'll visit each while I'm able ---

Tomorrow is now.

Yesterday pursues solutions 

To a puzzle which 

No longer matters.

Today is groaning,

Pregnant with answers 

To questions the present

Begs me to ask.

A Cost of Living Index (1985)

Strive to become finally silent.

Speak a jazz full of transparence.

Expect no more thoughts ---

Only agreement with rhythms,

Soundless quiescence.

Why pour more into what is filled?

How can anything be added to all?

Less results from straining,

Trying to form words first spoken

Before either of us took shape.

There has yet to be a time when

We have never been thought of.

Why flex who we think we are when

We can know only by being known?

How to be known if we always speak,

Moving egos to the confines of poems,

Music, the damnable two cents worth?

Two cents buys merely two cents worth.

Even bubble gum costs more than that.

(Continued)
The News (1985)

If a Sacrament is a sign of the

Presence of who we are, the

Nightly news is the image of our

Failure to choose that presence.

Quite a contradiction of terms: a

Ghost of someone lacking himself.

Stand clear of this reflection.

No mirror can find it; yet surely it

Seeks to destroy in others what it

No longer finds in itself.

Haikuesques 1-5 (1986)

1

Sand dollar eats sand.

What is consumed

To make your buck?

2

Trees shattering in dreams.

Birds, strangers collide ---

Glancing over wings.

3

Writing this --- sunrays

Spank stained glass ---

Bruised fingers.

4

Children see ideas through

Their eyes.  Seeing that,

Too smart to think.

5

Color of her eyes ---

Too deep to end anywhere

But infinity.

(Continued)
Haikuesques 6-10 (1986)

6

What moves in hearts

Gives sparrow push

Against her wing.

7

Get the feel of the idea.

No texture?  No thought.

No music?  No idea.

8

Let the pen go where it will ---

The word writes itself.  One

Mind cannot engender reality.

9

Writing of frogs who swim

Easily where words can

Only drown --- life.

10

Where are you?  Wherever

Can you be?  Inside, but

You refuse to enter these days.

Shells (1986)
Shells sing of nothing,

know not where they go,

settle in no particular places.

But their songs are heard,

their journeys seen,

their ends known.

Even the objects of oblivion

live forever

in the mind of pure being.

(Continued)
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Between Sleep and Consciousness (1986)
        Through sleep's door left ajar

        You peel surface from surface,

        Revealing to strangers in a strange land

        Depths upon infinite depths

        This world can never see.

        Perception sharpens until it shatters ---

        Pierces knowledge's bubble

        Where we see and are seen.

        Inside my thou,

        The fertile moisture of your one

        Contains without holding wills hostage

        To your means or ends.  

        Time is servant to your beauty,

        To your desire.

        Arresting planets, stars, galaxies, universes,

        You draw life to itself by sifting it finely

        Through your yearning.

        As my senses clear

        To better see and hear,

        The air is heavy,

        My vision pinched.

        I catch your apparition

        Slipping home behind my eyes,

        Beyond hearing,

        Disappearing as water

        Into my ground.

(Continued)
Dust in the Air (1986)

There was a time when I perceived you

Within the dust in the air.

We communed in wordless sounds

When I murmured to myself as a child.

Your logos was written inside a mirror

Smashed with your image amid particles

Stirred through the air by my hand ---

I found your face.

What was the conception within my mind

As I gazed into your center?

For no true concept of perfect being

Can safely abide in the human intellect,

Or prosper in this sterile reason

Unsullied with desire and need.

But in the warmth I felt you

As an animal touches the wisdom

Of its ancestral accretion ---

I became blissfully mute.

Only the lucid experience of you

Could have so completely pierced

The feeble understanding

Of my antecedent logic.

Paltry language was flooded

With innocent truth ---

Truth awash with you.

Amused with a delight you can never lose,

But with which I have since misplaced,

You relished my impertinence.

Impertinence was among the first

Of your creations, was it not?

If I had realized your smiles were me,

You would never have laughed at your aspect

Reflected in the glass of my gaze.
Knowing nothing, in your eyes I could see everyone

Who has lived and will live.

In your voice, I heard the song of the moment

And the melodies of what could be.

In the dust, I heard the fragmented chords of death.

(Ashes to ashes, dust to dust...)

I was not afraid.

The residue of consecrated time

Formed the outline of your person,

Dusted the voice (Both mine and yours),

And reflected your face—the gift of a primal right

To children disinclined to doubt the voice

And vision of their creator.

My face was not then as others came to know it,

Or as the mirror now reveals me.

I had no use for mirrors that could not bear

Your reflection when I was a child

Gazing at the dust in the air.

Aum (1986)
Amber sanctum bruised gold-white, voice

Heard through void and silence, breathing

Where no bird can fly, velvet-pitched,

Eternal Aum, amber-gold hum, unrippled,

Silent song.

Faithful staying --- no one else anywhere as

Much as here.  Glass / stained / wood / mosaic,

Icon / stained / bronze / glass / votive warmth,

Stained glass / candle fire / devotion flame:

No one, Everyman, all.

Vast heart beating eternal blood, unending

Life, no onus.  Such transfusion, soul's plasma

Untrammeled --- spirit's veins expanded,

Circulation unobstructed, breathing stilled.

Touching: Melting what you see, touching

Whom you melt.  Patience ... Body smashed

On uniting.  Together: Obliteration.  Apart:

Life lost, nothing ventured, no one gained.

Later, what can I consider?  Everything: All

Is possible, nothing is lost, all is recovered,

Everything is considered, everyone is present,

Your flame never extinguished.

Staying away, losing time, losing time to

Find the time, the space, spending the time, 

Losing the hidden agendas, the false schedules. 

Flood your image into the hollows of my

Bones.  No one but you has what is mine,

What is Everyman’s.  No one but you can...

GOLD  REFLECTION  ON  THE  SOUL

Why you love is no more reason than you.

(Continued)
Lost Moments (1986)

If it were not so important to wait

for the purpose of our moment,

It would be a relief to disappear

into the crowed room amid the talk

of Larry and Pam, of Mary and Dan.

But is it not a sickness to lament

the loss of the moment ---

Even the loss of that moment when 

our purpose is meant to unfold? 

Infinite moments are in you and me ---

Enough time to pose our questions,

define our positions, choose our 

weapons, and decide our fate.

Our future rests not on the random 

moment, but on a choice immune

to time, removed from the dirt

of the grave and the endless words

of Mary and Dan, of Larry and Pam.
Dogs and Stars (1987)

Stars in the sky,

Seeds in the ground.

Still, I do not grow

Beyond dim star.

Dogs barking.

What can be barking

 To a star?

Writing of heat

So far away,

The coolness

Of this night.

Only fools write

Of stars who

May be dead behind

Their slow light.

But light never dies,

Nor foolish love ---

Brightest starlight of all.

Still, the dogs bark.

What can barking be

To a star?

Her Dead Daughter (1987)
(Adapted from sources by Chiyo-Ni, Moritake,

and an anonymous Zenrin poet.)

The fallen flower cannot rise to the branch.

The shattered mirror cannot reflect

     a rose that is no more.

In what verdant garden will I find

     her again in bloom?

Look!  A fallen flower returning to the branch?

My butterfly.

Evaluation Level (1989)

Even the children of death

seek the seeds of their own rebirth.

When the seed cannot rise to the egg,

the egg must descend to the seed.

Whining in a blank room,

even if I could be understood,

no one listening, no one for me.

Blown down a leaf-wet alley,

wind-driven into dark corners,

it's me, it's you, it's Everyman.

Mind tired, uncreative.

Eyes drinking common beauty,

uncommon nobility.

Soul refreshed ... grateful.    

So much despair,

so much greatness

merely being human.

(Continued)
Metaphors of a Life (1990)

In Memory of Edna Hulbert of Chicago, 1904-1993

John Donne's metaphysics of the seventeenth century prefigured our postmodern particle

physics when he declared, "No man is an island, entire of itself."

At eighty-five, I last stood on my familiar Nantucket Island, convinced even its sand was

commingled with all I had seen, with all I had imagined.
Centuries crushed beneath unfathomable leagues of ocean water and refined by its

implacably cathartic salt, the vestal granules scattered to my feet.
Pure and luminous, they dried to powder between my toes and made new the strand.


And I set watch upon countless other beaches and flew kites.  Children crowded around

until finally I disappeared.
(Only my aerial frippery and the young remained, their necks craned!)
Complimentary kites (no strings attached), hand launched balloons (pregnant with tidings),

and ocean message bottles became the metaphors of my life.

Lives like mine advance through and out of themselves toward a life deeper than the Aegean.
Whether I waded in the waters of Grand Cayman, or roamed along the ancient Mediterranean 
coast, the lands may have been disjointed, but the Sea steadfastly remained one.
The same tides sailed upon by resourceful voyagers of all eras now ebb from your feet as once

they receded from mine.

The Sea had always been my emissary, my uncertain proxy.  Any wave might have been the 

one to convey my glassed reassurance to a parched soul, to a spirit thirsting for the 
divine refreshment of life and the milk of human love.
My fate, my destiny, had been concealed beneath those unceasing waves until now.
No longer is my future hidden in tomorrow's tide.

As a schoolgirl, I learned how noble Ulysses once subdued the primitives to free and advance 
a graceless people.  I was impelled to disenthrall those in the sibling bonds of

despondency and doubt.
No weapon save love did I ever shoulder into the fray.  The banner on my ship's mast 
reminded all I encountered: "No power can long withstand an honest act of love."

Tell me, my friends: What form of message shall I launch to you today from this dateless isle?  (Time, the food of my mortality, is also the seed of this serene eternity.)

Do not be troubled—the words are never as important as their intentions conceived in truth,

love, and respect.
Look!  My verses float upon our mutual waters.  They enrich creation and transform those

who heed their invitation.

I have touched forever, for I have touched you.

Neighbors (1991)

Little worlds spinning around

in imaginary orbits within

disengaged minds go fast past

lives lived next door to others,

yet universes apart.

We yearn to love, seeing

infinite possibilities, but fear

and flirt with death until death

takes us for its whore.

Instead of the gently sloping

breast, idealized form in real

flesh, we see the deformed arm,

the disgorged meal of a starved

machine.

When the mangled repels, death

is victorious: the beauty of her

breasts, her own beauty, she herself

is forgotten, is murdered within

a little universe of dread and waste.

It is we who are murdered ---

we who murder you and him and

her and me.  Our souls piled high

on the stench of the centuries, we eat

TV dinners while contemplating our

daily death on the nightly news.

More awake in our nightly dreams

than in our days, making love

to our neuroses with courtly kisses

and genuflected knees, we embrace

pain and beauty, the despair of fear,

the hope of mislaid passion, and our

forgotten pleasures under the trees. 

Small universes (composed of

apprehension and revulsion of

a multitude of accidents and

perceived differences) occupy vast

stretches of space and time:

good neighbors are hard to find.

Large universes are the smallest:

an infinity of lovers occupies

the same space and time as

angels on the head of a pin.

Windows (1992)

Part One

olim meminisse juvabit

“When to the sessions of sweet silent thought,

I summon up remembrance of things past.”

                                                                                --- Proust

The midnight confines of our rooms were proscribed by ancient instincts 



perpetually spawning a fixed mandate,

And there was no thought of Aristotle's reason to keep us immune from 



that summer's meaning.

Needing little purpose, save youth's inevitable call to enter each other 



simply,

We opened our windows and souls to the suburban night's nurture

of verdant need.

Embarking with Trojan trinity, Spartan clad in T-shirt, sneakers and jeans,

I stepped over low shrubs with exquisite care

as my parents slumbered in nocturnal oblivion.

And there were damned, sharp white stones,

whose crunch I feared would 
reveal.

The Texas moon showed the way, but my plan was hidden from all but two.   

The two-mile walk to her room excited me—a contemplative womb of



breezy stars soothed the streets as I closed upon our passion.

She was faithfully awake behind the dark screen.

The neighborhood's edenic clearing awaited our falling to damp clover,

Our bed under a live oak tree—life fashioned from limbs, leaves of wild 



flowers, grass and the night's new green.

We'd kiss and laugh softly as I helped her to the ground.

We celebrated our ancient pagan liturgy through rites of unorthodox,



through valid and sacred grace.

The universe etched its meaning on the flesh of our souls—

Visions of being shone through our pores,

Cells collapsed beyond paltry experience into a pool where our shells would 



someday dissolve into the dew of their final and eternal Sea.

(Continued)
Windows (1992)
- Part Two -

eheu fugaces labuntur anni

“The fleeting years glide by.”

                                                  --- Horace

Twenty-six summers after our enrapture,

We recalled the softness of those nights and the ordering of stars over an 



oasis in the sterile southwestern landscape.

She remembered the enclosing warmth—I still saw the aperture

of all existence.

She had inspired, and I had returned all in my power to then give—

Not diamonds, but forces which form diamonds—

Not gold rings, but the love sacramentalized by those who put on

gold rings—

Not children, but the spirit which quickens the egg and animates the



dreams and joys of children. 

The past is never required to condemn.

Instead, the unfocused present (entwining the moment's tendrils) defies 



transparent perception.

Now is the diffused becoming of who was, is, and will be.

Only this implacable present mocks past truth and beauty immersed

in the amber of time . . .

The yellowing photograph ridicules the essence it could never convey. 

Youth's summer persists when the mortal husk of mere existence is shorn 



from life's core.

Windows opened in innocence will not fail;

for what was disclosed in truth cannot submit to mere time

and mortal decay.

We united our minds, flesh, and souls through those casements—

They remain always as skylights to who we are becoming beyond the



endless, embracing night.

(Continued)
The Poet's Eyes (1992)

The poet's eyes reveal neither lucid cause, nor opaque absolute to your 


fervent gaze.

Instead, you witness nothing—

Nothing except the creation of vision itself.

Ephemeral truth the object, translucent beauty the subject,

His soul resolves impenetrable experience into ethereal patterns of timbre 


and hue,

Into archetypes of spirit through a blueprint of his heart, the salt of his 


tears, the transparency of his style.

The poet's eyes extract vision of life not mined unalloyed in single span, 


but in fragile likeness panned within wide humanity.

Girding aspiration with grace, coupling imagination with burning 


perception,

He receives and must propel a greater vision to bestow the favor of the 


gods,

Or else be blinded in his own spirit, in his own core—his window to 


eternity.

Indifferent to paralyzing fatigue, renouncing the temperate denouement of 


repose,

The poet ascends Mount Parnassus, entreating coy Erato to bestow her 


preternatural incandescence upon his frail mortality.

Her Promethean flames purify his human dross and prepare his soul for 


volcanic eruptions of Orphic euphony and Thracian ecstasy.

The poet's lyric is music you cannot easily translate to our stained 


existence until you mark his consonance composed upon the staves


of our own nature.

Around the notes fingered on a primeval lyre, he dedicates his universal 


reading to an audience of one.

Then you thrill to an inextinguishable epiphany imploding through what 


you thought you knew of your world . . .

Through what you thought you knew of you.

(Continued)
The Ballerina's Soul (1992)

The ballerina's soul reveals neither lucid cause, nor opaque absolute to 


your fervent gaze.

Instead, you witness nothing ---

Nothing except the creation of vision itself.

Ephemeral truth the object, translucent beauty the subject,

Her soul resolves impenetrable experience into ethereal patterns of timbre 


and hue,

Into archetypes of spirit through a blueprint of her heart,

The salt of her tears, the transparency of her technique.

The ballerina's soul extracts vision of life not mined unalloyed in single 


span, but in fragile likeness panned within wide humanity.

Girding aspiration with grace, coupling imagination with burning


perception,

She receives and must propel a greater vision to bestow the favor of the 


gods,

Or else be blinded in her own spirit, in her own core --- her window to 


eternity.

Indifferent to paralyzing fatigue, renouncing the temperate denouement of 


repose,

The ballerina ascends Mount Parnassus, entreating impetuous Euterpe


and severe Terpsichore to bestow their preternatural incandescence 


upon her frail mortality.

Their Promethean flames purify her human dross and prepare her soul for 


volcanic eruptions of Orphic euphony and Thracian ecstasy.

The ballerina's movements are elements of a milieu you cannot easily 


translate to our stained existence until you mark her ballet 


performing itself upon the staves of your nature.

Around the notes fingered on a primeval lyre, she consummates her


personal choreography beheld by an audience of one.

Then you thrill to her inextinguishable epiphany imploding through what


you thought you knew of your world . . .

Through what you thought you knew of you.

(Continued)
Warrior (1992)

Splitting boards, crushing tiles,
Gouging rocks, piercing skin ...
A man's bare hands go deep as spirit:
Substance without substance,
Eternal in depth.

Pure mind, empty mind:
Perfect freedom, no attachment ...
Energy of creation, emptiness in form.
Composed mind, empty mind:
Anxiety and fear withered at their source.

Contracting to expand,
Weakening to strengthen,
Taking by giving.
Bending, remaining straight,
Worn, remaining new,
Vacant, remaining full:
This is that, that is this.
The axis is both and one,
Always the same, complete,
All-embracing, whole...


Endless change.
Learning the Way,
Transcending the mundane ...
Washing dishes, taking out trash:
Enlightenment through first things,
Throne in paradise.

Passing through and beyond concepts,
Reaching pure suchness ...
Every city Benares, every grove Deer Park,
Every tree Bodhi tree: Noting the suffering,
Prying fingers from what never was,
Demonstrating what is.

Pure mind, empty mind:
Perfect freedom, no attachment ...
Energy of creation, emptiness in form.
Composed mind, empty mind:
Anxiety and fear withered at their source.

Splitting boards, crushing tiles,
Gouging rocks, piercing skin ...
A man's bare hands go deep as spirit:
Substance without substance,
Eternal in depth.

[image: image4.wmf]
Infant Mortalities (1993)
Conceived and expelled onto squalid, vacant lots 


with lawns of sharded glass in any metropolis


of every nation,

We dimly Xerox the star-presaged Nativity


of the stable.

Our hearth is a sinkhole of the soul ---

His barn featured fresh hay and the preconscious,


knowing more than philosopher-kings


with their perfume and stones.

Our probabilities suggest a flinching existence ---

His purpose lances the meanings of our wounds.

Our distress is a rheostat of the sun ---

His peace expands the envelope of our mortality.

Our madonnas fell on what they mistook for

God's blunt sword ---

His mother died with a cellophaned soul to bestow


a transparent heart.

Presidents shirk their vows, Herod slew his future,





and Pilot wiped his hands on the body politic.

The Word is prostituted on expedient charades


of lip service to debased constitutions


and bills of rights.

Meanwhile, in every city we work out our despair.

And every city is a new Bethlehem waiting


for a few wise men.

(Continued)

Locusts and Honey (1993)

Part I – Sons and Daughters

Sons and daughters ponder genetic shadows, watered reflections


spread like oil over frigid waves of deluded legacies from the paternal past.

In their sleep they murmur: "What was that all about?

Dad fought private, quixotic wars—thought it his vocation to joust


with random windmills."

"We saw the windmills, never dragons; but we could surely see the desert.

We were not part of his silence, could not ride his donkey, did not care


to bump across the sands of his obsessively chosen desolation."

"Did he really think it noble to martyr himself down the tubes of America?

Blind from looking into the sun, he saw what he saw.

To us it was nothing but starved kites in solar orbit."

"We never fathomed what he tried to do, who he tried to become,


or where he was going.

Where he went was nowhere we wanted to be.

We did not know him—

He never knew himself well enough for that."

"Anachronistic, he thought himself 'postmodern,' but grasped every mystery,

save his own inevitability.

Time sprouted in a forest of trees too close to the fate at the end of his nose."

Part II – Fathers and Children

Fashioning artful spans with reverence into plausible, deliberate meanings


few understand,

Fathers thrive beyond the philosopher's best of all possible worlds.

Residual angst from wars waged before privileged birth spilled


over massed absurdity—

Splendid defects smack in front of faithless heard unseeing—

Mobs bored, flaccid yawns at minor dramas are their wages.

Children first perceive foolery, later ambiguity, finally mystery.

Advancing into the breach, they spy the quest, or else posit one 


where none exists (youth possessing more than it can know).

They assume fools and fathers possess knowledge of their own ends—


their reasons for being.

No one perceives that a father's time is measured out in the coffee spoons


of all children's souls.

Locusts and Honey (1993)

(continued)
Part III – Flesh and Spirit

Mirrors cannot perceive and reflections are conceived only when


seeded light flowers on the retina.

Image is mere phantom without the eye's focus resolved and filtered


by cortical mandates and neural cues.

Its illusion preying on instinctual reflex, even a shadow requires flesh


to cast its spell.

Each generation has its own visions and its new eyes to see


what must be seen, what must be assimilated into the whole,


into the universe spinning out of a bang and a whimper.

Biology deludes us in the assumption the cell is devoid of spirit,


bereft of the divine impulse dragging its DNA kicking and screaming


to heaven, sometimes to hell.

History's constituents as redeemed matter gather around the possibilities


of divine will.

Electric, they charge human purpose—numinously soluble,

they permeate human vision so to regard the holy edict.

Below, an eternally new age is metabolized in the stomachs

of desert fools and fathers eating locusts and honey in the sun.

Part IV – Fate and Faith

A father is a solitaire grinding the grains of the collective unconscious,


easing tribal digestion.

Yes, he tilts at occasional windmills, regards the ladies when most see


kitchen sluts, and pantomimes the quest to children like a cat


modeling the death bite to its young.

He is the court fool who knows his role as jester, conscience of the king—


one who mimes the patterns of life spliced from the genes


of history's eternalized moments.

His narrative is familiar even to torpid audiences who recall primal verses


of their own elemental purposes, yet fail to respond.

Ultimately, a father must be another Moses straining to see beyond

 
a water-laden boulder, while keeping watch as the children stumble


into the Promised Land.

(Continued)
Words on the Floor (1994)

Beware your sweeping statements

Found scattered on the floor

Senseless, tripping words, mere

Metaphors meaning this

Meaning that

Slipping under the door

Some are wet

These seem dry

Those are there, others here

What do you say?

What should I think?

What do we dare?

I don’t know, I can’t care

When you swear such cryptic jabber

With words from bards and such

Of larks and much

From postcards we bought

But forgot to mail

Found in a drawer

By a comb, between hair

Locks and a hard place

Made so by me

(You helped)

Saying this, meaning that

Is not too bad as long as you mean

What you say, saying

What you mean

Metaphors lying on the floor

Do get dirty, do get spoiled

My pockets are full of them

Full of words for me, for you…

Full of metaphors for saying to each other

What cannot be said or thought

Not here, not now

(Continued)
Sales and Marketing of the Sacred (1994)

“And Jesus went into the temple of God, and cast out

all them that sold and bought in the temple, and overthrew

the tables of the moneychangers, and the seats of them that sold doves."


                                                                                                          --- Matt. 21:12
His birth was not what you would call an easy delivery.

His life for our life was harder still, and His death killed her twice.

Now it's advertised she monthly gives laborless birth to a lunar faith.

In this sacred hour of the inevitable dark night of our souls,

and with conscientious incredulity of where our lady will next appear, 

we ponder these carnival Fatimas and marketed/targeted 

Lourdes of psychotic Wizard of Oz housewives who dust their

homes with their Munchkin lackeys.

Knowing when it was time to abandon the Emerald City,

their husbands got the hell out of Dodge before such holy scams.

(After all, the household commode had become the latest grotto

to flush money down the drain into the gaping mouths

of carney priestesses.)

Barren fishwives are throwing our lady's Baby, my children,

my neighbors out with the bath water.

Bathwater, toilet water --- it's all the same damned water down

the well of what the gullible will drink when they think they

must pay for Whom she offered her life.

Salvation is free --- a free choice of eternal Life over a mortal ego.

All it costs is absolutely everything and everyone we're not.

And the cost of that choice is not in dollars, but in the currencies

of love, commitment, responsibility, and duty to His truth,

children, and neighbors.

(Did He not say everyone is our neighbor?)

Commercial salvation --- charge card salvation --- is no salvation at all.

For if a human soul is infinitely beyond the means of all save One,

how much more so is the overhead on the Divine?

Dear lady, is it time for your Son's Spirit to cleanse again

His Father's sacred temple of all those who sell and buy cheap faith

in the name of the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit?

(Continued)
I Want You (1995)

(To Carol)

This time I can feel birth, death, and rebirth

in my desire for you.

I want to live for an instant in God's awareness,

and forever with your spirit.

The animal that is me under the artifice still 

treads on the tall grass of your heart,

sleeps curled among the reeds of your body.

I want to live forever in God's instant,

and now with your spirit.

I want you.

Loving You (1995)

Loving you is a favored vice, my sweet disease, an almost gentle sickness.

You must realize, however, I cannot present you to Mother and Father.

Mom's dead and Dad's senile --- he's no longer there, no more home to

welcome you to my boyhood, to ancient sycamores I used to conquer.

And you must certainly know I cannot receive you within my castle's keep.

The wife would never understand --- we'd upset the children, ruffle the cat, 

perhaps even disturb the neighbors, birds, and fish as well.

All nature would revile itself, the nine planets would confuse their orbits,

Stars would plunge into our moat and black holes would suck at our souls.

Still, desiring you is so lyrically faithful, but not in this droning world.

Loving you is a right moment and space in the wrong lifetime and place.

Besides, you could not live where I am, where I am going, where I have been,

For I've forgotten most of my past that has yet to harm or merely touch me.

And, too, I could never conjure your transparent legacy, your sheer history,

How you may even be dreaming different versions of my yesterdays and

nights, how you may still be musing on childhood's promises and denials.

Last year surely conceived you in the remote, even primordial nights of the

distant dream I had forgotten before you were born.

(Continued on Next Page)
Loving You (1995)

(continued)

So loving you as I am forced to love you is like flossing migrant sharks.

Even if I were successful, who would care, who ´should±  care that ocean

carnivores no longer had bad breath?

Besides, starved predators of my deep are the stuff of sterile cosmologies and

fragmented erotic concerns, desolate video games of an insatiable libido.

More important, ravenous infidelities possess much larger appetites than 

countless Great Whites from my unconscious fathoms.

Loving you is a perplexity perversely to enjoy, a problem I can, but must

never solve or consummate.

All other uncertainties are to be conquered before they may gain my will,

Yet there you are, there you always will be, obscure, a grain planted in an

unresolved equation as a pearl within an oyster that could be me.

Loving you is neither pain nor joy, but both and same, and ecstasy too.

Merely seeing you is like chewing glass while waltzing fair Aurora around a

garden where all life is perpetually pregnant, raw, and possible ---

An Eden where I must not possess your heart, your mind, your soul,

Where I may eat of the fruit of every shrub and tree save yours,

Where fierce angels testily sharpen their swords as they regard my will.

Loving you means having you by not holding you now, then, or forever.

But if knights-errant once loved their ladies only from afar, their desires

and deeds preserved chaste, perennially pristine and pure,

Never to fertilize a maiden's holy grail of sacred flesh and immortal eggs,

Then you are such a lady, my modern Dulcinea if I but imagine La Mancha

as wherever you must always live and where you always are,

And if I swear to be where my fate says I am sentenced endlessly to remain.

Loving you is a delicious ordeal, quite an epic strain on my mortal frame.

Yet, I prize my lot as much as I must love you now and forever, like a god

Loving you in a world I cannot live, but have tasted because you are you.

[image: image5.wmf]
Through Void and Matter (1995)

Startled in my dream, I flew to your soul

Through the fullness of space and time,

Through the thick voids of empty matter,

To everyone and all, to where you might be.

Progress was easy at first, my speed unfettered by partially

  congealed particles strewn and adrift upon perpetual seas and

  undulating in measureless waves.

Undeterred by parties we danced at and kissed into long ago

  nights, I removed the mask we artfully crafted to reflect

  clever faces and camouflaged wiles, the thickened smiles

  painted with purposes ordained by numberless dilemmas and

  enigmas we actually solved (yet we left each other torn and

  unresolved).

Detached from our hopes and sometimes forbidden desires and

  acts, I saw stale time dragging its hours through the furrows

  of our prior passions and rotting upon desolate altars and

  neurotic shrines somewhere west of satisfaction.

And I made fluid headway without the crutched and dripping

  clocks we hung on our faces, faces set to times we never could

  tell and never could keep, to times and seasons out of joint

  with us and who we used to be when we were just we.

Shifting in my dream, I flew to your soul

Through the fullness of time and space,

Through the thick voids of empty matter,

To everyone and all, to where you could be.

Plunging into the sifting emptiness of the sand like nothingness

  that is matter, I chipped away the edges of my substance,   

  those harsh musings, thoughts idle and merely speculative, the 

  cells of imagination, fire, no doubt blood itself, of our 

  futures coalescing and pasts once commingled, but presently 

  separate, of bruising materiality now slamming against 

  immortal fruition with fitful slowings, with many jolts and   

  surges within deathless bodies and souls.

Then finally through buildings, bridges, oceans, walls, skies, 

  and earth my body streamed and pierced through every   

  obstruction and impediment to you.

I surged through rivers and stars, darkness and black holes, 

  voids and droves, through anything, everything, everywhere,  

  anywhere and everyone all.

(Continued on Next Page)

Through Void and Matter (1995)

(continued)
Shattered and dispersed within my dream,

Annihilated, I flew to your soul

Through the fullness of space and time,

Through the thick voids of empty matter,

To everyone and all, to where you would be.

My body began to lose its form, maintained its substance in a

  truer way.

Atom for atom was exchanged, was sown and laced within all I 

  flew through, within all height and width and depth of 

  everything known and unknown,

Through electrical plants and steel, through concrete, trees, 

  and stray dogs, through byways and expressways, insects and 

  dread, cause and effects, and lead, through sacred liturgies   

  and vacant lots and parks to name but only a few, through 

  swords and whispers, through the mating songs of every May 

  throng, through London and Bombay, through various national 

  and world affairs, through each city, population, race, and 

  time, through ancient wisdom, modern texts, and future 

  designs---through these and through many more, I once again   

  saw you.

Serene in that dream, I planted my soul

Within the fullness of time and space,

Within the thick voids of empty matter,

In everyone and all, forever with you.


We Were Walking (1996)
We were walking into the woods of leaves and grass,

And the children who could not fathom what they felt was

our confusion

Ate mere crumbs of life meant to mark their way ---

Could not taste the meal they were born to eat

before they went away.

I was ignoring the vow I dared to take,

had misplaced Love

and lost it --- left it where I used to be,

But deep within (had forgotten where)
it was always there.

Please bind me to the work of being

within the form I must become

So I may live now in the center of the given

And shape forever from our ashes when we mourn.

We were walking into the woods of leaves and grass

And the children held what cannot be seen  ---

Saw the crumbs of Life meant to mark their way

toward the table where they would find

real Love deep within.

When we uncover who we are, no longer can we keep

from others who we must be ---

And the children who will seek the way

Will taste the meal they were born to eat

and never go astray.

(Continued)
Words for You and Me (1998)

We say, “In the beginning was the Word.”

And others say, “If it can’t be said,

it can’t be thought.”

And I’m wondering if it can’t be said,

does it even exist?

So, what are in the symbols drawn on cave walls,

and realized on parchment not that long ago,

and in the letter you mailed from Seattle…

the words I found today in my mailbox?

You talk about the objects of our world…

the kites and strings and the abstract things,

the flesh and blood things

that mingle with heart and mind things.

You say you want to know if I know

where you’re coming from,

where we’re coming from,

where we’re going.

Everything’s still the same…

the same old yet new game of words

written on the paper of our souls

and the screens of our minds.

The symbols of the inexpressible are always the same.

They allow us to touch each other through time,

beyond the seasons, beyond space.

Our words confirm this reality as the same one

written on ancient walls,

penned in our letters,

dreamed in our nights

while we sleep in the words we might say

within the symbols we reclaim from our lives

to feel that we are still we.

(Continued)
The World Won’t Wait (1999)

The world is not as I see it,
is not as he, she,
they, or you see it.
It is as it is,
as it was,
as it will be.
The world for us is what we do,
what we don't do,
what we leave undone.

It is what we learn, refuse to learn,
or learn badly.
It is the love or the hate,
the care or the boredom
we bring to our lives.
The world waits for you, for me,
but it won't wait forever.

It got along fine before us,
and it will do fine without us.
It is a space,
a stage where we live
within a real play where
we sometimes forget our lines,
where we sometimes refuse    
to even learn them ---
a place where we write

our thoughts, our dreams,
our beliefs on the brief winds of time.
The world is as it is.
It is much more than the space

between a pair of ears.

What we live of it is as wide or
as narrow as our vision of him,
of her, of them, of me,
and of you.
The world is here, there,
and everywhere.

I can see the world,
but where are you?

How Does a Daffodil Sound? (1999)

First, you have to listen

Beyond sight and sound

Turmoil and chatter

Traffic jams and exploding engines…

Beyond the trivial pursuits

Pursuing us modern cave dwellers

Then step out into the daffodil sun

Into the daffodil sounds

Inside the arpeggios and crescendos of their

Yellow melodies, trumpet shades of petal bright

Beams of eternity grasping earthen harmonies

Brassy declarations ringing in our waxen years

Blasting through our sodden ears

The sounds of a singular, golden

Flower making all the difference

In this gray world


(Continued)
Staying Put (2000)

No place seems like the right place when you are not inclined to be there.

Time is not your time when precious hours are bound by a cord other

than your own.  But a common thread—a tie you cannot see unless

you look hard—joins others’ places and times with your own.

wait it out, wait it out

time not my own … time out of sync with my heart,

heart walled with others’ bricks,

bricks of dried blood (others’ blood)
patient, patient

stay in a landlord’s place, stay in this house,

this house that cannot be my home,

not my place,

place where my heart is not

stay, stay,

stay for now

out of the door, out to the deck,

cold morning with its fingers wrapped around my coffee,

steam curling snugly around my head,

divining its way into my eyes

butterfly-bird leaves hovering uncertainly, flickeringly descending,

no ascending, downward finally falling on the forest’s floor

thousands of water drops striking and deflecting off November leaves:

autumnal pinball machine

resolutely dragging a dead snake across the road,

a dog does not stop for screeching crows or wrens

twittering their percussive accents in the cleansed air

suddenly dissecting my view like a feathered zipper

separating the landscape’s top from its bottom,

a wild turkey majestically pounds the air with its massive wings

as he swoops from stage left

he slices all times and all places with his brief flight 

before landing uncertainly next to the creek below

now all times are my time, all places are my place

I was there in mind, body, and spirit—alert and aware

I saw, felt, smelled, tasted, heard, and reflected upon it all

I was there when the wild turkey suddenly appeared

I stayed

All Thoughts Are Transcended (2001)

In the evening, the cats stir themselves,

Awakened to adventures down the block.

Dreams hours old now can be measured

Against deeds of claw and teeth and blood.

All thoughts are transcended in the moment.

The thought of you is pale against my skin,

Your words are more real than who you were

I can't think of you anymore, can't rest in

Who I remember you were to me a while ago.

All thoughts are transcended in the moment.

Who Is Mother? (2001)

One can be mother of flesh, but not necessarily of Spirit.  One can be Mother of Spirit, but not necessarily of flesh.  To be both Mother of Spirit and flesh is good, but to be Mother of Spirit is by far the most important.

The birth of Spirit is the vocation of one who would be Mother.  To nurture all life is to be Mother.  To love is to nurture life.  To always and in all ways encourage life is to give birth anew.  To give birth anew is to be Mother.

Mother is impregnated by Spirit, and Spirit is her daughter, is her son.  Mother says, "Yes" to Love and gives birth to love, which is life, which is Spirit.

Mother delights in birth because she gives by receiving the caress of the Father's Spirit, and her eyes see eternity in the embrace of His eyes and in the power of His Love, Who is the Seed of all Spirit—His Life.

As Mother gives by receiving, so also she receives by giving birth.  She does this thinking neither of advantage nor disadvantage, as if she were the wind, which is as it is, going where it goes, doing what it does.

Mother is impregnated, allows life to develop within her Being, gives birth, nurses, feeds and encourages growth toward the becoming of the I Am of her sons and daughters.  Her children's I Am is always the same in substance, differing only in infinite forms.  She is proud of Whom they are in truth.

Sometimes only Mother can see of Whom her children actually are because she is the solitary one who saw directly through their Father's eyes and intimately experienced the power of His embrace and the eternity of His Love—the Seed of all Spirit, His Life.

The destiny of Mother's perfection is her teaching of the Vision she received in the conception of her children.  This Vision is the Person she saw through the eternal eyes of their Father as His Spirit plunged into the depths of her "Yes."
All should be Mother of Spirit, but few do so.  To receive such Love is more Life than most can bear.  To bear such Life is sometimes more sorrow than many can love.  But some are given to thrive in the Father's rich embrace and to see His Vision through His eyes.  These give life, give love, give Spirit.

Those who are such gift are Mother.
Letter to a Young Woman (2002)

How do I, how should I, write to a young woman?

That type, not unlike yourself,

Full of women’s things inside and out,

Warmth and laughter for maybe me who

Only wants to ride a motorcycle to the other side of life

To those feelings I used to have when I was myself,

To when the only thing was two instead of lonely.

I never knew you then…I cannot fully know you now.

You have your life, and mine is mine.  But I digress.

Dry thoughts, bloodless and cold nights (instead of laughter,

Wind, sun, and air) are not for you.

You live fully and comfortably in your body, not in your head,

In your blood, not in dry and lifeless abstractions,

In laughter and tears, not in the stoic assurance of wisdom.

Of what use is wisdom to one who lacks passion?

I have wisdom…I do not have passion.

It is getting to the point that I detest wisdom,

Detest constancy and stale existence over being and new life.

I have never coveted anything but true life and constant truth,

Truth within the germ of a young woman’s unconscious desires.

It is official: I am now a fool.
Then again, I have always been a fool.

To be young and foolish is to be.

To be old and foolish is to die.

Perhaps I am already dead.
(Continued)
Something Like the Moon (2003)

(A poem in commemoration of the 100th anniversary of

The Souls of Black Folk by W.E.B. Du Bois and

the National Black Arts Festival of 2003)

We looked out at the world,


a world that couldn’t, wouldn’t see us,

Past the fence, the barbed wire,

out of the barn’s muled, dusty light.

We gazed toward you like cows

chewing grass and hay we didn’t,

couldn’t own.

We listened from the corners of


a million farms,

Over the fence from the woodshed


where we got lickins if we was bad.

(We weren’t bad…we was never bad.)

We waited for you.

We looked for you, or for


someone like you…

Someone maybe come across our field,

Come into the barn


to see what they could see—

Someone who might have seen us once,

or thought about us at night

When the moon was all silver,


whole and white.

We could have maybe given you


something,

Something like that moon…

Something like our fields full

of sun and buzzing…

Something like our fish to fill your belly—

fish fat and strong on our lines

from jumping at dragonflies.

We waited, but you never came.

The moon is a terrible thing to waste.

20/20 Corrected Vision (2004)

A wise man once said, “You cannot go home again.”

Another has said, “You cannot step in the same river twice.”

Still another has said, “When I was a child, I thought as a child.”

He went on to say, “Now, that I am a man, I think as a man.”

And some sage said, “To remain the same is to die.”

I say, “The only thing that does not change is change itself.”

Home is wherever we are—now.  (But we should hang curtains.)
Where we were once was home.  (Now it is home to others.)
What home was in the past can be no more.

(The caterpillar outgrows its cocoon.)

Home has not changed—we have changed,

And our home must change with us.

Our home is here, now—not tomorrow…certainly not yesterday.

Home is not a dead memory—home is where the heart, mind, and soul make it.

The river of life does not stop flowing for us to take a step in the same place.

Each step is singular—one of many before, one of more to come.

There are endless steps required, and there are infinite rivers to cross.

Why cover familiar ground when so much of the human terrain remains to map?

Why seek again the same river of our souls when so many tributaries

Await our crossings to the ultimate destinations of our true selves?

Children want to remain children (and yet want to be treated as adults):

That is common.

Birds do not want to leave the nest:

That also is common.

However, if a young bird refuses to leave the nest when it is time,

The mother will not hesitate to shove it out.  (Most live.)
Nature is never wrong, and if a child refuses to grow, to be responsible,

Good parents and wise teachers will make sure childishness goes unheralded.

Such duty is required from those who are not children themselves,

From those neither afraid of the dangers nor the grandeurs of life,

Of neither the discomfort nor the frontiers of the expanding human landscape.

Such is the reality of parenthood, and such is the nature of education.

To declare this truth as errant is to mistake that which is certain as mirage.

Change is not vision lost,

However, to refuse change is to blind one’s true nature as the loss of vision itself.

Change is neither farsighted nor myopic—it is 20/20 corrected vision.

Life is change, and the acceptance of change is vision regained.

We must continually regain our vision or we will die before we are fully born.

An old man living in the past is regrettable.

But a young man refusing the reality of change sees only the lost vision

Of the person he may one day become
I Might Be Wrong (2004)

I can’t remember what you said,

why you said it,

and what you meant…

But I think it meant you loved me once.

I might be wrong.

I might have forgotten when and where

we were together.

If we touched, I don’t know.

Perhaps we never touched.

I might be wrong.

Perhaps we never meant much to each other,

or perhaps we meant everything to each other.

Maybe we meant to love each other forever,

or until one of us forgot.

I might be wrong.

I don’t know…

I can’t remember,

but I think we loved each other once.

I might be wrong.

(Continued)
	A Modern Riff on

a Shakespearean Sonnet (2005)


	Sonnet 19
By William Shakespeare

(1564–1616)
DEVOURING Time, blunt thou the lion’s paws

And make the earth devour her own sweet brood;

Pluck the keen teeth from the fierce tiger’s jaws,

And burn the long-liv’d phoenix in her blood;

Make glad and sorry seasons as thou fleets,

And do whate’er thou wilt, swift-footed Time,

To the wide world and all her fading sweets;

But I forbid thee one most heinous crime:

O! carve not with thy hours my love’s fair brow,

Nor draw no lines there with thine antique pen;

Him in thy course untainted do allow

For beauty’s pattern to succeeding men.

  Yet, do thy worst, old Time: despite thy wrong,

  My love shall in my verse ever live young.
	Dirty Work
By Donald Gerz

(b. 1946)
The land has always been here, eternally

     immune to your rusty scythe. 

We harvested centuries of crops,

     but you reap the reapers...always have. 

It's neither fair nor unfair.  I know—just doing   

     your job.

Someone has to do the dirty work.

After all, if it weren't you,

     God knows it would be someone else.  

I don't care about me.  Actually, it will be a relief.

I am not who I used to be...not Prince Hamlet,

     not even a prince of a guy anymore.

But I would appreciate it if you could allow my 

     children to grow old before you lay them down.

I know...not your call.  You just swing that damn 

     thing when you're told.

By the way...who tells you?




(Continued)
	An Exercise in Paraphrase (2005)
(Note: No effort was made to duplicate the iambic pentameter

of Shakespeare’s “Sonnet 29.”  Only the replication of his language’s

tone and style was attempted.  -- DG)

 

	Sonnet 29

By William Shakespeare

When in disgrace with fortune and men's eyes,
I all alone beweep my outcast state,
And trouble deaf Heaven with my bootless cries,
And look upon myself, and curse my fate,
Wishing me like to one more rich in hope,
Featur'd like him, like him with friends possess'd,
Desiring this man's art, and that man's scope,
With what I most enjoy contented least:
Yet in these thoughts myself almost despising,
Haply I think on thee,--and then my state
(Like to the lark at break of day arising
From sullen earth) sings hymns at heaven's gate;

For thy sweet love remember'd such wealth brings

That then I scorn to change my state with kings.
	A Paraphrase of

Shakespeare’s Sonnet 29

By Donald Gerz

Blighted with dishonor and ill fate in human affairs,

Deserted, I cry out in solitary exile,

And trouble the unhearing gods with impotent tears,

As I regard my veiled soul and blight this foul destiny,

Coveting this man’s dreams,

That one’s appearance and another’s comrades,

Yearning for his authority and her command of words,

No longer satisfied with usual pleasures,

But, loathing myself for brooding thus,

Of a sudden, my thought is you, and my station,

(As to the robin at the infant sun’s arising

Above this brooding earth) intones airs at Eden’s portal;

As your gentle devotion recalled such fortune’s birth

That I spurn to trade my rank for mere crowns.




(Continued)
Guido’s Gift (2005)

(Inspired by the 1997 Film, Life is Beautiful, Directed by Roberto Benigni)
I’ve often heard it said, “Life is beautiful,”

But I’ve seen a lot of ugliness in this life.

And I’ve also heard it said, “The world is your oyster,”

But something on my plate has spoiled.

When I was a child, beauty fell into my mouth

Like a bird fed by its mother;

And warmth was all around like feathers

Protecting me from lighting and rain.

Without words, I was assured morning would come,

Maybe not as soon as I would like,

But eventually, there it always was.

Under feathers, I learned the trust that a morning of sorts

Would somehow arrive, although never in the same way.

I learned that tomorrow, like beauty,

Is a product of my hands,

That my mind moves my hands,

And the tomorrows I build are reflections of my mind.  

Now, as a man, I must feed the young

And protect them from storms with the strength of feathers,

And assure them that life is beautiful.

Is life beautiful?

Yes…no…yes…no…maybe.

Life is neither all beauty nor all ugliness.

It is mixed.

Finally, only beauty remains as its own proof…

A sign that life is indeed “shot through with beauty.”

It makes no difference,

Because two things are clear:

Life goes on,

And life needs beauty.




We need someone to feed us

Until we are able to fly out of the nest

And build our own.




Then we can drop beauty into mouths




Like birds feeding our young




As we assure them that, yes,

Life is beautiful.

The Children Are Gone (2006)
Transformations in still lives on the walls

Leave traces of images of the unceasing phases

Only a mere smattering of reformations

Look at me because most could not be photographed

Life changes that quickly

As I walk through our empty rooms

Even these few images change imperceptibly

They forever change because we forever change

Smiles, their fervid pursuits at the time

Are worn proudly on their kaleidoscopic faces

We had no idea where they would go

Who they would become

Even as they were becoming

We had no idea

No one ever does

Not even them

Especially not them

Mystery happens before unseeing eyes

Twenty years later, it stares at you

From the walls of an empty room

This place looks better now

More money on the walls and

Floors…more money everywhere

The place looks good

Yes, the place looks good

Doesn’t it?

But, the children are gone

(Continued)
Poem 137 (2006)

On the way back from the lake

I was thinking about “Poem 136”

It was about how we burn our feet

On everything as we jump like

Dogs on electrified surfaces while

White-coated scientists observe

How long it takes them to become

Depressed, hopeless, what the hell,

I give up, so forth.  And I’m dehydrated

Even though I just drank the whole lake

Slime and all.  I saw a dead fish out there

And I smelled the dead smell.  Well, fish

Die all the time.  Nothing depressing

There.  I don’t know what happened to

It.  I will never know.  It doesn’t matter,

I guess.  I just wondered if maybe the fish

Got too hot out there for its own good

After all, the dock was hot, the shoes I left

On the dock were hot, the sandals I put on

To get off the hot dock were hot, and

The lake I jumped in to cool my scorched

Feet was hot.

I could not move fast enough to anywhere

Good enough.  I had become like a hopeless

Dog or a fish floating on water not cool

Enough to sustain its flesh

So, on the way back from the lake, I was

Thinking about how we could escape the

Fate of hopeless dogs and boiled fish

I think we all need to find different water

Where’d You Get That Idea?! (2007)

I didn’t say that

I said what I said

And you heard what you wanted or thought I should say

Thinking you know my mind

How can you know my mind?!

Never mind my mind

My words come from deeper than that

They come from my toes

From my skin

From the leaves over there

From nowhere they come

You can do it too if you want

You can say what you want

Want what you say

Turn it away

Or become what you say

And you can say what you become…if you want

It’s fine with me…

None of my business, anyway

Anyway, I can’t know what you say

I sure can’t say what you know

It’s your mind, not mine

But I will tell you this:

There’s nothing in my mind,

Nothing in my eyes,

Nothing in my ears,

Nothing in my voice

I’m just here

However, there is sure a lot of everything in all this nothing…

That much I will say

Finding Pao Chin (2007)
How can it be thirty-seven years since I met you?

Everything you wrote was full of life…full of longing and vivid 

love for everything and everyone bold and profound.

You ran like a comet, like the star you already were,

and your soul was forever bursting through your face.

(Yes, you were an exploding star.)

It has been thirty-two years since you first climbed my stairs.

You thought I might love your body (and perhaps your soul to boot).

Oh, yes, I did a good job with the parts of you I touched,

but you wanted much more than that,

and much more I could not give you then.

You wanted the universe to unfold my love and its regard for you,

to speak to you in a language both ancient and present.

We cannot sense the moment when the universe turns inside-out

like a pocket (but it is always unfolding).

It was unfolding back then…and it is not yet done…it is never done.

The universe is relentless.

Sometimes the universe requires hundreds of years to let you know

where it stands.

For us it took only three decades (almost four, but who’s counting?),

and now we know we are part of something larger than ourselves.

What is that something or someone?

Oh, that’s right—I have called it Universe.

Others have called it God, Oversoul, the Transcendent, Om, and the Unknown…
…the list is as endless as the reality, but you know…you know.

We can never know such mystery, but we are parts of this whole,

and it is all of us.

Not one thing can be added, nor can one thing be removed.

Nothing is lost, no one is wasted…especially you.

We are complete whether together or apart because

we are the unfolding universe…we are the world.

(This is so no matter how we feel.)

You fear you will be wasted, but how can you be wasted

when you are a part of all that is, was, and will be?

(Don’t forget: I am in there, too!)
And you long to be a part of another human being.

(What of me?  I did not forget you in thirty-seven years…
…how can I not think of you for what remains of my life?)

You will always be a part of me.

If I had it to do all over again,

I’d tell you that…I’m telling you that now.

Yes, you were right all along: I am Pao,

and the Yellow Sea is our Universe.

Listen for my flute, for my song is your song (our song),

and my sail takes my poor ship past your every breath.

Once again, you have climbed my stairs.

Now, sit on my bed and let me see you as no one but you.

See me in my soiled shirt.

Underneath these tatters you will find my heart praising you

as I beg you to receive my love.

Who You Are (2007)

Your smile is my sweet pleasure.

Now I am happy, and

I can sleep well tonight, but

The one who depressed you,

(Tried to push you out of yourself)

Is a fool awake in his dreams

And asleep in his life.

Whatever his name, the

Context you spoke of

Is unworkable for you

Because it cannot succeed 

For anyone over time.

It is a rigged game

Seeming so real...

An impression of spontaneity,

Of trust, of love,

Yet only richly complicated patterns

Of randomly repeating stimuli

Flashing brilliantly until suddenly ash

And reappearing to someone else and

Somewhere else as fire

To someone you cannot be

Where you are not

And cannot go

Because you are you

Where you are.

Yes, here is where you are,

Not somewhere else…

And you are who you are,

Not someone else…

But here

And you.
No More Allowed (2007)

I cannot write to you…not allowed.

One life to live…no more allowed.

I cannot talk to you…not allowed.

One love to love…no more allowed.

I cannot dream about you.

One vision to see…no more allowed.

I cannot be with you.

One being to be…no more allowed.

In the only way I have left,

I write of you,

Think of you,

Imagine you,

Am with you.

No more allowed.
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Objects in the Mirror (2008)

(For Those in Their Twenties)
Take care when backing into parallel spaces…

Objects in the mirror are closer than they appear.

Mostly constricted places remain,

but you can still find a few possibilities to your left.

Nothing aligns with other real things or genuine souls these days,

unlike when heroes moved whole populations

with their ideals and visions.

We had boundless dreams then…new frontiers,

but we squandered them in Southeast Asia,

especially in places like My Lai.
Now we daydream and drug ourselves in darkness to forget the 

nightmare, the one that left us hitchhiking back home with 

nothing more than sorrow and despair in our bags.

(Continued)

Objects in the Mirror (2008)

(Continued)

Looking over shoulders, we have walked backward ever since,

and the young have never walked in any other manner.

Only their dry history books speak of dreams and ideals,

but books are no substitute for what was blown away

in Dallas, Los Angeles, Memphis, and by all that followed.

Anyway, books of ideas have shriveled into bites without subjects 

and verbs …the world grunts to connect the sacred with the 

profane.

Our children cannot feel what once was,

so they climb mountains to get a better view.

Good for them.

Once upon a time, everyone and everything lined up exquisitely behind

our evolving visions, and the daily news was truly new,

vision upon vision, ideal upon ideal, leaders articulating national and international destinies and political virtue with the splendid movement and wallop of a Koufax hardball.  It seemed that way…I was only there.

But that was yesterday before lesser men blew it.

Before they blew it, the world admired our visions…we admired our 

visions, and virtue was always the regular fare of the day.

You could read our golden souls on the front page where now the stock 

market and lottery numbers have become the new King James,

gold lilt and all.

We did not define our country’s greatness by the vicissitudes of

Dow Jones then.

It was not that long ago…just yesterday.
Now, the TV is our leader, our Il Duce, hanging us to dry by our heels.

These days I hear twenty sieg heils before I finish my morning coffee.

Freshly laundered brown shirts are closer in the mirror than they appear,

and I cannot park a word edgewise without creasing one of them.
All I want is to be able to drive toward magnificent cities

on hills where we can fulfill our destinies.

People say I want too much, but I want my life…and I want you to have 

yours as well.  It is not too much to demand.
Oh, I still drive to great cities on mountains in my heart,

ones where I see the great Aum…

but I know where they are because I have been there.

Even I have doubts and sometimes ask friends,

“Am I looking into a mirror where objects are farther than they appear?”

I have made that mistake before.

Winston and Julia (2008)

No security for us.

No rest for the wicked…ever.

No one was ever in the least bit interested…

     no one cared to listen.

No one consistently tried to fathom our poems

     during all these years.

They could have asked for glosses.

(We were never far away.)

We would have been complimented.

No one ever carefully read and commented on our papers,

     plays, whatever.

No one ever closely listened to our deep thoughts,

     both spoken and written.

Oh, we may have occasionally received a polite audience,

     but no profound questions were asked,

     and perceptive remarks seldom were ventured.

(What was going on in those heads for all those years?)

No bald, sincere, or naked interest

     about what meant everything to us:

     imagination, creativity, thinking, and writing.

(We certainly put it in their hands, heads,

     and souls often enough.)
Finally, wild, instinctual cries for passion

     had to be directed to outsiders.

Dams burst.

These things cannot be planned.

By their nature, these things do not happen

     through thoughtful design.

When it does happen, all of a sudden 

it’s 1984 again…not 2008.

(Well, it could be any year,

     and it will be all years whenever sinful lovers love.)
Winston Smith and his lover skulk in and out

     of Proletariat City where they find a cheap room to 

     drink decent coffee and eat black market chocolate.

They savagely wield their rusty parts

     in each other’s faces

     and then cut their flesh into little strips

     as they chew each other into Eucharistic orgasm.

And while they are eating themselves into love,

     Julia and Winston try to hide from the Eye,

     from the Camera.

Covering their bodies like Adam and Eve

     as they bolt out of Eden, they leave/return/leave

     Proletariat City until one day the Eye finally captures 

     their freedom, finally records their sins

     against the State, against Morality, against Decency.

(If God were present, their lust would offend God too,

     but the State does not allow God to exist…

     not the real God, anyway.)
Free love is always against something or someone.

No rest for the thinkers, for the free.

No security for the creative…ever.

It is always 1984.
School (2008)

Silence does not come from anger (at least not necessarily),
but concern will always come from silence.
Trials over time can overwhelm even the strongest of hearts…

no one is immune.
When I was a schoolboy,

I passed notes to the girls.
Even then, I tried to shock them,

at least get their attention.
I imagined my words would solve their problems…

amaze them about the world and my grasp of life.
Of course, they didn't have the problems women do now.
If I could just remember what I wrote back then,

maybe I could solve everyone's problems now…

at least make one person laugh.
No, it wouldn't work.
I can't even pass cryptic notes these days.
Sometimes, I still feel as I did when I was young…

but words fail…or are not allowed.
How I'd love to pull pigtails and snap bra straps for old time's sake.
I bet I could still make women laugh.
That's all I've ever wanted to do…well, almost.
So, all you grown up girls out there,

consider your bra straps snapped

and your pigtails pulled.
I'm passing you notes you can't read now,

but I'm writing them in my head just the same.
Silence does not come from anger (at least not necessarily),

but concern will always come from silence...

Trials over time can overwhelm even the strongest of hearts…

no one is immune.
I’ll see you in school tomorrow…

My school never ends.

Collating (2008)

In my dream we shared an office,

you on one end, me on the other.

My window had the eastern view,

yours faced west.

I wanted to see the sun ascend like Apollo on his wheels

and hear the first birds of the day.

You preferred watching the sun on its way below the light.

 

You loved to surprise me in the dark,

in the mystery of your body and soul.

I never saw you coming until you were there…

suddenly you,

you where the sun used to be.

 

You made the sun appear at night.

You were the sun in darkness.

You were the heat and energy of the sun

on the other side of our planet.

You were the songs of all birds

when they sleep in dark trees,

on invisible limbs,

modestly hidden behind damp leaves.

 

You were never modest in the light of night.

 

You were the sun when there was no sun.

 

Sorry about the Fish (2008)
Sorry about the fish

I meant it as food, but you can feed yourself

I forgot I taught you all those years ago how to do that

I forgot I taught you that you don’t need me

or anyone else for that matter when you have yourself

Perhaps you have forgotten it as well

Sorry about the fish

I threw it to you because it’s the only part of me I can give you now…

Don’t get me wrong…I’d love to give you all of whoever I am,

but I’m spoken for…so are you

Sorry about the fish,

but do not think I love you less for throwing it your way

Sometimes the circumstances of our lives…the promises, the duties,

the commitments, the trusts, the legacies, and so much more…

do not allow us to throw more than an occasional fish

to those we love

Sorry about the fish,


but please take a good look at it

I am the fish
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Nine Confessions (2008)
#1 - Being Found Alone

It is not the world’s nature to let anyone alone.

Left to their unconscious devices,

humans either obliterate each other’s center

or claim one another as discovered lands

like a Columbus with infected blankets.

#2 - Being Known and Heard / Being Extraordinary

We think we cannot be heard, cannot be known,

but we are smarter than we feel…

We are more than our fears and mistakes.

He who makes the most mistakes learns the most.

He who learns the most has more sense

than those who are not brave enough to be wrong.

He who is never wrong cannot ever be right or true…

certainly not worthy.

Only those who are little and weak,

who are like a small mouse, will prevail in the end.

If you doubt this, simply observe any rodent as it patiently searches

for the way out of a maze.

Most despise mice, but the creatures never give up…never.

They always find a way to make it through the night,

and they never consider the size of their lives.

If a mouse’s tiny existence is extraordinary,

how much more so is the life of even the most humble person?

#3 - Depression, Mania, and Suicide

Just a few neurons firing this way instead of that way

because of not enough of this natural chemical

or too much of that one is all that stands in the way

of our desire to live and our temptation to die.

The world is never as dark as we see it,

nor is it ever as bright as we thought it used to be.

All perception is a lie.

All feeling, whether it is of the highest order or the lowest, is skewed.

In the end, only ideas can be trusted…and chemicals.

(Continued)

All truth is constructed of rational thoughts, healthy neurons,

the proper neurotransmitters,

and the right kind and mix of natural or synthetic chemicals.

Our dispositions are not metaphysical mysteries dependent

upon untold existential planets lining up neatly

within our intricate lives.

Our ends are the products of our wills.

#4 - Too Hot to the Touch

If we touched, we would be sentenced

to burn eternally in Hades,

or freeze in Dante’s Inferno

next to Lucifer’s hairy legs,

or someplace where lovers are damned forever

to regard each other’s lips without consummation,

a place where saints yawn at what we went to Hell for

as they envy us from Heaven.

#5 - Everything Matters, You Know

I smelled molten road tar yesterday.

It smelled so bad I liked it.

As a second grader,

I climbed into the yellow bus

and inhaled the aroma of newly sharpened pencils.

Each mother must have sharpened her child’s pencil

a moment before the bus arrived at her little house.

I liked that.

I have hurt people I loved,

and loved people I hurt.

People who loved me have hurt me too,

and some who have hurt me have loved me deeply.

I liked it, I hated it, I loved it,

I hurt...I cried...I laughed.

I am still alive.

Nothing can kill me but time,

and nothing can kill my love.

Everything matters, you know…especially love,

and nothing can kill love as long as you can smell it.

#6 - Remembrance of Things Suspended

Memories of her were dead to him.

Memories are dry and sterile,

and she was never anything but wet and fertile.

When he thought of her,

he imagined her with him wherever he was.

He imagined her in church with him,

in the car,

in a library,

on a rainy street in any city.

Anywhere he was, she was.

Always, he would whisper in her ears,

tempt her like an obdurate devil,

poke her lightly in her ribs.

He felt it his right to do this

because God had ripped out one of his own ribs

and given it to her.

(That was a long, long time ago.)

He loved to think about what he would whisper in her ears

as he pulled her hair aside…

mostly obscene desires,

how he would do unspeakable things to her body,

things that would make her embarrassed that she liked it.

#7 - Into the Wind

I’ve never understood how sailboats sail into wind.

Whenever I walk into a stiff wind,

I’m blown back on my heels.

But sailboats cannot go forward unless they face the wind.

I always dream about a woman who thought she failed me.

She must have felt that she had walked into a hurricane,

but she was sailing into the wind.

She thought she never found what she had been looking for.

It was the wind.

#8 - Futile Regrets

When I was young, it seemed I could do no wrong.

Perhaps I was simply lucky.

I was never caught with my hand in the jar,

and I ate countless cookies…as many as I wanted.
People said I took chances,

but I never worried.

Maybe I never worried because I did not think what I was doing was wrong.

Did I not have a conscience?

Did I not know right from wrong?

Maybe I didn’t care.

I never dreamed I was hurting lovers and other friends

but I finally realized I hurt them plenty.

I was never aware that I was doing anything except living,

as if my only duty was to extend my luck.

My vocation was to live a charmed life,

and my life was indeed charmed.

I should be in jail somewhere,

but I could do no wrong when I was a young man.

Now that I am old,

perhaps I am finally in jail.

Behind these bars,

I wish I could make love with those I hurt when I was young,

when I lived such a charmed life.
#9 - On the Line

I remember my mother

hanging laundry on a line in our backyard.

She seemed happy.

As I ran between the still wet sheets,

they would brush my laughing face.

She never once scolded me.

I think she loved me then.

It Was Thirty Years Ago Today (2008)

You know that song I like,

the one by that obscure Liverpool band beginning with,

“It was twenty years ago today, 
Sgt. Pepper taught the band to play. 
They've been going in and out of style, 
But they're guaranteed to raise a smile.”

Thirty years ago today we made our marriage vows.

Almost a third of a century ago, we pledged each other love,

comfort, honor, loyalty, and faithfulness

“in sickness and in health, for richer or poorer,

for better or worse, as long as we both shall live.”

Three decades ago, we pledged to love and cherish each other

until death eventually parted us,

and we did it according to God's holy ordinance,

this offering to Him of our faithfulness to each other and to Him.

You’ve been perfect, just about a perfect wife and mother for all these years.

I’ve loved and cherished you in my own way,

comforted you when you needed reassurance.

And I’ve been loyal,

although you may not feel I have been as constant as I should have been.

(You are probably right.  Poets and philosophers have no boundaries,

and I don’t trust them, either.)
At least I’ve been faithful in matters of the flesh…but even in this I have sinned 

against you and God in thought and word many times.

I had hoped to give you a better audit of my vows today,

but instead I can only give you these thirty years of my life…

for better or worse as they have been (mostly better).

I know I’ve hurt you on occasion,

yet I was always “guaranteed to raise a smile.”

Was that in our vows,

or was it in a song I heard somewhere?

The Shape of Her Emptiness (2008)

When she was just a girl, a doctor opened her door.

It was a door to a passage she could walk through if she desired.

(She desired.  Desire is her song.)

So, she bravely walked into a room she did not know existed,

an empty room,

a room in need of furnishing,

an vacant room that needed filling…

Or maybe it was a volcano,


the inside of a volcano.

Yes, it had to be a volcano.

Nothing else quite makes sense.

No other analogy will do quite as well.

Her physician poured his heat into the volcano,

the volcano that is now who she is,


a volcano that is never dormant.

When I first met her,

I did not know she was aware of empty rooms.

She was too young to know of such things…

so I thought.

I certainly did not imagine she was

a Vesuvius walking about on petite adolescent legs.

I should have realized she was a volcano

because her face was always on fire,

and her lively eyes bore fissures into my being

like rivers of fire running through me.

She confused me, excited me,

startled me because she was so young.

(Continued)

From the heat deep within her center (deeper than the Earth’s core),

I finally met the boiling volcano that is her soul.

I was a young man,

and she was barely a young woman.

I wasn’t ready then…I was not myself.

My body was there, but my spirit was maimed.

She did her best to cure this Fisher King,

but I only allowed her one session.

I demanded a treatment plan that insulted us both




and then bit her viciously like the wounded dog I was.



She ran away from me,

ran down those stairs.

I thought I’d never see her again.

She limped away, wondering how she should have treated my wound.

I wanted her to know I was no king,

just a dog,

just a Fisher King dog that had to crawl away and cure itself.

Nothing, not even the force of a volcano, could have cured me then.

I was too proud for that.

I am still too proud for my own good…hubris and all that.

A third of a century later, she found one of my poems and contacted me.

An old man now,

I finally was able to tell her that I always loved her,


and she was able to proclaim that she still loved me.

As they say, “Better late than never.”

~


~


~

The old Fisher King walks down the sidewalk,


his trick knee buckling at unexpected times under his weight.

He thinks of her emptiness, the emptiness of her room and her volcano.

She thinks he still has the shape that can fill her eternal emptiness.

As he walks, the old man thinks to himself,

“If she believes I can, then perhaps I still can.”

Putting his hands in his pockets,

he adjusts himself as he strides.

She healed him after all.

Nothing Is Lost (2008)

She cannot hold the universe together.

No matter how hard she tries,

it is too strong to mind her heart.

Waves flow this way and that

and winds blow where they blow.

A stranger on a street reminds her

of a young man she once knew.

Pedestrians lose themselves down alleys,

and young men grow old.

She could not hold him forever…

The world is like that.

But old men remember youth,

and good women never fade away.

Nothing is lost, nothing dies.

The universe is too tenacious for that.

The Best Laid Plans (2008)

“The best laid schemes o’ mice an’ men / Gang aft a-gley.”

                                                                                --- Robert Burns
Life never goes where you aim it,

Never ends where it feels right,

Never sleeps in the right bed,

Never drunkenly caresses the right body…

Or at least other loved bodies.

Time drains the best of us.

The rest of us it throws into an orgy

Of old Lutherans parroting lines,

Lines not astute,

Not even clever the first time.

I don’t feel like finishing this poem

When it does not matter to anyone but me

That life never goes where I want it to go,

Never bites on the green close to the hole.

When did life start living me?

When did I stop starting?

When did I fall silent

As fate laced its vines around my ankles,

Tripped me,

Tackled me on my fertilized suburban lawn,

Watered with these monthly bills

While my soul thirsts?

Perhaps it is my lust that thirsts.

Lust, soul,

Soul lust.

To me they have always been the same.

Well, I still dream,

And I still go where I want to go in my dreams,

But I always wake up with who I am…

With what I’ve become.

And I’m not getting any younger.

Oh, by the way…

Life started living me when I said, “Ok.”

It was the last thing I remember saying

As life started going one way

While I went the other.

Spoons (2009)

We have an insatiable yearning to fill ourselves with one another— to scurry inside the other, finding what we want to find.

Obstructed by murky noise and discordant vistas, we escape the hypnotic rituals of distractions like persistent laboratory rats zigzagging their ways through a maze.

God knows the answers, but His wisdom does us little good until we stumble upon it through a million steps and a thousand detours—when we prove to each other and ourselves that there are no exits without unlimited entrances.

I will be happy to show you how I avoided dead-ends and found the best passages, but I can share my journeys only when I realize we never parted in the first place.

Our exits and entrances worm throughout this endless universe, and our arrivals are always ending at our beginnings.  Our ends are always dropping as fruit into a basket.

And as soon as I leave, you pass by as one of us slips into a bed somewhere the other cannot find.

I awaken, you sleep.  You stir, I doze.

All those miles, all those paths, and we never went anywhere without each other.  We never lost ourselves except into each other.

We were never two, except as spoons in a kitchen drawer.


Forgetting and Remembering (2009)

What we remember is not all there is.

We seldom recall the good we tried to do, tried to be...

  the good spirits we often were.

Most of what we did was better than we thought.

We cannot forget what we think, what we thought,

  and we often fail to think about the good we did.

We do not remember because remembrances

  often seem reserved for regrets,

  regrets that multiplied with years of unclaimed Grace.

But the Good is never lost, and the rest melts away

  with unrehearsed acceptance and unforced forgiveness

  that we failed to claim as ours back when.

Nothing good is ever forgotten,

  and nothing lasts forever but the Good.

You, he, she, them, and I may seem to melt away,

  but we all stay—we all remain in the Good.

We live forever as long as we lose ourselves

  in that sweet Good.

For we are so much more than who we seem to be,

  even more than all that has ever existed,

  or ever will exist.

Meanwhile, this universe hangs at the ends of strings,

  strings tied to the tips of our fingers.

We are better than we remember we were,

  because those who do what is good

  can never melt away...

  they just forget who they are, who they were.

Yet Someone always knows,

  and that Someone who never forgets

  always remembers for us.

Acropolis and Agora

As I put together a slideshow about a recent trip to Athens, I find myself particularly fascinated with the interplay between the worlds of Acropolis and Agora.

The Acropolis, summit of ancient and modern Athens.  The Acropolis, where seemingly eternal buildings such as the Parthenon are marble memorials to the birth of western civilization’s political and military might.  The Acropolis, where ancient greats pursued their destinies by spinning out the web of history transformed into action from the threads of philosophy, science, law, political theory, psychology, economics, religion, literature, art, and more… the idealized protoplasm of civilization from the spiritual stem-cells of the ancient Athenian Dream.  The Acropolis, where public life was first lived as art.  The Acropolis, where our own tiny yet magical lives 2,500 years later become inevitable miracles of learning, creation, and refocused destinies.  The Acropolis.  I scarcely can believe I stood on the ground Solon, Peisistratus, Cleisthenes, Themistocles, Pericles, Alcibiades, and the other greats walked on.  But I did walk on it, and you were there.

The Agora, the ancient Agora, where master philosophers, dramatists, poets, artists, teachers, historians, soldiers, actors, artisans, performers, musicians, athletes, rogues, merchants, and everyone else who wasn’t Pericles hung out.  Where Aeschylus wrote his bloody tragedy about King Agamemnon.  Where Aristophanes satirized Socrates in The Clouds, a comedy used by philosophy’s enemies to force an old sage to drink hemlock.  Where Euripides retold the eternal story of the revenge a wife takes against her husband when he betrays her for another woman.  The ancient Agora, where Sophocles penned a mighty cycle of plays about the mythological Oedipus and how seemingly absurd prophecies that ruin three generations can come true in real life through no fault of anyone.  The Agora, where Herodotus earned his title, “Father of History.”  Where Thucydides wrote a history of war that is still required reading at West Point and Annapolis, and where Xenophon admired Socrates and preserved some of his sayings.  The Agora, where Plato learned about the forms of existence from Socrates and where Aristotle turned Plato’s thought upon its head.  The Agora, where Pericles learned from the elderly Anaxagoras and was then elected as the incarnation of Western Civilization’s Golden Age.  The Agora, where Alcibiades learned from Socrates and was then elected to succeed Pericles.  The ancient Agora, where Aristotle learned from Plato and then formed the intellect of a little boy named Alexander who conquered a brave new world we all still live in.

I walked eagerly upon the dust and rocks of the Acropolis, but I could not walk on the sacred ground of the Agora.  Its soil was too hallowed, and I froze at its unimpressive entrance where there is no Parthenon.  Indeed, the ancient Agora is now merely a few stones resting precariously on yet more stones.  Oh, I would have walked into that sacred place when I was a philosophy major in my foolish twenties.  But now in my sixties, I realized I could not step into the Agora, even though it was only a meter away.  I could not trivialize the place and what it represents to me…and to us.  I went in by staying out…and you were still with me.

- November 4, 2009

The Donkeys of Santorini

Italy, most of Greece, Croatia, and all other places on this earth are everything to my mind but nothing to my blood and flesh, to my eyes, and nose and ears and tongue and fingers compared to the donkeys of Santorini.


Venice, Ancona, Mykonos, Corfu, Dubrovnik, even Athens are blurs compared to those brutes.

 

The Grand Canal of a dreamlike yet real city built on water, an impressionist painting without a frame,

Mile-long chunks of Hadrian’s Wall, towering churches carved into hills that are almost mountains,

Fragments of the Roman Empire’s still crumbling greatness…

They are nothing compared to Santorini’s donkeys.

 

Dubrovnik, jewel of a town not long ago leveled by Milosevic’s bombs and now rebuilt with stronger stones and bricks and the sun’s red and orange tiles.
Today it is more beautiful than ever, a city where human statues clothed in gold robes bless surprised tourists with gilded roses for a Euro.

But Dubrovnik is less for want of even a feeble mule or two.

 

The Acropolis of Pericles fades into history’s dust.

The Parthenon, where western civilization poured greatness into the streets of nations yet to be born…it too is nothing.

Even the ancient Agora where Sophocles wrote about a king who gouged out his eyes because he had blindly killed his father and married his mother…

How can any of these compare with the donkeys of Santorini?

 

All civilization, all barbarity, and nothing in between can account for the wretched beasts.

 

Hundreds of donkeys madly galloping up and down the zigzag path to and from a tiny, anticlimactic town balanced on a small Greek mountain.

Foul-smelling creatures untended and stampeding in herds of mindless compulsion.


Sometimes as many as twenty donkeys (and an occasional mule) avalanching down the cliff-side, crushing whoever gets in their way, even children…especially children…and pregnant women, old men and women…whoever, whatever.

Hugging walls, hiding behind an occasional pole on the side, helplessly hoping to be spared death by donkey.

 

You know the last thing you will see on this earth will be a donkey’s numb eyes before the horrible, inevitable blank-faced animal crushes you to cinders underneath its rock-like hooves.
 

You find yourself impotently raising your clenched fist, determined to deal its stupid face a brutal blow as the last act of your absurd life.
 

The unending path covered with donkey shit and straw…Aegean gales whipping up the dung dust, blinding you as surely as fate blinded Oedipus the King.

And you must inhale that foul air and breathe it deeply because you are climbing to Santorini and your world and the donkeys’ world are one.

 

When you survive (if you survive), you ruefully rinse donkey crap off the soles of your shoes.

 

At 2:30 in the morning, you stumble out of bed to piss.
You fart and it smells like a donkey.

 

The donkeys of Santorini have gotten inside you, and you cannot comprehend how hundreds of beasts have done what much smaller things and events have never been able to do…but they have done it.

Not the Acropolis, not the Parthenon, not Ancona, not the Agora, not the Grand Canal, not Corfu, not even Dubrovnik, but donkeys.

Donkeys!

 

And you know you are alive and fortunate because the power of Pericles, the wisdom of Socrates, the tragedies of Sophocles, and the reality of whatever donkeys represent are miraculously alive and well in your body and forever in your eternal soul.

 

All because of the donkeys of Santorini.

- November 2009

At the End of His Nose

My dog’s name is “Shadow,”
which is a perfect name for a dog
that is only a hint of his former self.
I’ve never known what that expression means,
except for the obvious because everyone is always
a mere glimmer of who he once was.
And nothing ever stays the same.  

Shadow is not as fast as he used to be, not as alert,
not as keen to chase a squirrel up a tree,

which is something he’s never been that good at anyway.

But he still acts as though he has a purpose.

He still carries himself as though he has a job description.

He’s 12 now, and that’s like my being 84 instead of 63,

which is how old I will be tomorrow.  

Shadow and I are getting old together.

He has sensitive skin, so do I.

His joints are stiff, mine too.

He loves his walks, which is when he does his best work.

His work is smelling everything he finds on his journey

in the only world a dog can ever know,

the world at the end of his nose.  

He doesn’t miss much.  

My world is without limits,
unless you count what I can imagine,

what my mind can grasp,

what my soul can feel.

Sometimes I imagine more,
grasp more, feel more than I do today.  

Tomorrow will be no different.

The world will continue to expand beyond my nose,

far beyond my grasp of it.

And my eyes, unable to focus on things close,

will be good for seeing things far away,

which is where the world is going. 

Away.  Up a tree.  Like a squirrel.

Squirrels used to be the world to Shadow,

but he no longer chases them as he used to

because he cannot catch them.

He never could.

In his old age, he admits this fact,

a fact so obvious even a dog can grasp it.  

I also cannot catch what I’ve been chasing all these years,

which is something I’ve never been good at anyway.

But my work is also at the end of my nose,

too close for me to see,

but as sure as a squirrel running up a tree.

The world is constantly running away from me,

but wherever and whatever my life is,

I can smell it.

It is not what I can see,

not what I can understand,

not what I can imagine,

perhaps not even what I can feel.  

But wherever my life is,

And wherever the world is taking it,

it’s always been at the end of my nose.

I Guess I’ll Get Used to It

When I was born, the first thing my mother said to my father was, 
“Well, I guess I’ll get used to it.” 
For years mom neglected to mention that what she actually had meant by “IT” was not me. 
She had been talking about my genitals. 
I found this out one afternoon when I was in my early twenties.
I confronted her, saying, 
“Goddamn it, mom, I am not an IT!” 
“That’s good,” she nonchalantly remarked, blowing smoke out of her nostrils like a perplexed dragon.  “Who said you were?”  Now she looked like a ruffled owl. 
“You, that’s who, YOU!  It always pisses me off when you tell that tired old story about what you said when you first saw me.” 
She threw her head back and laughed the way she always laughed when the absurdity in the room was beyond all bounds.
She laughed full out,
coughing, wheezing,
with hysterical tears,
with a deep awareness of the ridiculousness of life, especially hers,
with an unbearable black cathartic cleansing mirth at the general futility of the human condition…especially her human condition. 
After catching her breath, she patiently reminded me that she was one of five daughters and that she did not have any brothers. 
“You see, I was not used to penises,” she sighed. 
I said, “Well, no one ever is,” and we both went into apoplectic convulsions of laughter…uproarious laughter my father used to scratch his head over, shrug his shoulders, and then look for an escape route like some inept Union general who realized too late that he had been outflanked by Stonewall Jackson. 
I have always wondered if mom ever really got used to all the other ITs in her life. 
Like her schizophrenia. 
She would have had to be really crazy to get used to that.
To get used to that IT, she would have had to deny that she had ever been sane in the first place.
After all, she was once sane…I guess.
Dad would not have married her if she had not been sane in the first place…I guess.
You would have to be insane to marry someone who was crazy,
and my father was so sane he was almost crazy. 
But who knows anything anyway when you’re in love?
My father and mother had been in love.  
And they had always stayed in love.  
Of that, I am sure,
because you could always be sure of adults from that generation,
from the Great Depression/World War II generation. 
Anyway, mom was the sanest person I had ever known up to that point in my life.  Maybe the sanest person I will ever know.
I guess a kid cannot really grasp that his mother is insane.  My sister and I certainly couldn’t.  To us, it was just mom being mom. 
We couldn’t understand why she was sad,
why she cried during our happy times and laughed during the sad ones,
why she once took her false teeth out of her mouth in a rage, smashed them on the bathroom tile, and broke everything in our house…including our father’s heart. 
Why she thought actors in commercials were threatening her when they walked toward the camera trying to sell something.
We thought she was just kidding when she yelled at them.
Once, I said to her, “Mom, it’s not like they can hear you.”
She said, “I know, but if they could, then I would know for sure that we’re all crazy.” 
Maybe she just wanted more company, but she did have a point. 
Mom always had a point,
although she came upon it in her own roundabout way. 
Ways like baking hundreds of 4 kinds of cookies every Christmas, carefully placing them in layers separated by wax paper into 2 huge tin cans painted with reindeer, Santa, elves, the North Pole, and stars in the clear polar night. 
Like starching and ironing my cassock and surplus so that I looked even better than Father Miesch did when I served Mass at St. Cecilia’s.
Like showing me how to diagram sentences so that I could dissect and analyze language and therefore thought. 
Like making a belt and a comb holder for me once when she was recovering at the sanitarium from one of her nervous breakdowns.

Like making my sister and me a hot breakfast every morning.
Like blowing smoke rings. 
Like singing better than most women sang on records, radio, and television.
Like crying whenever she saw or heard something beautiful.  

Like looking like Hedy Lamarr according to dad. 
Like being probably the first-ever politically incorrect person in the whole world. 
Like loving Mario Lanza, Julius La Rosa, and Liberace.
Like being fascinated with Bishop Sheen’s showmanship and totally bored with his theology. 
Like when we would argue and she would finally give up, light a Chesterfield, and huff, “You’d rather be right than President.” 
Like when she had the lobotomy and still cooked, cleaned, washed, ironed, starched, and blew smoke rings like nothing had ever happened to her...but of course it had. 
Like how she got used to it all with more cigarettes, less church, and no more suicide attempts. 
I guess she got used to it all before she died of a heart attack in a hospital very much like the one where she had first said, “I guess I’ll get used to it.” 
But I will never get used to missing her cookies, her singing, her smoke rings.  And I’ll certainly never get used to being wrong about her and about so many other things.  

I’ll never get used to all those ITs.

- November 21, 2009

Mrs. Higgins

Most memories are buried under stacks of photographs and letters in a closet seldom used,

in an attic,

or in a forgotten room of the soul.

I cannot put my hands on most of what I know,

but some things I cannot forget…

like what Mrs. Higgins did to us on that Thanksgiving half a century ago.

It seemed innocent enough,

what she did,

and it was.

We were just boys—10 or 11—eager Cub Scouts,

and Mrs. Higgins was our den mother.

I liked her, all of us did.

52 years later, I still like her,

and everybody who knew her back then probably still does.

It was not bad what she did to us.

In fact, it was good because Mrs. Higgins was good.

You could tell that by looking into her eyes set wide apart

on her open,

serene face of soft ivory,

her naturally curly red hair simply styled, clean,

her dress plain,

her laughter light when she talked to us,

when she talked to anyone.

Mrs. Higgins made time seem like it was made for us,

and our time with her made us real,

made us want to be who we were deep inside.

She was born to be our den mother…

In fact, Mrs. Higgins was born to be everyone’s actual mother,

though my own mother probably cursed under her breath 

when I came home one Saturday afternoon

with a pattern for a pilgrim’s costume.

I never figured out whose idea it was for our den to become

10 original Americans for the Thanksgiving of 1957.

Maybe in 1957 Cub Scouts all over America were costuming up for Thanksgiving.

Or maybe Mrs. Higgins woke up one morning and decided her cubs would dress like inept pilgrims and helpful Indians,

like wise founding fathers and mothers,

like resourceful frontier men and women.

Maybe she wanted us to feel what it was like to be pure Americans in the beginning before highways, hospitals, schools, and even Cub Scouts and den mothers complicated things.

I wanted to say to her,

“But Mrs. Higgins, the guys all know what it means to be pure Americans without us getting into costumes.”

But I couldn’t say that because I was only 10 years old.

Besides, she probably would have said,

“Oh no you don’t.”

And she would have been right because no one really knows how to act like a good American even after all these years.

So our den of scouts dressed like

brave Tisquantum (better known as Squanto) of the Patuxets,

and Pilgrim Edward Winslow,

and Gen. George Washington,

and Daniel Boone,

and Chief Massasoit of the Pokanokets,

which was no problem for 10-year-old boys.

But when it came to those of us who had to be

Mrs. Tisquantum (better known as Mrs. Squanto),

and a Pilgrim woman named Sally,

and devoted Mrs. Winslow,

and gracious Martha Washington,

and Mrs. Chief Massasoit of the Pokanokets…

It was more than we had bargained for when we had taken sacred oaths in a neat ceremony involving an official from the Cub Scouts of America, our fathers and mothers and brothers and sisters and grandparents, not to mention flags, patches, hatchets, knives, and fire.

But we did it because Mrs. Higgins had her heart set on it for us,

and she was good.

Adults must set children's hearts for them

to get them beating the right way at the right times.

Mrs. Higgins was the kind of person who would believe such a thing,

and maybe that’s why someone chose her to be our den mother.

I don’t know where our den is now.  Henry, Randy, David, Robbie, John, Bruce, Sammy, Timmy, Rodney, and Mrs. Higgins herself have melted into America and the heavens above America, but I will never forget the very first Thanksgiving and who we are supposed to be…

and Mrs. Higgins.

- December 17, 2009


More than Enough
Perched high on a limb like a cat,

tree bark flaking dark and light under fingers and bare feet

onto the crumbling sidewalk below,

looking down at cars speeding beneath waving branches,

the boy watches strangers appear out of somewhere

to go to another where

on a summer morning.

Certain that summer mornings are for perching in trees,

the boy thinks either he or what is under him

does not make much sense,

but it does,

so he watches for clues as to why he is up

while everything and everyone else is down,

going this way and that,

rolling somewhere,

while he is as still as Geronimo and sees all

that cannot see him.

He studies the world going nowhere fast,

adults in cars and kids on bikes,

and scooters,

and skates,

all rushing to give what they have

until one day death tells them

they no longer have anything left to give.

“And you cannot give what you don’t have,”

says death as its rain falls on parades.

But boys and girls cannot think of a time when they no longer can give,

and they will never think that they have nothing to give,

until death tells them with smiles that they never had it in the first place. 

But that kind of an idea is years away from the branches of trees

where little boys and girls climb to see what can be seen.

And it will be years before the boy becomes conscious

of giving and taking.

Right now he needs nothing but this tree.

A new baseball would be nice,

but he tapes the old one

with black electrical tape that makes it heavy

until his father gives him a new one,

or not,

or until one of the guys comes up with a fresh ball

with no scuffs or even a grass stain.

Besides, eventually a new baseball will show up,

and in the meantime,

there are plenty of stones to skim across the pond,

plenty of room to run,

plenty of trees to climb,

plenty of bikes to ride,

plenty of every single thing he really wants or needs

because he always knew people had a lot to give

and take,

and he had a lot to give

and a lot to take if it were given.

And it is always being given.

He always knew he couldn’t help but give what he had,

And more than that,

he always knew he could give even what he didn’t have

because he knew he could find it

somewhere

under a tree,

with a key,

on a branch,

at a ranch,

inside a girl,

as she twirled,

in a symphony,

within the cacophony

where he would capture an epiphany

to give it away so he would always have enough

to give to everyone who wanted it forever

- January 24, 2010

(Continued)

Maybe I'm a Sad Man, Maybe I’m a Happy Man
Maybe I'm a sad man having a happy dream,

or maybe I'm a happy man having a sad dream.

 

Maybe I'm having a dream about having a dream

where I wake up to discover that I don't exist at all,

but the dream does.

 

Or maybe I exist so forcefully that I burn up

into a cinder in your eye.

Yes, that's it.  Hey!  You blinked.

 

Now I'm falling down your cheek,
down your neck,
into your blouse,
over your breasts,
across your belly,

into your nelly,

down your legs,

between your toes,

into the ground as a seed

that one day will be a flower

I will give to you then as I’m giving you
 
now.

 

I am always giving you now.

Maybe I'm a happy man, yes I am.

- January 27, 2010

The Little Hammer

To Carol on Our 32nd Wedding Anniversary

Over the last 32 years,

I've given her many things…
A music box playing Chopin,

Flowers,

A green enameled egg,

Candy,

A raft,

Two sailboats,

Poems,

Money,
A wedding ring...

 

And two babies.

 

Days before we married,

She softly cried to the wall,

“I fear l'll never have children,”

But I turned her toward me and said,

“Oh, yes you will.

I don’t know if they will be by me

Or from someone else,

But you will have children.

I guarantee it.”

 

When we made love,

I didn’t know what got into me,

But I was right.

The children came,

And they were by me.

 

We sent them to schools, churches,

And activities too numerous to mention.

And she taught them.

They learned many skills,

Ingested much knowledge,

Even wisdom.

 

As all children must,

One day they left home,

Went out into the world… 

Grew into adults.

They took with them some of my seed

And much of her blood.

She made sandwiches for their journeys,

And threw in large chunks of her soul and God,

Who filled her with what I never had.

 

Everything I have has always been hers,

But it seems whatever I have is nothing

Until I give it to her…

 

Like the little hammer.

 

The little hammer was a clever device,

Small and perfect in its Richard Scarryness.

Made of smooth chrome and burnished brass,

It was ingenious, 
A pleasure to touch.

 

Not merely a hammer,

It concealed four small screwdrivers in its ridged handle.

Tools within a tool emerging like Russian dolls
That are conceived within smaller and smaller dolls

Until finally only one tiny triumphant doll remains.

But in this case,

It was a tiny screwdriver left standing...

A little chrome and brass Phillips-head,

Triumphant as well.

 

Over the years,

She used that hammer for everything,

Just as she always uses whatever is at hand

To make everything and everyone better.

 

She uses little ordinary things

To make big important things,

To make things and people who last,

Who are true, and good, and like God.

 

God formed me out of dirt, water, and fire,

And then slathered them around His seed.

But she taps here and there

Along all my surfaces,

And makes straight a man who gives her

What she needs to go on giving life and love forever.

And all she ever needs is a little hammer.

- April 29, 2010
(Continued)

The Box (#1)
My box also sits on the floor.
It too has dimensions, weight, color,
And all the other physical traits
Any object must have to be real.
This box, my box,
Might be a good place to store toys
For our grandson,
Who will one-day love boxes
More than what is in them.
Or maybe my wife and I will scatter new toys
On the floor and furniture of
The bedroom his mother grew up in,
For yesterday we learned
She will return home soon
In triumph with her husband
And her baby,
Our grandson.
So there must be toys
To make him feel at home,
And there will be.
Or maybe I’ll store books I haven’t read
For a long time in my box
And put it on a shelf in the garage.
The books
In the box
In the garage
Will stay unread,
In the dark.
Or maybe I will show our grandson
How to make a fort out this box.
I once made strong forts out of the weakest of boxes.
Yes, that is what I’ll do with my box,
With this box…for now.

- June 9, 2010
(Continued)

The Box (#2)

I used to think that each person’s childhood was written in a special book to be read years after it was written.

 

The book was stored in a box in a garage somewhere where it could be easily found if you looked hard enough.

 

And each day was a chapter composed in the sky by someone somewhere in the world who knew what every child should be doing at any given hour.

 

Like waking at 6:10 each morning, crawling out of the window, and making sure the world was still right while orbiting the block on a red Schwinn.

 

Time was endless in the book in the box in the garage, endless as heaven, but the world went no farther than a dusty trail that began where Turner Drive ended and led to a pasture where a gray horse grazed.

 

I named the horse "Hector" and introduced my sister to him and showed her how to feed him apples and carrots without getting her fingers accidentally bitten.  Big brothers did that for their little sisters back then.

 

When I crossed S.E. 11th Street to climb a ladder to Bobby McGlothlin’s attic where we had a club meeting on that Tuesday, I presumed someone knew I would do that and would write it down in the book before I did it or even thought about doing it.

 

I was sure someone knew I would lose my Texas State Fair cap while swinging at the playground near the pottery workshop where Jimmy Caldwell used to play with firecrackers.  I still believe someone knows where that cap is and that it will be returned to me someday by someone who knows it is mine.

 

And I took it for granted that someone somewhere knew I would help my father dig a water well so deep in Grand Prairie that he said we were close to China.

 

I won’t bore you with a lot of other things I did when I was a child, but I know every single one of them is written in a book stored in a box in a garage somewhere where it can be easily found if I look hard enough.

- June 8, 2010

(Continued)
The Chasm
As a child I never understood why Mom was angry with God.

I believed that nothing God could or would do

Could give any sane person cause to be angry with Him

Because God is good.

And Mom was good too

Because she was loving, beautiful, and funny.

You would have known that had you ever heard her sing,

And you would not have been surprised to find out

That her name was Grace.

But she was displeased nonetheless,

Displeased with her life,

Displeased with life in general.

By necessity, that life included mine,

And my sister’s,

And my father’s,

And hers,

And God’s.

But only God and Mom

Were the targets of her anguish and fury.

Everyone else was walled off from her despair and sadness

As a bottomless chasm is separate from a bird flying over it.

It was just bald anger,

Naked grief,

Pure disillusionment

With her life,

With herself,

With God.

In the end, logic forced her to reject herself or God,

So she disregarded both and chose

The bird over the chasm instead.

After all, her name was Grace.

- September 20, 2001
Rivers
Rivers come,
rivers go,
rivers wet,
rivers dry
 
Always rivers
 
And we come and go,
go and come,
dry up,
fill up,
come in
go out

Always rivers
 
I was born
as you and everyone else
And we will die then and now
and live now and then

I do not know how
and where
but we live
and die
 
It is all moving like a river
 
In a dream my spirit flowed out of me
Nothing kept me alive but deadened spirit, spent spirit
Polluted and fouled spirit kept me alive
because nothing lives without spirit
 
And I felt a gate open,
open down below the end of me
All deadened spirit, all spirit spent

All polluted and fouled spirit passed out of me,
flushed me out down the toilet of me
 
And I did not die

(Continued)
And new water, new spirit, pure spirit,
electric spirit coursed in the place of what was spent,
what was paid and tried
and thought and written,
spoken and dreamed of me and you
 
It comes from the mountains,
and flows to the sea
through you and me
 
And the seas evaporate again and rain again on the mountains
And the rivers flow again to the sea through
me and you

New spirit
 
Rivers come,
rivers go,
rivers wet,
rivers dry
 
Always rivers,
always spirit

Always us
November 1, 2011

Remaining

(For Vicki Sampeck)

Sometimes I think

I am doing OK with this grief,

and then

there it is again,

in the ally,

down the hall,

not in a natural light,

a neon flicker light

flashing cold and numb.

And it’s a bit of a rough go tonight.

A famous man strums his guitar and sings of my brother.

A sad song with no promises save one.

A stoic melody,

full of emptiness in defeat,

full of defiance

empty of everything,

no malice,

no answers,

no words to explain what cannot be understood,

just defeat and emptiness…

resignation and yet remaining.

And the light is not natural,

flashing cold and bright,

lifeless,

a flicking neon light that gives me a headache,

a dead light that makes my stomach cramp

and reveals a cold and numb man,

my brother who can no longer fight,

my other self who never could.

The cold and numb light reveals

the impossible sight of a man who left

and yet remains with me to fight another day.

And it’s a bit of a rough go tonight.

When I see that a man can no longer fight,

but he somehow remains in his defeat,

full of resignation to loss,

yet impossibly full of resolve to return

to fight another day,

all I can do is put my head in my hand

and cry to no one who is there.

I am so fucking sad.

I want to talk to him.

I want to tell him so many things that I never said.

And I want him to tell me how he lost

and yet remained to fight another day.

- March 6, 2012
(Continued)
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