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“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)
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.

Reality, the goal of perception, is not just an object, nor is it solely the goal of consciousness.  Perception and consciousness literally become vital parts of reality itself when organized in the mode of a poem.  Poems, therefore, are fertile sources for unlimited human transformation and growth.

Because poems are tightly woven and highly compressed patterns of human images, emotions, perceptions, and experiences, poetical composition and the intelligent reading of poetry are powerful instruments for developing and exercising human perception, that driving aspect of the intellect.  As a work of art, a poem's purpose is to be itself, a "turbine" empowering all human beings toward greater and more comprehensive vistas of reality.  At its very least, a poem is most certainly a part of reality itself because it exists.  By definition, that which exists is real to the degree of its unique nature.  Reality, therefore, is extended by the poem as a new layer on its own surface—one that dramatically expresses the universal core of human and, sometimes, even divine meaning.

I hope you enjoy these efforts.

--- Don Gerz

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.

And I will continue to be a part of you.

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.

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

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

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

Guido’s Gift (2005)

(Inspired by the 1997 Film, Life is Beautiful)
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.

Dirty Work (2005)

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?

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.

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.
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.
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
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
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.
Flying (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)

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.

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.

(Continued)
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.

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.

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

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.

(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.

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.

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.

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)

- 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.

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. 

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.

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?

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.

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.
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.

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.

Haikuesques (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.
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.

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.

Sand clear of this reflection.

No mirror can find it; yet surely it

Seeks to destroy in others what it

No longer finds in itself.

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.

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.

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?
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