A Fine Room

Mg new room looks far too much like my room. It's a fine room, clean,
attractive, comfortable, well-outfitted, cared for, efficient, inte”igent,
stimulating in the images and ideas, Peacmcul, Procluctive, resourceful,

Paicl for, and available, | cannot make it more than I can make mgsel?.

What's Iacking is an other, with the same qualities, not in c]uplication,
or reclunclancg, but in alchemg. Since 've defined rngsehC away from
Finclinga random social match, I've stoPPed clcscribing my life in

common with thc common and near to great human mind.

Pve Passecl over aline 1 didn’t clraw, a demarcation made bg those
who are content with discontent, satisfied with disatisfaction,

those who are borecl in such away that it's become away o1C lhce.

Teasing, the borders of that lifewith wit and bright images, | may
have been made rich as Rockemce”er, but not without a little egort,

am hcrc, teasing the waters where on19 afew swim.

But what is effort that’s a hike into the mountains, a hard winter’s
survival, and then the vista of vast land and sea, followed bg an

occasional ?ootPrint in the sand, I suppose I look the same.



The Regular Catastrophe

What is confusion, and how does someone in the middle
of it, describe it, a hurricane that dislodges aforest, ariver
turned to something more than How, the clemocracg of water,

anarchg in the wetter emotions.

Evcrgthing is close, here at the ePicenter of love’s shopping mall.
I don’t mean hungry, acloring crowds, but a logjam of delicate concerns
and Passions, the glance of nuance in the eyes, then like a slant-back

assaulting the cléncense, an applc crate Passing itself off as a Maserati.
There’s nothing original here,just the regular catastrol:)he.
Bena’ovcrana’lou// up your coat, | hear the drunk in the next stall say,

getting reac]g to clean the Porcelain of coke. It’s onlg Thursclag night,

but it’s alreaclg been a hell of a week, and she’s due any minute.



An American Poem

From where | sit, evergthing | see is American, American walls,
American Paint, American People, a couple of American cops
clrinking American coffee. How does a man with a gun aPPreciate

cheese ca|<e, with kegs, a baclge, a bi”g club, and a radio on his belt?

American music, American chairs, American talk, what does it mean
to an American to be an American? A light American rain is Fa”ing
on the American street. The Iights of the American cars are shining
in the American night. An American is holcling an American umbrella,

as she waits for the American light to change to American green.

Does one become American when one is alreaclg American?
The American cafe is nearlg emptg, as the American patrons
head for their American homes to eat their American dinners.

Evcrgthing is American. This is an American poem.



The Dag the SParrows Came Back to San Francisco

The shower is driPPing, the heater is clicking,
the birds are chirl:)ing, what the hell is haPPening?

There are no birds in San Francisco, she says,
ro”ing over in bed, in the room on Peters’ A”eg,
where the chickens walk the street like in Mexico,

and the kids Plaging football on Sunc]ag are all related.

The glovcs tossed on the chair have fallen into gestures,
the floor looks as if it has been raining clothes, and still

the singing continues, a relentless cheerfulness.

The JAM traffic on Mission Street rumbles relentlesslg,
as the sun relentlesslg brightens the room bg degrees.

The reFrigerator hums, the heater clicks, the &ogs bark,
the heels click on the sidewalk, as she burrows &eeper
into the lagerecl sheets, strewn and twisted like Paul
Bunyan’s handkerchi@c, and the horns honk.

Some stray band of birds has wandered across the border,
migrating the wrongway in the wintertime, as she turns,

twisting and ro”ing in the sheets, I think of a tune.

Let me go, let me £o, /ovcr, I sing, as her back turns, naked

to the room, striking beautg, a scene for Matisse, Courbet,

or me and my eyes, | trace the lines over and over with my eyes,

| dream the dream that happg lovers make of evergthing in sight,
this dag, the dag the sparrows came back to San Francisco.



Twine of Life

Evcrgthing looks like something else,

but in fact, evcrgthing is what it is and not
a metaphor for us to decipher or a simile
to carry us, like a bobsled c[ownhi”,

oronto victorg.

Downhill skiing is not like ﬂging across fallen bodies

to score a touchdown, this life is a poem writ on water,
unless it be a river of realization that connects between
neurons in response to cxpericnce, that old iInnocence,
twins in the twine of life, in and out of time.

I/ovcyou means you are the tree | water

FOF the ngCﬂiﬂg O1C tl"lC leaves | see HOU are.



The Lake of Love’s Beautg

The most beautiful woman in San Francisco, ask anyone,
is hunched over coffee nearbg, her red-lined, ziPPcred,

motorcgclejacket is thrown over the back of her chair.

She’s ta”dng to her severe-faced sister, who, intent,
tells a tale and touches Charmian’s earring, now grins,
a stretched-mouth over hard teeth, I‘'m signalecl bg my

oPPosite number, the one who sits across from beautg.

She smiles, her eyes fill with love. She casts it my way,
like the fisherman who throws the bait at the trees
before it sails into the lake, the calm, or turbulent,

sha”ow, or deep Lake of Love’s Beauty.

if I were sitting at a window bg such a lake, 1 would look like

a Portrait of aman sittingthc way I am now. Nothing could
im[:)rove such a miniature, except I might be holcling this book,
forever about to return to it, caught between truth and beautg,

dreaming the links, unaware of their seParations.



Flash Rain

Thc agitation that comes on a man in the presence o1C awoman blessec]

with remarkablc beautg woulc] never do to win the heart o1c one oF love.

Certainlg, it takes part in the stir she is part of, altogether too familiar to her,

seldom done without, and if done without, becomes cgnical, or blind boredom.

Except where an original mincl, bg fate’s double blow, is thrust onto the same

woman, and seeks itsehc, the way all lowers grow wherever theg grow.

Thcre, it becomes cha”cngc of a higher sort, or other, or odd, or never

known, or alone. Thcrc, it clreams, and along with clreaming, sees, and is.

No imagjnation of the excitable satisfies. Flash rain never soaked the soil,

or the soul.



Sans Aeroplane

Since the 14th Centurg, and back then theg saicl, Since all time bcgan,
People have been sitting in Dunkin’ Donuts, staring at the table top.

She, on the other hand, has interesting Friencls, with whom she cry’ogs
the dance, theatre and Films, without which she says, she would go mad.

After the movie, in the Paint store Parldng lot, she told me she thought
she had fallen in love with someone else, although it might not work out,

he lived in another country, Safe as Pie, J thought, Safe as houses.

When | saw her at the Pencormance of the famous Poets, we smiled
and waved. There was no form there, but there was a lack of content,

as a” those who are good at neithcr combine them.

Later, over coftfee and cloughnuts, | saw the future

in those shapes that hover in or above the Formica.

I, too, may find my someone c/sc, in another country, sans acroplane,
sans eﬁcort, sans regret, and not like my sweet, Parking lot Partner,
more than half of both, all rolled up in less than the whole.



Half In and Half Out of Paradise

No woman has ever understood the truth that grows of its own necessitg,

who didn’t stoP it with birtning or submission to a life of bclonging.

And every man who has understood it, either made gocls to worsnil:),
or divined himself, or turned to c]rugs or booze, or, if luckg asrain

at the rignt time, these two found tnemselvcs, or found each other.

Amanand a woman, understanding of their own truth,

are like the original dream and its Paimcul cna”enge,

half in and half out of Paradise, theg give birth to all others,
tn69 find all others in tnemselves, tneg bloom in the garden sun.



Poetrg is Thought and Artin One
(Mathew Arnold)

Inventor of crisis, to match the crisis unseen, he senses, fears, Provokcs,
regrets, stags immersed, learns some oc]clment, dislodges the neec”e,
the sliver, the stinger, tiny beginncr of Pain, then nurses the mess

back to clean skin and scar.
The surgeon who cuts to cure is not loved in the mirror or the memory,

his uniform s, Perha[:)s, held in fearful regarcl, but the greater boc]g of us,

ProFits, as the inventor invents what’s alwags been true, at such a cost.
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Blceding Ceilings

Too much activity makes inactivity awkward, it turns attention to the two
kissing, like kids Plag adult, like adults Plag lovers, like odd birds walk
through the other bunches of birds, oblivious to the difference.

Having a conversational chatter borclering on incomPrehcnsibilitg,
young lovers cooingin each other’s Faces, Narcissus Polishing

his mirror so he won’t miss a wink.

The ceilings bled all clag long, nothing could stop it, no medicine,
no banclagc, no hope, no way to stoP the bleecling, theg blcd,
until it was time for the doctors to go home and shut out the light.

I Practicecl felicitous rebellion all clag, the forerunner of habit, it's had
its dinner and a Place to slecp. Anideais aborning like a bird who’s fallen

from the nest, bounces a couple of times, before its wings flesh the air.

Saint Stephen shakes the stones from his hair, be}core, heaven bound,

he looks around, thinks of cagles taking to the air, and whg not try it, does.
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This is Self Transformation

You take 3oursel1c on, like a boxer takes on an actor

to shape him to the Part, like a drill sergeant takes a

raw recruit away from his mother, to teach the new way,

or at least not the old way, instead of merelg or be”igerentlg
staying alive, like weightlhcting in Prison or memorizing the Bible.

I'm waiting for the wife of the poet, evcrgthing else is I love you

very muc/7, and thank you, and hello agafn. I‘'m Pchectlg wi”ing
to be the husband of the Poet, it’s all the same to me.
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A Quiet Fathering in the Wilderness

Thereis a c]uiet pathering in the wilderness. It says, [ine, my Iorccious fool,
step there, if it's your wish to walk half-drunk off the 6c/gc of the world,
you / see no tears, you 'l hear no cries. Your bones break, the branches
break, you die, but here, inside your miserable skin, you may cry all you
/ikc, Why half the city cries, there are tears enough to #ill a dozen rivers.

Sit at your table in your room and weep, alternate the wccplhg with rage,
there’s a show on cable c/csgncd for you in your skin, and here’s a market
of woe with discounts on /Dain. Try i+ you like to find these things in a tree,
look under a rock, search the skics, Yyou N see no tears, you ) hear no cries,

IDCOID/C are gooa’ for some of these t/7ings, the wilderness for the rest.
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Shall 1 Tie His Hands and Cover His Eges

There‘s no thrill matches stanc]ing Facing the absolute end
of one’s being as one has come to know it, at Saturclag matinees,

in church, ricling the bus, or killing some other sentient being.

But thinking begoncl thinking, acce[:)ting what’s begond acce[:)tance

in any vocabularg, here, at the brink of absolute encl, no waiting room,
no late dues, no free holiclag, no second 2@ round, nothing so stirs
the investiture of vitalit9 as does the end, whg would I care to focus

this incredible being on another non—being state called the next life?

As if life is not life but Pre-li?e, the cartoon before the feature.
Not just whg, but how, can| Project some other imagine& realitg
on the great wall of death.

Don’t be afraid, be excited. How could this be other than being
at the farthest neurons of God’s exPerience? Shall 1 tie his hands

and cover his eges?

14



Circling the Details

I'm tired without someone to |ove, running on God, and it isn’t enough,
seeing God in evergthing, everyone, all action, Iight, and sun, lgingin the
back of a Pickup on 1-580, watchinga hawk, lging on the wind in the hills.

Scratchinga dog, with a stance like a young deer, face like a wise, sad, old
man, loving my work, my friends, my coworkers, faces, ideas, memories, lging on

time like a hawk, circling, no fear, no hatred, my eyes on tiny creature details.

The hawk is love of the air, the hawk is love in the air. I look at my hands,
conscious of the love in them, I am love in them, lam all the things I say,
and I'm tired, without someone to love, strong as a young deer, face like

awise, sad, old man, circling the cletails, running on God, light, and sun.
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The Eternal Ruse

| want youto be mine, | want to be yours, and every time | say that,
Jwant us to iaugii at our little ruse. | want us to merge into one,

and every time | say that, Iwant us to laugii at our little ruse.

fwant us to wa”< down Paris boulevarcis and Forget who we are
and what we’re cioing and where we're going, and then we can

laugh at our little ruse.

| want youto be here, because gou‘re Part of me, and | am Part

of you, and the hardest laugii is to laugh alone at our little ruse.
Being so far apart for so longa time, learning all we can about the
Pericect and the imPer‘Fect in the worici, where learning to be without

Is a greater ruse than any we could Plag together or on each other,

Knowing the ruse of life, and ioving the ruse in its face,

the eternal ruse of realities, and the ruse of all the rest.
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Pentimento

it you think of me as someone wanclering lost behind a mask
of certituc]e, you will never hear a word | say, the words will come

like light on water, shimmcring, charming, cPhemeral, and suPer‘Ficial.

if 1 decide you are someone guiclecl bg a solved system, the words
will hang in the air like touchstones, like billboards, and neither of us
will listen to hear the soul, to see the wisdom that lives near all our

souls, and shines, as it reflects the shining light of soul itself.
The union of our souls, in union with soul itself, will occur in its
melodrama, never its poetry, in a common shuffle, never a dance,

in banter, never ajowcul cry, never in communion or community.

Take O1q: 3OUI" garmcnts OF glOI’y, | Wl” OPCH mg CgCS ancl s¢ee QOU.

We are without costume and naked, look how well dressed we are.
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Theg Say, Never Believe a Living Poet

If I toss some toys on the table, do 1 know how

to Plag with them, when you Plag with them, too?

Horns, anger, cleath, take and eat, commitment is the name of
the game, Promises are made from the fundamental truths of lhce,

summer heat, relieved bg misty nights, we toss our books behind us.

I won’t touch your boclg, my mind is made up, my mind is disheveled,
beautiful, beautiful woman wanting some kind of savior, I'm going tojoin
the renunciates excePt for the attentions of one, I'm going to follow the

bicgcle girls, one in Particular, at such a distance, I will become inevitable.

i1 bug a radio, what will I listen to, if | bug the radio for you?| will listen,

m all ears and secret genitals, with my eyes for a contract between us.
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Joan of Arc, Reaclinga Book

You are, or you're very close to being, a woman,

not the Postcrecl woman at the barricaclcs, held out
in front of the battered and buclc]ing souls of women,
that certain‘g grow in the Frag, nor rePresenting

all those who cannot or will not undertake

the necessarg revolution O‘F each one alone.

Life is rife for all of us, from starved to ma_jestic,
from denied to realizec], and no amount of battling
bg proxy, or in Phalanx, in absentia, or in rage,

substitutes for, or accomplishes, the simplg done.
How simple to say and unsim[:)lc to do, but the cloing
lives quiet19 inside the heart, with the brain for truck,

and the soul, whose Hag we carry, survives, in trust.

And when the generals say, Where are you

in the war? You can say, I'm over here, winning it.
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His Description of Her Nignt

Women can smell gou, t/niy can smell another woman on you,
he said,it’s the iingcring stamp of aPProvai, and in its absence,
tneg can smell tnat, so she wasn’t nome, J tnought, when | ca”ed,

atter our tatetul encounter.

My friend told me how excited she Probablg was that | ca”eci,
how miserable she was that she wasn’t there to answer, how

t)reathiess ShC was in }“ICI" restless, SENnsuous clream Oi: SICCP.

In sweet detail, he Paintec] my new Juliet, moon—bathing

in delicious anticipation, while 1 saw her cnanging the locks,
the Pnone, her residence, her name, her Place of business,
enlisting in the Sisterhood of Women Who've Lost the Scent.

Or she is one who has that other sense, the acute awareness
of the one aPart, undrenched t)g Popularitg, the one with
Hared nostrils, and eyes that can see the receiver

rocking in its cradle, from ten miles up.
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The Last Resort of Reali‘cg

Time is a room where things haPPcn, as regular as clockwork.
You can see it coming from clear across the room, Pcoplc

coming and going, a Fight breaks out, there’s love in the kitchen.

Stand against the cool wall and choose your Particil:)ation,
stay, leave, go home. It’s another time room, room for time

to take Place, consider the skull.

Time is the most Powemcul stimulant, aphroclisiac, calmative,
develol:)ing agent. It must be in the air, like a Pest—strip hung

bg the window, breath in the aerosol agency of time’s room.
Magbe it’s Pine trees on the hillside, or it’sjust breathing

and time. Now look at all that activit9 in the gaping space.
Did 1 do that, or did someone else, or did you?
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The Fear of Happiness

The fear of haPPiness is the reluctance to pursue it

Past each moment onto the next moment , where it leads

to the bottomless pit of every emotion you ever caught,
P Y Y

like your shirt on a barbed-wire Fence, a little tear and a

tiny clroP of blooc], then on to the foxhunt of the Furies.

So don’t drink on the weekends, when all hell breaks loose
all heaven, but sit in the middle of it and let it wash over you.

Notice how evergthing that's goocl gets you breathing
deeper and dcepcr, You are happg, but you gave it an alias
and relocatecl itto another state. Now get your haPPincss

back home to face trial, and this time, you be thcjuclge.
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In Splenclicl Isolation

In splcnclicl isolation, the world opens up, oh my,
door oPening, hand over the eyes, hard to believe
anyone’s Proclaimed majoritg, even with sun and ducks

ancl no ﬂ0569 Passcrsbg.

Kiss, kiss, I love her breasts on my chest, her kiss
when she kisses me, | want to touch every ting muscle
on her bodg and her not-muscles too, her beautiful blue

green eyes like beauti?ul, blue-green, beautiful eyes.

I love it, she says, when you cngu/f me. How great was

her language. Do you know ritual? she asked, as we walked
around the Iake, one sunny clay. Watch t/w’s, J saic], | will throw
this aPP/c in the /akc, rather than eat it, even t/wugh itis gooc/.

She threw her aPPIC, too. We saw that geese have teeth,
or a metatarsal riclge, in their grabbg, little long mouths.
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The Ink of the Soul

Sweetheart, 9ou’cl go nuts inany other rclationship
but this one, like the ink of the soul needs a c]ui”
to match the need and the necessit9 of the words.

A runaway ba”Point pen won’t scratch Properlg,

comPuter screens are For othcr com[:)utcrs to Iove.

We need our love in our hancls, as slow as
our hearts at peace, as quick as the dream

flies ahead of the boclg, blessed to the ground.

We‘re in love as the mind works, when
free to the colors, intent on a single Petal,

hearing the 1Cast scratch O{: each new breath.
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These Molecular Words

These molecular words come from the sunlight and
the cleac”g nightshaclc of the gocls, Photosgnthesizecl
onto the page, the fossil imPrint of aleaf from a tree

or monkeg bOﬂC SUﬂl( beneath the Primordial gOO.

These molecular words live, become, do, and die,
running like engjnes, in and of themselvcs, pooling us

Part of the time, because we think we see their borders.
Buta boc]g of words breathcs, throbs, beats,

kicks out energy limbs, and all because

the animal brain gets and gives love.
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Pngsician, Heal Thgsel?

Beinga healer does not mean beinga nice guy. Healing

is not suPPlging band-aids or a soft shoulder to cry on.

Itis, insteac], a mark of love that sits as close to the bone

as the damage, wreaked on the wounclecl, cuts core decp.

First-aid belongs in a comfort station. Being evergone’s friend and

confidant is like bringing coffee and donuts to the starving masses.

Mg teats can’t 1C1” icast enougn to satismcg tne many moutns
tnat can never substitute For my breasts’ need For the one

anci Oﬂl9 real babg mg bOCIg manuwcactures.

Writing Placebo Prescri[:)tions for imaginarg maladies
may be good business for some language c]octors,
but the real nealing engages tne rignteous wratn

of those who wish to be strong,’;Join in the nealing,
e boclg,

setup an invisible city of their own,

pursue tne demon ce”s out oFt

say bge—bge to the nealer,
and geton with it.
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Color Me Beautiful

Some women are weird, man, with rooms full of drippg, clrearng shit, cuclc”g animals,
hgpnotic colors, soothing languagc, tales of smooth sailir\g, baroquc, rococo, semi-
gothic bathrooms, cascacling imagery, pop to[:)—se”ing novels, pregnant cats, furniture
that looks like Plants that never looked like Fumiture, families of creatures, not found

in nature, living in cuPboards, closets like dreamland interiors gone to seed.

And real lives like buckboard rides, with time spent exPosed to the back a”eg,
underbell9 of cream-colored insanity, histories of magjc gone rancid, cancer-riddled
Fantasies, and not a hard eclgc in the Place, not a s[:)lintcred surface aPParent,

but inescapable secrets of knives twisted in the heart and flesh Hagcd, organs torn,
memories of dreams, but not a real dream within the calloused, hcavilg-oilccl, ﬁngcr-

grasp of remembrance, no imaginecljog in sight, but Pictures of it evergwhere.
True beautg is never Pi”owed, true love can live in a cardboard box under the El,

truth seeks out the mesa and finds it lush,jog s a bird, that needs onlg an open
window, to light on the sill, and sing its song,
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Let’s Flg, babg
The cathedral stands on its own with no need for the Hﬂiﬂg buttress.
The butteﬁqg Puts on her boots and climbs out of the c]uagmire,

aided 59 the outstretched claw of the eagle.

Let’s Hg, babg. We're angel hawks, transgormecl, our love an example,

an invitation, to the multiple orgasm in the crowded basilica.

Like no mere batch of Fcathers, I ove my arms, that swing

like meat wings, that muscle the air, that muscles back.

Skg-swimmers, we go up in flames, we g0 down in flames.

In the Cathedral of Flames, we are flame itself.

ove beinga Poet, | Fucldng love it, | love these brief telegrams

to the universe, that open up like marigolcl volcanoes.

The Poetrg of these dags is a gossamer beast.
Slaughter it, and feed onitfora centurg.
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The Four-Handed Table

I have before me that thing everyone sPeculates about,

the root of entertainments, the source of unnamed anxieties,
experienced in Partial agonies, icon of the heart’s integument,
the loss of one in whom the sun rises and sets. What if the sun

goes out? What if APo”o throws down the reins?

I have mortgagecl my life, without recourse, | have cast my bread

on the waters. All my heart’s lung’s mouths have oPenecl. New blood

is coursing the boc]g of my life. | cannot return to the diet of lesser dags.
| cannot live c]ag to clag on aspiration’s insPiration, the dreamed-of,

the Pre[:)areclﬂcor, the satispactorg absence.

ook at her, and evergthingl amis welcorne, She looks at me,
and evergthing she is, is welcome, wanted, needed, desired,

known, and unknown, my curiosity is global, universal.

Death, grant us this clag. Stag your hand, leave us for a time together.
We will not c]isresl:)ect you, you are resident, be com[:)anion, not intruder.
Life lives here, you know each other, the integrity is inviolate. Death,

you have your chair at our four-handed table, leave us the table.
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The Shadow Line

There is a shadow line across the face that cuts the eyes,
like a breeze that feels like a blade Point, likw a water line
across the mask that defines the elements we choose to live in,
some more adeptlg than others. Bird or Fish, the sl<9~swimmcr

knows them both, he ﬁghts the weight that Pu”s him down.

Like ajet Pilot, ﬂging uPside down at tree level, skimming the cei‘ing
just above the cockpit, his out-stretched hands grazes the chandelier.

There‘s an attractive death in letting £0 the fierce eyes
that describe an Icarus. There's a faith that keeps him aloft.
This human shape of faith and will cannot be resolved in either.

It, too, is a line of shades, the horizon at sea, twin blues.

Between gocl and beast, we are wingecl flesh, swamp angcls.
The warm mud we Plocl through makes the wings heavg,
theg lose purpose, until theg are tried in the compatible air.

Caked Iegs kick off the mire, ballast turns to ruclcler, and we soarin a

comPletecl realitg. We stand on an earth whose Partner is the heavens.

The fall from this grace can kill, when the fond look back
at the underworld sPi”s the Hight in backward dreams.
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Mg Eldorado

What’s to be done with the unknown, fields to cross?
ljump at every sound, flowers growing, their growth is
cleapening, the earth cracks under the incredible force
of new roots, the skg blackens with Petals, stamen

sway like Goliath’s limbs.

The wet nose of a mouse, a hundred 3arcls from my bootJ
wheezes and snorts, like a buﬁcalo, above my awe-struck,
fallen Frame, lam Human, | am Conquerer of Nature, | am
Colossus, yet these blades of grass turn sPire, to make me

minisculc, I’'m overcome, |‘'ve never been here before.

In the forest of each new square inch, 1 trek like Livingston,
Praging Stanleg is not far behind, 1 Plunge on like Columbus
through the Ocean of the Uncliscoverecl, my entire dream
made real at each tick of the thundering clock.
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Triumplﬁant

lam triumphant, in my second-hand tennis shoes, mgjeans,
with the circle Patch in the right knee, my thriﬁ:—shop shirt,

my homemade haircut, my borrowed five dollars, 1 am rich.

A poor, hustling man crosses the camcé, se”ing locks, someone

asks for the bagels, the Fog rolls in like the onset of glaucoma.

All these breeds of Peoplc circle some ill-defined center of self,
and lam triumphant. I am clean and clear like a glass globe loc]gecl

in the sPring soil, the sun has discovered me, the rays like me.

All yearning dissolves to a curiosity when the heart surges without
obstruction. The ghct of love frees the heart to its purpose, to pump life
to the mgriac] blood fires in the cells, the bodg becomes a constellation
in a universe grown larger, Pushing back the edges of irncinitg.
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Come Down to a Common Kiss

I don’t see bits and Pieces of those I've known,

familiar hurts and Pleasures, in your semblance.

I see you as clearlg as if 'd seen no other, like a bone
draggecl out of Adam’s chest and Presentecl to him

as the full birth and generation ofa Para”el solar system,
not shadow Planct, or clone amalgam, but twin genesis,

bg the same hand, not deja vu, like a reworked screcn[:)lag,
but the muse’s handiwork, sprung full-blown at the Poles
of the wide world. | recognize the originator and the art.

You are no one I've ever known b@core, yet | stare,
astounded at the insPired clag, to make a life so known
and unknown, in this visible texture, like new eyes on
ancient materials, the whole of human historg

come ClOWﬂ to a common l(iSS.
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The Clﬁa”enge of Wonder

| cannot love you too rnuchJ my love falls short, mortal

purpose Facles, this close to the ungraspable universe.

You are begoncl definition and my poor matching words,
there‘s no safe Ianguagc to dress you in, you are a window
begoncl which the gocls dance, whose casement describes

the limits of com[:)arison, and yet how fine have insPirecl hands

ClCSigﬂCCl thC shape ofgour OPCﬂiﬂg to thC Pantheon bC\leﬂCl.

Mg sorted out world has been shaken to the absolute absence
of careful clothing, without comfort of role or ic{ca, leaving

the heart a taut membrane, untaught bg exPerience.

This is the brain, Packed with education, unable to gjve its leaming
alesson to compare you with. Here is the soul’s breath, around which
evergthing IS bom, not known. I have surrendered to my heart, begonc]

my memory of it, my chronicled existence fades to antique paper.

lam filled to immortalitg in the moment of our bcing together,
as Pure|9 real as the ghct to make us flesh.
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The Enactment

| stand in terror in the presence of my waking muse, who calls me

to the declaration of my love, merelg dreamt OF, in younger c]ags.

It is no more nor |ess than saging, as at the bar b@core the harcl

judge, J Feel, | conceive, | act, here's my Pitiable self at work.

Here are the weak Parts OF my attempt to manumcacture a lhce.
Here is my belief in the truth and how clumsilg I've enacted it.

Here is my Fear o1C the condemnation O{: my selF—enactecl liFe.

Held against my felt and conceived existence is the evidence
of inac]ec]uatc action, | am a terrorist of selF, | am a doubter

of strength, I am a cruel enforcer of iclcals, lama braging babg.

It does no good to aPP19 to the order of the committed.
| must leaP, and if I come up wanting, theres no excuse in time

| am flesh to flesh, soul to soul, the sPirit of love itself.

I can no |onger spend time trusting my nature to rebel
against the intrusions | allow upon it. It‘s time to come clean,
so the bodg at work is unblockec{, Past the Pctt9 triumphs
of sugering, begoncl the beaten and strained in life.

It is time to comPlete the sentence, exonerate the sPirit,
ush back the stone of the confined room, admit

my entire fear and stand in front of the Past.
| can no |onger spend time naming the enemies

of my heart. | name mgsehc, bg naming my love.

| enact mgsel]c, bg enacting my love.
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The Full Crisis of Love

Put aside the chronicles of wasted time, when you enter this room,
here is the full crisis of love, where a kiss comes down on |il:>s

like s[:)ring comes up in bloom, as slow as the rose unfolds,

as full as each week makes a new year, where a few ingrcdients

make a stew greater than the table o1C elcments.

Do not bring old eyes and ears to this occasion of mixture,
what is born alchemic cannot be melted down bg argument,
or sorted out bg formulae. we require a new name,

and the uses follow.
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The Contract of the Theatre

There is but one Place to do the work of loving others, it is with them,
in the heat of battling the confusions of self and historg.

The many characters of our drama must come to the stage, must give

their oration, must die, if theg are to die, must triumph, if that is their fate.

In our Plag, we catch the conscience of our kings and beggars,
our nobles and deceivers. We allow the Pettg lords their quarrcls,
but to hold the stage is the greater work, it is the heart of the drama.

Love of the entiret9 gives time and space for the enactment of the assion,
however long or brief the night, however dcep the tragcclg, however foolish
the comeclg, to keep nothing in the wings that sl:)eecls the realization

in whatever scope it unfolds.
On the mutual boarcls, we discover all our character, until the truth

IS sPent, in horror and beautg, and the last of us remains at the curtain,

unburclcnccl and umcetterecl bg what we have been, or what we may come to be.
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Memorial Dag Prager

Jwant to clig hands in my Hcsh, grab great hunks of muscle and
twist them, dip Fingers in blood and reverse the flow, Pu” my limbs
like a wet towel from the sink and squeeze out the filth of old Pain,

| want clean muscles, clcan bOﬂCS, clean blOOCl.

My boc]9 s a rug, with Paths of abuse worn in, with grime of neglect
and denial ground in the Pile, in need of cleansing, wringer cleansing,
sun in the backgarcl beating, I am furniture sat on, satin, clamagecl

bg too many cigarette burns, stains, vandal slices, vomit.

I've taken into my shapc the shapes of hurt and damage. A storehouse
of ghosts and demons, I need exorcising, like a house, goocl in the wood,
strong in Founclation, beautiful in structure, full of historg and use, open
to the s[:)irit, but tormented with sPectors that bang my c]oors, darken
my windows, and inhabit my rooms without right.

| want to move unafraid down every passageway from attic to ce”ar,
and see the Pain, name the Pain, gjve succor to the Pain, and have it
be gone, be gone from my muscle, be gone from my bone, be gone
from my Hoocl, be gone from my brcath, so that sPirit can take up

resi&cnce, and know that I am its home and none other’s.

None other can own me, none other can live in me, none other can
call itself Proprictor, so that | am both comPanion home and heart.
I am home in my heart, and my heart is home to my sPirit, but 1 have
been a house of clcath, and the old dead belong in the grouncl.
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The Dream’s Awakening

By candlelight, I lie beside her, dreaming an old dream’s
awakening. ove her, as I've never loved another, without
Possession, unpossessed, free in airy bonclage, our arms

around each other, a completecl circle.

My tongue easil9 releases the words, my |iPs the kiss,

my brain rfﬂ'oices atthe clear beautg of love.

The obstacles to great thought fall asicle, when

the heart gives consent to the dream’s awakening.
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Linger and Savor

Children, linger and savor, smoke each moment,

Plag out your Parts, love is cliscovcrg.

Learn each other like you learn 3ourselvcs,

watch over the curious movement, a stretch of muscle,

a change in shaPe, the colors and textures of clag to night,
season to season, every small Patch of the otheris a garden

in cgcle. Be 9ourse|1c, in transition, a bursting of life.

Each seed of sensation comes volcanic slow,

sois the earthquake slow, so is the tidal wave.

These forces will overtake you like the dawn,
come up with such incredible speecl, the mind will
lock the boclg’s mystery in memory, like Pompeii,

the Population caught forever, still alive.

40



Diamond in the 5|<9

The skg was thick with stars, theg used to have skies
like that when I was a child,, but the city lights drown it out,
the thickness of stars encircles the earth, but the sun is up

on halF, and our own light obscures the rest.

I shook like a rug, cleaning itselmc, shaking off the accumulated horror,
I knew | would, I had to, it was incvitable, I wanted to flail about in the

mesc]uite, screaming, riPPing nerves out like Fire—damaged wiring,

Doctor, | said, I hate medicine, I hate hosl:)itals, | hate the entire idea of

cure, heal me. She handed me the scall:)el and never left the room of night.

When | awoke, she lag beside me, under a thick, wet blanket of Fog,
clear like crystal, I could see all the way to my heart, still weak,
but Pumping in its translucent ribcage, unobscurecl, some of

the thick unclergrowth Pu“ecl free from the root.
| knew it wasn’t fear that cleared the skies but Pointed the way

to the cause of the Fog in my eyes, eyes that work for the heart,
as well as the heart of the mind.
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Darkness BC‘FOI"C tl’"lC Dawn

It's alwags darkest before the dawn, your Hashlight batteries clie,

it rains, your matches get wet, the skg Portcncls total eclil:)se,
dark-furred bears come crashing, the tent co”a[:)scs, rocks slicle,
an indeterminate bestial howling commences, you die a thousand
deaths to rePlace the ticking of your busted watch, childhood fears

are overtaken bg adult fears, angjna begins its Pincer attack.

| write this, the next clag, after the c]eluge, post-trauma,
re-trusting Fate, which needs trust, like saging, ove you,

every morning in her still slceping ears, despite the turned back,
cruel snorts, cold shoulder, and the rancid winds of bad food.

Fate is an inescal:)able marriage of one’s life to life,
with all the irreconcilable differences intact. She‘s reborn
in your eyes, she shines like APo”o’s ghct incarnate.

It's alwags brightest before the night.
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The Look in the Eges

Adam and Eve were monkegs, or apes, if you Prmcer,

theg lived a million years in the Garden of Eden.

Thcg quarreled over the checkbook for a split second,

until more bananas fell Past their satisfaction.

One dag, theg looked at each other in a wondrous way,

and the look echoed in their eyes like mirror on mirror.

Suclclcnlg, it was time for God to write the Bible.
Thought and sin became simultaneous that fateful clag.

Now we are familiar with such moments, but, my,

how much that Familiaritg resembles Fa”ing bananas.

We are still |iving in that same garclen, and yes,
we have more bananas, evergdag, all clag |ong,

and now God must remainder the instructions.
The wondrous never died, but we die when we Forget

the look in the eyes that teeters on and cleFines

our Pristine origin.
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