The Five-Headed Lizard
(zenku From No+hir\a)
Steve Brooks

Famous Poe+, with his knapsack,
drunk. Now where did | put
my knapsack?

The art of being empty,
Lull of sand, sail, water,
wind and words.

od age, my destination,
but my car has clean
windows, front and back.

This poem is hot
about New York Ci+\/,
o, maybe a little.

Wise to my ways, she can tell
when | have been alr‘inking
in the moonlighf

Each thought Pre+er\d9
to be new, wearing its
grea-f—gr‘andmoi-her’; dress.



A brisk wind cleans the air
around my head, so Ful
of its own Polly‘

The mornin glory survives
the First Frost, old age,
the First thought ofF death.

The ancient poet, in modern
words, sounds chatty, and then,
, the heart.

Boomin in the
Packed café, sudden thunder,
birds stop singing,

Ancient cathedral, old
easy chair, made of sand,
buried in the sand.

Some part of the concert
on the grass is Per?ormeal
loy the mosquitos.

The breeze on my cheek,
so sliah+ in its mighi', I look
to see its or'lgin.



Turnil’la poges in this
old book, turning handfuls
of sand in the sand.

Parrot, on its Perch,
ready to shock the world,
with its same old story.

Death's a shake, swallowir\g
itself, +o its own wonder
and di;may.

I_ar‘ae room, emPer tables,
lone reader looks up,
aond the room is Full

4 comes unbidden, my hear+t
broken, until each piece
recalls the whole.

This old hand, old worker, old
lover, how a Five-headed lizard
oh the sofa's arm

The mirror, old Friend, has,
upoh reflection, seemed
unPrienaIIy, lately.



Wind, along a wire
Fence, sun, in the Feld,
for an audience.

shouts
Daffodi, Jonaquil cries,
Narcissus nods.

| prepare Lor sleep, rejecting
sleep, drooping eyes dreom
themselves awake.

She reminds me, she reminds me,
woodpecker drums, all spring,
For a mate.

The ';Picler’s web is empty,
hothing to do, but mend
the web and wait.

Young lovers Por-ﬁeJr
the cicada's hcessant
love song For their own.

Spring deer peers From behind
a gravestone, watching the old
watcher, wa’rching.
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Wise and Foolish man, here,
uhder one roof, nature’s
cruel compaesion

O, hot another poem,
in this hurt+ful world,
of beaquy born.

Mountains rise, seas
surge, says the wiy aphid
to the young apple leaf.

The cleep, dark hight
is a symphony, until
| hear its soloist.

Tired as mud on boots,
caked and dryin@ so close
to the river road.

Sleep Pulls me to
its bed, to an intimacy,
enﬁc’mg as love.

Al of life reduces to
a Iaocl\/, this cr‘umpled
old universe.



Thick wet —(:Oﬂ, a siver brid@e
floats in air, a black barge
slips silent Ia\/.

Fisher, without a Pole,
no line, ho bait, a timeless
wait, contentment.

No screen, ho Projec+or‘,
ho Fim, perhaps aon epic,
or a cartoon.

We, at tables talk, as Fall
walks up aond stands, its
leaves, still on the trees.

In the roar, a singer
sinas, sly whispers,
in the raging waterfall.

Chess players in the Par‘k,
watch the on oinﬁ war,
on the battered board.

A small man, a tall woman,
dance in step, a level
goze in their eyes.



Leaders of the Faith
preach surrender, beneath
the ancient sian,

Dewdrops on a translucent
leaf, clear spheres,
a 9ump+uou9 assumpﬁor\.

The clock ticks on its
owh, time wanders, with
hothing on its empty mind.

old couple, matching 3audy
with gauche, their love,
the hope of the world

N the valleys, on the mountains,

The Pine«; whisper to each
other, Shhhhhh...

Un+hough+ silence, stilhess,
solitude, turn +o words,
spoken to others.

Awoake, at night, one side
trades with the other,
bargaining For better.
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Wind lifts the roof, blows down
the walls, eager to move in,
without baﬂﬂaﬂe.

Al +his talk. of +ime and
timelessness, dew dr‘ops
Iir\ger in the sunrise.

Pam trees encourage
the wind, going with it,
os far as Possible.

Rain Forest, sun, old
uncle, pokes his Foce in,
the kids begin to play.

Shacks, beside the mo%ul’s
caostle, the presence o
wealth, among the poor-.

Without the di@ni-fy of
their elders, young trees
cam the harried heart.

A swell ifts the water
bu@ Ju9+ above the
roiing world below.
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Our words translate, our thoughts
transcend, until, wordless, we are
thus transformed.

Someone said,
There was a book,
torn from the heart of a tree.

No one in my chair, \/e+
I ery out, ho one here,
ye+ my voice is ~;+r'onﬁ.

No orchard no tree,
ho fruit, no seed, as Far
os the eye can see.

Twen+y—+wo years, one time
drunk, so many glasses,
so many swallows.

Written words, scarce
imagined, For those who
reod with imagjnation.

No water bowl no seoq,
ho lake, no Por\cl, no pool,
we swim inh wet clay.
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Not one with the Mornin@ ﬁlor‘y,
this gloriou«; mornin@
now | am.

The Pond welcomes all
that thrives within it, all
that Falls within it, too.

Basho's ?rog the splashy birth
of +rue Haku, welcome, and
goocl riddance.

Slowly, 9w'|1:+ly, the world,
9wi13+ly, slowly, the world,
this in that. .

From its prison cell, one breath
escapes, returns, escapes,
returns, escapes.

The thief knows he's been stolen,
it's worse than that, he cant
remember when.

Monks at the Foot of the mountain,
Point to the Peak, where some
few have gore.



The Pain+er Pain+9
Flowers, Raybans Iay
his side, Paradise in his eyes.

With a brush stroke, the artist
tronsforms the world, then
';igns its canvas.

The Iaird-PainJrer"«; eyes PI\/
ocross his Iae\ly to their
Pliﬁh’r in the skies.

Berry nectar, pots of paint,
swirls of oil, raised brush,
a Fresh loeﬂinning‘

| put my Leet up, in public,
the river runs below,
within reach.

Jack rabbit, leaps, 9+op€~,
Ieaps agair\, squirrel hops,
s’rops, looks, runs away.

The cat comes home, blood
Lrom a raccoon Pighf Near
death, the cat comes home.



Mother calls +o her brood,
'Come here and bring your
here, over here, right now."

How can | look at cake,
without ea+irla it all?
| am adlso cake.

INn the same attention
to Fear, life appears
as war-time in slow-time.

Grazinﬂ up, my Iazy cat eyes
Lall back. in their beds,
Iooking For sleep.

A gun in m Poc;ke‘r,
'm ready or anything
but peoce.

Metal boxes Plying by,
blue sky, soft Face
of clouds, eternity.

Words, their swaddling Fills
the crib, baby, in the %olds,
singing its birth song
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Young doa, biﬁ as a colt, bolts
From home, smells the ﬂround
oh the slow walk back.

The closer to home, the more
tired, the closer to home,
the less weary.

old bear, walking around
town, seeking reﬁuge
in a Padina Forest.

This time of life, this life
in time, a +ime|y time-out
From timelessness.

Flip—?lops Plap oh the marble
ashram Pa+h, Pas-l' Peacock«;
Preer\ing themselves.

The chickadee, small and shy,
surrounded Iay chickadees,
small and shy.

Singer' singina the same son
of joy From deep within
the same sad heart.
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| reach in Prive+, that writes
its name on my bare arms,
cheers from the bees.

I'm Poreian, in +he land
of others, until | see
my eyes in theirs.

In this letting go ofF past
ond Future, ife becomes
unhinaed From time.

Beside the road, ?lakina
bark slip«; into the open
sea of the air.

Worker, shoveling cement,
his boots, thick-coated
cartoons of themselves.

| cloud +he air with words,
when inside the poetry
of words, ho words.

Ahead, Zou lead the way,
il you Folow, | can hear
what you say.



In this dream, | am old, the
dreamer, ageless, the dreom,
wrinkled and pounchy.

The air, sliced Iay speedina
cars, Puelina station, in
prosperous repose.

The breeze in the trees
can't spell Charlotte Street,
ye+ it goes where it Please«;.

A worker dusts the Sistine
Chapel ceiling, the Buddha's
smiling Laoce.

The artist makes Faces,
on paper, in Fire, For
those behind his back.

Humans, on earth,
the First, c;elelora’rory,
the last, laucla+or‘y.

Poems appear in the
dark, aware of other
Pr‘eda+or‘9, r\earby.
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old bull, his hide,
thickened, over time,
into its Iongevﬁy, shor+ts.

Old man steps, one Foot
in front of the other,
the same uncertain joy.

| om drou;y in the 9a$e+y,
of this lazy, lovely, caﬁed
comfort.

Dowh the volcano's
side, chidren deligh’r, in a
coun+ry not my own.

She paints blue at the top
For a sky, broaod sand, where
we walked, this morhing,

| love her comple+ely,
[ only make it seem so,

loy saying so.

She paints the humble
corners of things, even
clecay is her laeaqu\/.
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Mother's hand, holding baby’f;
head, he sees the world,
and grips her sleeve.

The cold wind blows in +he old
wood barn, the od doa barks,
the cold wind blows.

The good and bad, rumble,
rush, and roar, no time
Lor hello or aoodbye.

N laral?uaae, | wear a king’s
wardrobe | cannot see
in the mirror.

A colling vine, words in the
brain, callina themselves
to their private dance.

First, all of life appears,
and then the heart appears,
aond then, all of life.

Suh looks not For light, wind
takes no notice of +hin69
that blow in the wind.

7



The painter does not EainJr
the 9ulojec+ or herselr,
she Pain+<; the Painﬁna.

This Plowering self
chanae«; its water, From
time to time, to timeless.

Loud rePr‘iger‘cﬁor‘, water
on the Floor, tattered
shirt's second life.

Seekina my place in
the whirlwind, | Find
| am mosﬂy oxygen.

Fang, old dog, in a
photograph stil old,
young again, in memory.

Did you see that Plumed
bird, with its mate, PI\/ Iay,
a thousand years ago?

N my turn, | taste
and spit the obsence
of joy, in the midst of it.
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Heartbroken, in the unbroken
heart, unbroken, in the
broken heart.

| go out From inside,
to Find how far | have
come, to be Jus‘r here.

When | do hot think of her,
| turn to see her, there,
here in my heart.

No+hing remarkable
occurs, exceP+ occur
aond remarkable.

Jovy comes into this
Para?l:in heart, swinging
its scythe of fire.

The unfounded joy in my
heart - unwound bundies
ofF inspirecl breath,

To have a mind that won't quit,
One learns to quit the mind,
'Be still . . . Good doa‘"
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To be in stilness,
then to be with others,
another homecominﬂ.

What provides ife
to this Peacock self,
nasty bird, is my Peeding it

In their death poems, Zen monks
teach, or they pull their words
in ofter them

Jumpina in the volcano
leaves little past behind,
mayloe the shoes.

| live here, in this sweet
air, where she, too, may
appear and disappear‘.

| £ail to paint a true
portrait of the one I've
a\ways known to be.

arief, without a ar'ound
beneath its grievance,
is hard to imagine gone.
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When | say |, in cofés and
Cor\gres';, no one calls me
on my lie.

Al this talk is en+er+ainin9
even the word "no+hin@"
What a show!

i takes only a little Lear
to stay away From
this beinﬁ here.

u

' are
the only words of love
that don't lie, just a little.

| look For you, inside yourselll,
where you Por'ﬁo+ to say
you’d meet me.

Flowers live
their impar-tial clivini’ry/
uncarina who loves them.

To let go a love takes
more time than exists,
or we let having ge.
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[ Pu-l' on a wise man's hat,
to see if it might Lit
this unwise head.

| wear shoes, belonﬂin
half to my Feet, the other
haf, to the earth

My character is of
deepeer deeiﬂn, drawn
onh water, by the wind.

Ih a moment's Fraction
wonder thrives, or it
wanders into time.

Peace; the presence of
acceptance, in the midst of
too much, For too Iong.

Depar‘+ur'e to arrival,
on this train, some
whisper‘ the universe.

Silence, in the house, stilness,
ever‘ywhere, here to 9+ay,
my Finest Friend.
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Time tokes time off
For itsell, dll at once,
in movinﬁ I am sHill.

Men, laes‘rinﬂ each other,
language ~;+r'ar;?led, beaﬂinﬁ

For water and air.

Winter comes into
the room, wearing Lall's
clothing summer’s Foded smile.

Leaves, blown loy the wind,
stop and stay, ot Lar From
home, all ambition gone.

Lovers stand close, closer
than love requires. SHil closer,"
desire cries.

old Pond, hot-as-old ﬂr‘og
Kooshl timeless water, rog,
in time, leap, spla«;h, kiss.

Each poem, a burst
of Freedom, here, inside
this endliess forever.
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Walkina, without doubt,
how gohe from the trai,
back to its prior ife.

Without desire, the urge
comes, to make things

of beaquy From laeau+y.

S+r‘ipping their reali+\/
haked, lovers stil love
illusion’'s leat.

A bell's rinﬁ breaks up
the day into parts ofF
itself, a wall, the earth.

The insect | kil may not
care, hor may |, hor may
ife, but coaring cares.

| toke a tree in the
Forest, for a table,
in the warm cafe.

Words of love, a distant
clime, reassure my
homesick rhyme.
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These little +eleﬁr‘am9
to the universe,
Mar‘iﬂold volcanoes.

Hands free, | clutch ot
ife, love breaks my heart,
until | love once more.

As more areaJr athletes
appear, ho one 9+op9 Playing
9P0r+9, | write poems.

My Father handed me
a bi@ gun, told me to
shoot the 9l<y, | missed.

Trees, beside the road,
simply will not declare
themselves Poliﬂcal.

A broom of yellow
bristles sweeps the sun
From the Foor into my eyes.

No Pa+ror1 in siﬂth, counter
still brigh’r, the cafe hthr
9+ay; onh all niﬂh{.
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A random blow struck
my head, | Fell, watching
myselﬁ, staying dlive.

Mother, | can't miss you,
when what | am is what
| might miss of you.

Others may say sound
of water, until Basho
says water of sound.

Shine a br‘iﬁh‘f Iiﬁh‘l' in
the elaony ni9h+, it goes
all the way to dark.

The poet chased
her on a vase, into
immortality, and died

[ only seek to secure
my amateur 9+anc|inﬂ
in life itself

N te wanina hours, the Iiﬂth
Laodes, grows pale, graying
at the +emplee.
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Under the dark, | see light,
peeking out From its bed,
with shininﬂ eyes.

He Place9 his ba
they kiss, dance a bit
in the kitchen Daddy’«; home.

Hidden in the jungle din,
stilness, yellow eyes
in the green leaves.

| asked if wonder would
marry me, ‘Not twice," she
said, and laughed out loud.

Uncaring cat, Fallen priest
of peace, mod For love,
Lies into the night.

Upset stomach, tired,
my eyes ignore me
For their own nirvana.

Rain falls hard, the sky is
Plooded, the sun is washed
away, dry is drowned.
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Al are welcome,
until one among us,
is said to be a dar\ger.

Two white-tail blue jays
crash the air, dive hydranﬁea,
disappear to a stop.

The briliant sun shines,
hot looking for darkness,
finds it, nevertheless.

\/iewina the cool mooh,
my eyes turn inward,
staring at the distant light.

S+e|9|9ing in some
duhg | go on my way,

its Faithful emisary.

Drunk, dr‘ugﬁed |0Y
cliscovery, the young inhabit
the land of the young,

The muse, mostly Femoale,
mosﬂy male, imaaina*rior\,
mosﬂy oh its own.
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Bobbing in the waves
of images ofF myselll,
| seek the shore.

Quiet, a crowded branch
£l of crows, ears £ull of
caws, claws £ull of branch.

Awakened by wakefulhess,
that refuses to let g0
its stolen life.

Even those words, made From
thinking, resemble those that
Front the dancing heart.

My goocl neiﬂhloor stretches
in the sun, sleeps in the yar'd,
dreams in his sleep.

In this world, old house,
cockroach doesn't bother
to clam its Proper'er.

Root veae-l'alolee, born
underground, come dlive
with color, in the sink.
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Gozing infant, on its
back, its core Iaulolalin@
eternity clroolina.

Dead leaves, crushed
to the ar'ouncl, brocade
carpe‘r, mosaic, |oosely woven.

Deer on the stony rood,
quickly, into the trees,
empty path ahead.

Lost in music, absorbina the
sound, the waJ the beer
adbsorbs the drunk.

‘/oung man grows up an
old man, in line for coffee,
stil a young man.

Cat sits, before crossing
the road Mr. O'meara,
r‘eaclinﬁ a book.

old Greek and Roman
gods, homeless, penniess,
Iiving in New Jerc;e\/.
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Why cant you see me?
I'm here, ju9+ as you are,
hot broken from each other.

Memory, ke a warm
bath without suds, then
a sudden taste of soap.

A Pinger on my missing
tooth, the old fox licks
his Porao-H'en wounds.

Lightning at night, Poncl,
Plashinﬂ b\r‘i@h-l-, an old stump
seems to twitch in the Iiﬁh’r‘

wants mind for
its own, has had it, since
mind First thought of itsell

on a good day, | love
her old sweater, a

bad clay, | like it Fine.

Light comes and goes, not
the sun, that old good 6oo|
oh its encircled throne.
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| went to see the show,
the Place was emp‘ry,
ho ohe came, and 9+ayecl.

What one miah’r think.
about art is like what
one might do about nothing,

[ (—;-IiP out of +hough+, to
elip into eleep, cohscious,
in the unthought deep.

Bright sun drains the colors
to white, as i the light
were its own shadow.

Bu++er£ly goes with me
on the road knowina
no road, goes on its way.

| can't take one «;+ep
outside myselﬁ, et |
dance on top ok this life.

| Fall down drunk,
in my room, across
the available universe.
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Romantic, the sight, the sound,
the touch, the smell, of my
neglec’red hear+t.

Red cherries, hangin
on the branch, do nothin
to block these thieving hands.

Wisdom for the poor., gold
For the rich, who seem to
heed its comfort more.

In their veiny core, trees
hear one ot their own
Fall to the Forest Foor.

When | see the moon,
anew, in the niath eky,
| Feel at home, again.

The old road that runs
by the door, runs in place,
to the ends of the earth.

There's ho Foreign language,
except those that sound
In my uhtraveled ear.
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Even here, on this rock,
For From home, the sunlight
warms my upturned Foce.

Shakespeare returns
as Basho, many words,
reborn as few, light as light.

Looking through the windows
of someone else’s eyes,
seeina what one sees.

Melancholy, with ho
sadness, a day that
incorpora’ree the nighf

A cool draft climbs my
Pan+ leﬂ, clinag to the cloth,
snapping ke a small doa,

PuH'inﬁ his teeth in,
he bites into the meat
of his new life, and grins.

When Poe+ry stops knockinﬂ
ot my door, | listen for its
sof+ steps.
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| met a notorious
man oh the Pa+h,
'Beautiful day," we said.

Everywhere | look,
leaves of grass, temples
of ho denomination.

Voyager‘, in his chair,
pilot, in her sky, wonder,
homeless, and Free.

He names his boat, so it wont
et lost, on the open seaq,
this dark night.

Table in the sun, | move
my chair, to gorner
the sun's attention.

Pigeon coolz P\aces its bet
on the ice, foolish clog
same wager-

Sickness, takes up
residence, the house,
crowds into every corner.
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The sun appears suclclenly
From behind a slowly
Padinﬁ sorrow.

Bring me what's
been in the head of
Federico Garcia Lorca.

| do best, exhausted mind
Falters, then soars, beyoncl
these conscious dreams.

This once heart, desertin
of past, emPHed of Future,
knows the way clear.

Old woman strips
nak.ed by the river, bolchy
starting the Jaybird.

Storm crosses the Pr‘air‘ie,
toward trees, toward the eyes
ond ears of nesting birds.

Always £, in the sun's light,
the moon says, "Tonigh+’9
the night watch me shine."
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Times of beina poor,
close as ca+a«;+rophe,
os far off as Mars.

To love this much overwhelms,
Love reneges, seems to hide,
t+o not be love.

SleeP arouses, in this
ife, the readlization
of emptiness.

Sinaing chompina his
toothless mouth, dancin
with a twisted leg he grins.

Love itself, the measure
of the distance between us,
knows no distance.

No, ho, you cannhot
have these poems, +he\/
a\ready belona to you.

My heart, broken open,
when love comes runnin
to me, caled granclc;hild.
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A storm across the face
ofF an infFant, rain, wind,
dark, sun, beamlna.

A cool, wet wall, lorea’rhina,
in the hot, dry world,
dark inside the sun.

| share a Familiar chair,
mony have shared before,
this old body.

Each of us, a Poe+,
walking on the narrow
rood to the cleep horth.

The moment does not pass,
but this bustle makes it
seem a Passing +Hlt’lg.

In the ci+y, without beasts,
People assume the shapes

of Fear and fur.

A written-down poem,
saddle on a horse, the

wind, going my way.
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| walk the Pa+h of
others’ words, steppin
in the air of their Poo+9+ep9.

Sadness For my brother's
death, clepends oh an
impossibiIiJr\/.

The shame of not
knowinf] poetry, Falls on
those who know Poe-l'\"y.

Ih tired eyes, restin
the surfaoce gistens,
oh the lake, in the sun.

od goat wobbles
as he walks, recallina
a mountain in his Iegs.

A thousand lovers
sing of a certain love,
out bakina in the sun.

What to do, when no poem
comes? No poem, | listen
to you, as well.
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| drink. From the hose,
Iai+ir\g chunks of cold water
From the summer heat.

Battered hand, old Friend,
| say you work for me,
| lie, here's my voucher.

od poet, outside
the window, once on
Lire, Iookinﬁ For a Iiﬂh-l'.

Wahderer, hard to Follow,
strikes out on his own,
Ieadina the others.

Two men in chairs, speakin@
loughing, their dress and
language Poreigr\, not they.

Animals, and all else,
ﬁiven hames hot their
own, asparagus gr‘ir\s.

Other's wisdom, burdensome,
gouﬁh+ or not, like my ownh,
still, | seek it .
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Silhouettes, Pa«;sina
in the sun, on the water's
edae, in blindina liﬁth.

Worker tries Philoc:.ophy,
His worn boaly, For and
againsi' it.

Ih +his narrow cafe,
the doorway welcomes
the world in, unbroken.

This moment ?orae’rs
but the certain peoce,
the ease, of its emptiness.

| ease to cl'lsappear,
| appear here, | Ply,
and ?Iying, I'm Hlown.

Music Fills the mind
of the man wolking his
heart across the room.

You Forget your teacher, how
what do you call your“;elﬁ?
Unschooled? Wise?
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Mourning my someda
death, | am held tight lay
that which will some day die.

Sparrow is loved by
love, sparrow is known
by Knowledge, away it Llies.

Er\ergy, Iivir\g now, no+hin3
to say,speaks, and thus,
this |iﬁh+, +his dust.

Al these ways of being
human, such invention,
a spoon in a cup.

In the mirror, over
time, this changing Foce,
in endiess space, the moon

My 9hip has been
coming in, For decades,
here it is now, comina near .

Poe’rry, easy en+r'y
Pr‘oFession, come ohn
in the water's Fire.
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Winter says spring will come,
winter lies, sprir\g will come,
winter lies, eprir\g comes.

The words of the stor
bear no resemblance, a rock,
tossed on the sand.

We trade the worn
stories of our lives, until
we are worn +oge+her'.

Small-minded lliness, loud
Ginﬂir\g 9ues+, out of tune,
but now, he lives here.

| grip the day ahead,
in my knee, then, my
Ieg; begin oh their own.

The old day; have died,
| visit their graves, each
stone, so Finely carved.

This Buddha belly contains no
Buddha, breathe in, breathe out,
Buddha air, everywhere.
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Ih abundance, | search
For dbundance, and
Find it, abundanﬂy.

Men, laoys, in Five, the leader,
the counsel, ghe muscle,
the clown, the wise.

This sad, old, Padir\g
appenclage, tired and

tender tongue of fire.

In this room, there hides
no room, in Plain sight,
uhseen, the unhidden hides.

Do | breathe the air
[ Praise, or has heaven
become so Pr‘osaic?

In the gla;s, | see the look
on my Loce, then the Face,
then the mirror.
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