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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

To Joe Fellhauer

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 10, 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 whatever my life is,

And wherever the world is taking it,

it’s always been at the end of my nose.
- November 18, 2009

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

(Continued)
More than Enough
To Paul Abraham Gerz

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, 2010

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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