On the Lake of Volcanoes

Black. birds Ply above an implodecl volcano,
its dark loke surrounded on volcanoes.

As the earth is unnamed, these eyes,
For naming, ?orﬁe+ but what they see.

The wider world divided
Into smaller pieces of itsell

LiFe doesn+ change us, we change
Foces in life, the wind closes the door.

The trees on the riclae rise against the 9Ky,
ike tufts of hair, wrapped in twine.

Wonder is full of wonder and fear,
mode Fearless, like an empty bowl

| speak. something ofF nothing else
music. is merely its owh making.

Lapping at the shore, soft whispers,
From beneath the shimmering surface.

| hear music, words woven, burnished
into a kind of sweet movement.

| become what | approach, then turn
back to speak what is loeyond reach.

Ladder against a shed a woman
in blue picks Lruit From the garden.

The towhn across the volcanic lake
seems unchanged through its history.



What's close appears dlive, what's
distant wraps the world in permanence.

How many beautiful 9ar‘den9 would
there be if we were each content?

The boat that scouts the lake, slows
to a drift, then speeds off on its rounds.

A wosp lingers, Iaocly pulsing,
a lizard leaps on the rocky path

She walks among the rows with
a bow|, to collect a meadl's makinﬂ.

Something bites her, she jumps and shouts,
is this hot the heart of the real?

Now tell me what country does not
call itself the home of grace and gr‘ie?.

Workers clear the eloping shore
below to irriga+e an onion patch.

Hiﬁh adbove these hard workers,
| sit on a deck, readina Neruda.

| read a long poem by my old
LPriend about life, love, and death.

Like Neruda, he seeks the primoal
in the mundane, they Find themselves.

| stand in the crowded moment,
until it's been shed of its clutter

A third man comes, the three consult
a watch that ﬂleams in the mor'ninﬁ Iiﬂh’r.



With gquick blows, the du9+y soll bilows
above their hoes in clr-y clouds.

The earth, grea+er than those who
work it, who think. of it, who live and die.

The men look up From their work
to see a 9+r‘anger‘ reading Poe+r\/.

Among words, a massive presence,
the unfathomed deep/ sharp hoes at work.

Yellow and red for the humminﬁloir'ds,
aond there, the woman | am with.

How can she not be the saome as this
unﬁr‘agpable reach, this rich sail.

| see a man in a wooden boat,
a couple walking by the shore.

| see essence, hot of primitives
in some idyll of pristine ife.

These men work for wages, have cell
phones, motorcycles, and time For Fear.

Their hands move swiPrIy, smoothly,
to place and cover the onion seedlinas.

The sun seems caught by the edge of the
roof, the slightest breeze cools my skin

Like them | converse within, as | work
these words into fertie grouncl‘

She asks one of the men if she
miah’r PhoJroar‘aPh him at his work.



The boys throw water in a spray,
in imitation of the men's grace.

Each one walks barefoot to the lake,
it doesnt matter if some gets gpilled.

The thirsty grouncl will take the water,
the summer rain is months away.

Baomboo is cut with machetes, o make
sticks For string to mark the patch.

The page before me has rows of words
that turn the blank to Plan+ed seeds.

An old man and woman plant
a 3ar‘den at the top of the hillside.

She holds a watering can, he cl'lgs
with a hoe, she wears blue and white.

A skirt, a blouse, a scarf onh her head,
he wears a hat, +-shirt, and jeans.

They talk, she more so, he seems
less eager to speak, until he beﬂir\s.

She stirs the water of words, he
calms the water, +hey swim +oge+her.

Old bathers in words, they know each
other’'s strokes, splashing, divir\@ drinking.

They sit by the side of the 3ar‘den
and shade themselves in sience.

The Plarﬁ-ers have gone, no workers
among the stalks, the loke, sleek and cam.



A woasp attends a dryina pair of
socks, the hot sun burns the clr-y air-.

A wasp lingers at a Llower, the wake
From a launch riPPIes ashore.

A house on the far shore seems on
Lire, smoke drifts up the steep incline.

The Fire burns down, perhaps it
burns up what is no longer heeded.

What's needed is called by different
names, | might coll this life on a name.

A ?amily of seven walks by,
on the Pa+h next to the water.

Mother tells one boy to wave, he
waves, another waves, then all wave.

One young Iooy waves, on +hr-ow‘|ng his
arm in a wid arc, back and forth

| wave back, across the brief dbsence
of distance, a simple greeting

Travel br‘ings us to the moment
of or'clinary grace in meeting

A stout woman sits beside the lake,
a boy tosses a Pishing line.

A green growth spreads itself, ofFshore,
muffled voices, birds, a motorboat.

An active volcano rumbles, not close,
louder than anything near-.



Can anything so great be called humble
when it's humlolina to our kind?

A bird Flies ot a high window,
as if in love with its reflection

Perhaps there is reward and purpose
in ever‘yﬂning, or there is not.

Or else, there is celebration,
embedded in all we are and do.



The V\/eddinﬁ Dance

At the wedclina dance, paper lanterns
Lloat adloft, small Fires lift them

Bride and groom are honhored lay more
than a hundred guests From out of town.

A mon moves, happily out of time,
his arms, legs, ?\y out on their own.

Faces, lit by light, cast From here and
there, move like larithr masks in the dark.

A young girl dances with her mother,
-PlaJr——(:ooJr-JumPina From 9Po+ to 9Po+.

one friend said to another,

The band plays cen+ur\/—old music,
whie all eyes dance in the present.

A man greets an older woman, his
mother's Friend when he was a boy.

Young women dance with each other,

Play?ully, young men dance like young boys.

Cups are used up, a boy drinks lemonade,
his mouth Preesed to the cold spigot.

he scoffs, incredulous.

Invited to dance, not to the wedchn@
we came, head bowed, with light Feet.
Women lovers dance elegantly,
grinning in each other's Foces.
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Paper lonterns Lloat high, then higher,
until +hey burn out in the sky.

Sparklers handed out, then lit, more
are lit, until dozens are held high

Dark. night sky adbove the dance, a cloak
of comfort cars beside the road.

Car lights Fode into the night,
silent music is taken home in hearts.



The Man in the Red Brick Building

Vines on the brick by clir+y windows,
a circle of clean ﬂlaes, a foce.

She's gone, she's been gone a lon@ time,
no use searching For the sight of her.

The man in the red brick Iouilcling hides
Lrom something, and she is not it.

He hides inside himself, without
knowing it, ho matter where he goes.

He looks for her in Passin@ Foces,
never sees what he thinks is missing.

Something loved has gone away,
it Fils his heart with its insistent love.

He crosses town, back and Forth,
holdin@ carressing, his beloved adbsence.

Absent love lives, in the place of his
adbsent lover and his love unknown.

Desire Provides on abiclinﬁ charade
For the love never named.

He looks for love, beside him in the
mirror, when love's the one lookinﬁ.

Miesing is what misses everyﬂqin@
until no+|nir\g is lost but Iosing.

He smiles the smile of the lost,
who Fail to find themselves dlive.



Al his losses look. like love,
in a Iovinﬂ eye, the +w'|ninﬂ vine.

He walks among his love, uhhidden
Lrom the street, unbound in its binds.

The man in the red brick Iauilcling
pays his rent on time, every month.

Then, one day, he releases the
adbsence he's mistaken For his love.

His heart opens, as i never closed,
more open than it's ever been.

he says,
aond Poirﬁ-«; to ho Place in Parﬁcular*.

He glanc;es at the hame plate loy
his door and laughs in recognition

'Good clay,“ his neiﬂhbor' says, ‘Good
day," he replies, and a new day laegins.

They sile, these residents of the red
brick Iauildina on Charlotte Street.
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Walkinf] in Cape May

Cat beside the chair, on the deck,
asleep, its leaping, confined to dreams.

Woalk. to the corner, a Few steps
onh sand, and then, the eastern ocean.

Beside the sand beach motors purr,
roar, no bikes on the Pr-omenacle.

Muscles pump legs, arms, kites held back
against the wind, a small dog prances.

Three aulls, as if onhe, stand still,
Pacinﬁ the wind, hever not in motion.

Three gray gulls stand stil, as it one,
until one drives the others apart

Three gulls, stand apart, at the edae
of the ocean, each +ending itself

Five aulls, in a row, preen themselves,
ohe wanders out of line, preening,

Three elderly women, on the sand,
birds of three breeds, in a tight bunch.

So manz Leet in the ocean
legless Fish wonder in wild surmise.

Oceoanside, the unfathomable deep,
across the road From rented rooms.

Walkir\a in fown, on the street above
the around, Focsimie of earth.

Rockers on a veranda wrap the
hotel, squirrels IeaP in the gross.

A waPJrin@ gentle breeze caresses
the shade that blocks the burning suh.

11



t cant hurt me that | am alone,
when | am alone in wonder-.

Here in my eyes, not the world, but
the color of the world awakens.

Swahs, loeyor\d the Par‘kir\g lot, laig
and Fed, reacly to Ply, without will

Gaggle ofF geese gather the cam, Lloat, olip,
rise, spread their wings, skim the Pond.

Ruffled white swan, Cleopatra's loarge,
a reaal black swan swims aPar+.

Howks, geese, swans, down From +rails
in the sky, Folowed close by humon eyes.

At the end of land, a shack For Food
red-faced visitors eat their Fil.

Mafia wahnabe, in style only,
dr‘aﬂ@ir\g Fries thirough the cheese.

Wonder moves, place to place, wohder
stays wonder, different faces gow.

Bu++er$\y plumbs the dePJrh«; ofF a
carnation, secure in its easy gipr.

Folded chair swings on the back. of
a +o++erin3 man, the beach beckons.

Old ones masquerade as their young
selves, hal-@—loelievina the happy ruse.

Sailboat, a+op the sea, cannot swim,
cannot Ply, does the in-between.

+ tokes time to let go the nomes
of what we see, or but a moment.
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Joy Profound as Sorrow

Love poems Lrom the past or present,
lock a certain sorrow in time.

Love spoker\, lives Pas+ love, love dlive
lives uhsaid, Free from naming it

That moment, just past, Pading edge
of who we are, escapes love itselfF

Love itself cannot be spoken,
except of, after, toward, and from

Heartfelt tales, the Finest we can say,
exclaim to name what we love.

Greater love than love, love rains,
Poolg, streams, Flows oceanic, unseen.

The heart of love, center of the
center, cannot be lined or margined.

Love wil not be orated, love wil not
be declaimed, love's heart is mute.

In love's orbit | spin, in love's halo,
| glow, spun out From love's core.

Circle love in \oving ﬂy out From
love in rhapeocly, ind love found.

Rescue love From its arrows,
grasp love in the or‘iﬂin of the bow.

Sing love, speak love, build houses without
around, joy itself remains Pr-oPound.

Thing of no thing, this heart, that heart,
no heart but the reodl, sings itself.

As all me’raphors sin@ not one
gpeak; love, that certain uncer+ain+y.
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No sorrow in love, only sorrow
in Ieaving love, | leave Ieaving.

Al at once in movinﬂ, | am sHill,
al at once, in love, | om love.

Shock of my heart, as it wahders
the world, to be at home in motion.

And yet 1 sing | sing of love,
without sorrow, | sing mysel-@ home.
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Counting the v\/ays

How do | love her? sShall | count the
ways? What ways? No ways in love.

Al the ways of counted love are
hot of love, love is uhcountable.

No ways, ye+ | love her ways, she's
kind considerate, blunt, outspoken.

Unconcerned how she's seen, loud,
tender, loves dirt in its Per‘ﬂli‘r\/

A IOi?th in her eyes that dims, darkens,
and shines, ready For any+thing

Signs of love are, for her, +angi|0le,
in thing or deed, she sees what's done.

Expressions of love are expendable, not
trusted, ePhemera\, however well-meant.

She Preﬁers tokens of consideration
rather than passions Proclaimecl.

Sl she's Paesiona’re, in her ways
of a lifetime, and ih the moment.

Artist, aardener, maker of pottery
For beauty and use, she sings.

Ih a life of tragedy and work,
r‘eady For play, she loughs aloud.

A dancer, she can lead and Follow,
she P\ays ot Iaeing romantic.

Romantic, she loses 9i6h+ ofF it,
then Picks it up, in an instant.

Candid, tactful, bold, shy, she
barely recognizes her giving giPrs.
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Self-aware, she khows how aood
she is at Iaeing dlive in this life.

I love her ways, but my love cannot
be found where it might be described.

What's the reason for sky where birds
pass in P\iﬁlﬂﬁ and rain is born in Palling?

I look in her clear eyes of love, and
| see love, not Iooking to be seen.

Looking For nothing to see, | see
what love is, uncounted to be.
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On a Sidestreet in Paradise

White clouds, cleep blue sky, dark green
trees, seq, | lie down in its lush painting,

On a sidestreet in Paradise, Iaeyond
these hotel walls, +rade winds blow.

Ih the lolala\/, a small Iaoy on his
laptop, a boy oh a dolphir\.

Nearrly haoked woman crosses the
street, with nearly hoked others.

Crepe paper, stuck to the stucco
ceiling a night's quiet oftermath.

ukulele, guitar, bass, and steel,
aloha's rich island song,

Music cdms the yapping dog, curled
up in peace, at the Foot of the notes.

Joy's pure music, dancer, +alkin3 to her
Friend, jumps up, points to the sound.

Hula Pinaer‘s, while other hands walk,
hers dance, whie others talk, hers sing

Rain in the sun, slippery stones,
walkers wait beneath an over‘han@.

Pigeons, not be%ars, oh missions
of survival, scan Pickecl—over‘ sand.

Plumped out skin and bones, Miss
America ot the beach her devotees.
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Crooked clock, a circle on its side,
in some cities, tells the r'ithr time.

Flag pole in the lobby, unfurled,
hanging limp, wr'apped in Flowers.

Crescent in the leaves, reminder
of the moon, +hat or‘lai+ir\g Fondness.

Peacefulhess, in this room where ho
one lives, people come and go, night Falls.

In Par'adise, things go about in
clisﬂuise, ke sorrow and sadness.

I go For a wak with a Banyan tree,
its pace is slow, | slow down.

My sandal breaks apart, my Foot
escapes its Plimsy attempt at binds.

This island must Feel its sorrow,
absorbiﬂg rain, sun, Falen men.

Burrs in the groass, unknowina where
| step, lead my path, Follow after.

A small gir‘l with a crown, gives it to
another girl, twin queens of heart.

The island does litte to keep
the sun from owning everything

| see the old, old people danc‘ln@
light of Foot, in the setting sun,

Mother hen with chicks, her small crowd
scurries past men, women, and children.
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Australians on the beach, the
beach not Australio, is the beach.

| Float in the ocean, stumble in
the sand, walk upright like a man.

Nomad, she tents herself beneath the
beaﬁng sun that demands its price.

surfers, woiting For Fresh waves,
the sea gives, and, in time, gives again.

Those who hope to ride the power
of the wave, ride its beouty as well

Perched on volcano and ocean,
the clouds become a reacly repuae.

Green, upon green, upon green,
on this green isle of volcanic rock.

The ocean caresses the shore, with
its claws, its Jawe, its bearish roar.

The Farther | look out to sea,
the better | see what is near.
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A Spooh in a CuP

Al these ways of Iaeing dlive,
such invention, a spoon in a cup.

N the mirror, over time, this char\alna
Foce, in endess space, the moon.

| stand to go home, ond a thought
Lalls out of my pocket, so | stay.

| am 9+opped Lrom the practical,
| come back home to the oPPor‘+une.

This life's a low-entry Prollession/
come on in, the water's Fire.

My story lacks as;emlalage, a handful
ofF pebbles, tossed on the sand.

The stories of our lives, we trade
them, until we are worn +oge+her.

The od days have died, | visit their
groves, the stone, so Pinely carved.

In plain sight, the unhidden hides, in this
room, there hides ho room at all.

Ih abundance, | seek austerity
and Find it, in abundance.

Do | breathe the air | praise,
or has heaven become so prosaic.

Al these ways of Iaeing alive,
such invention, a spoon in a cup.
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Woman ofF Oaxaca

Aaains’r a rock cliff her uncertain
comrade, a small bird, pecks at cracks.

Suh oh her shoulder, soft whispers
of heat, her bones, gow in their Fire.

This earth, this bed from which we rise,
she opens her eyes and soars dbove.

HaH:way home, flat onh her back, unhappy
Fortune, she grins.

Soft stone, assured of herself, she
seems to prey, to leaP, to pounce, to rest.

Ih confinement, roge Falls quiet,
thought resolves in its disappear‘ance.

Contained despair seeps into Flesh,
despi’re the desire to ?ly Lree.

The wind is loud and broken Fluid,
and when the wind stops, she's silent.

Her soul waits For no+hirlg but to strike
From the heart ond Peacellully sleep.

Her arms wrop her leg«;, her legs
wrap the journey in muscled symetry.

Her chair, clesigned For ease, is joined
with the earth, and open to receive.

Perfection reclines in what she is,
imper?ec’rion Ffinds itself, as well.
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Her tree grows around itself, from
the arouncl to the sky into everyone.

Her back, strength of where she goes, wall
of the past, Fronts what she leaves behind.

Dark. remains, until her dark becomes
her lighter self, and she's on Fire.

Clouds on the ar'ound wrap her Leet, she
sits in the sky, bends low from on high.

Contorted by laughter, untwisted by
peace, she plants words in the air.

A gacial shelf borders her tropics.
From her squint, she sees nebuloe.

She is an obelisk, a monument
to motion in the moment.

Her hand is dlive, her heart, Iaeaﬁn@
From Par+ed lips, her song is sung,

Wrinkled skin, in the stilhess of thought,
smooth silence becomes her lover.

Ja@ged edges cool the da\/, oiled
edaes warm the night, these icon.

Wise in her dark IeaPy bed, summer
blurs the bodies of her blood.

Time wanders away, rushes back, she
touches others, Pullinﬁ time aParf

That hight in Oaxacao, inside the
canting, sheltered From the war.
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Haoiku Cafe

Haoiku cafe, shiny surfoces,
disen’ranalement FunKerown.

Under the window’s —Pading light,
enclosures of private thought.

Ih +he near, under ceilings,
the decimation of desolation.

Dance of contraries, the line moves
slowly, things Lall behind the counter.

The wide, slow turn of events, seein
the wind jump, the short breath of space.

A +winl<lin9 in the li@h+, ah opehing,
are we not like each other?

Deep mud of mind, time to be Free,
Furrow the brow, the weight of woiting

Heels squedk, a place to sit aond talk.
amongst the peoples of the earth.

Wonder opens wide, voices raised,
something of everything's said aloud.

Change dances with the famiiar,
memory's reborn in the Pr‘ay.

She wears a jewelecl ring he points
to a piece of the painte ceiling,

White grains in a shaker, Hﬂh sun
in a Pail, elbows on the table.

Lone Piaures, Ialinking light, white scart,
glimpse of snow, sitting in the shadows.

uPliP-Hr\g +hough+c;- animate the stilness,

23



Three grownups in a cluster, a chid
by hersell, she knows how to dance.

The nuclear Pamily, scattered

W

Vogue shapes in the once-shiny Lloor,
+oc?cller puts the todder seat away.

Plaid jocket zipped tight, dust in the
ceilina vents,

Tight mouth, Pullecl to a pinch, Fast texting,
ripped jeans, .

Singers iNn unison,
a laughlna pair’, stir sticks.

Shiny Pa+en+ leather shoes,
Movina quickly, ‘plialrﬂ' contro, abrup+
Iandin@ complete stop, the last seat.

Ponytai, inside a hoodie, eyes of wild
abandon he says,

Serenity Floats across her face,
Pain+eal birds on the window gloss.

Chewing his teething ring, Lierce
look of concern, a little potentate.

, blue shirt,
brown hat, cargo pants, white tie, vest, no pie.

An empty coffee cup, pockets £,
a b\r'ie\E aside,

Thrift store tag, obsidion bracelet, three-poge
San Antonio pamphlet, ch"ivina by himself.

A Punny smell, knock before entering,
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Startled look, large tub on a truck,
ballet slippers, hung From the mirror.

He nods, a biﬂ gun in his holster.,

o see-
through blouse, long lists ofF things to do.

Whispering she clicks her Lingernails,
a 3r'aclual darkeninﬁ of the outside light.

Aging lines that didnt used to be there,
+two small dr'awinas, done with care.

Ziploc bag For brand-new brushes,
Southern accent, stern look, eyes ag\ow.

Mumblin@ lumber‘jack walk,
Sheepskin coat, heart Pounding,
Salt shaker missing socket cover

missing, sudden Peeling of bliss.

Argyle socks, sighs, nearly cries, sighs,
pulls her hair, sighs, she looks at the door.

Magjc Marker, Puﬁly parka, graph,

mascarag,

She's Flamboyant, he stumbles, goves
of £ shoulder shake,

Ankle bracelet, bomber Jacke’r,
double chocolate,

Painted shirt, Paih+ed tie, Jumpina
jack, pencil, murder, tapioca.
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old man, Iaalding head, oloir\@ the cross-
word puzzle, hear the table's eclﬂe.

oh the edae of his seat, a slight shrug

Pretty P09+carcl9 +aPed to the wall,
lorge cup of teq, bia hug and a kiss.

Baggy pants, hearing aid, patent leather.,
hook: and ladder, khitted socks.

Pair of Fats, Pain+ed toes, a
wrinkled nose, pottery, jolapenos.

Diamond brooch, imperious demeanor,
Muscles on top of muscles, gold
chain, baby in a humbered jersey.

Bright skies, sore arm +hrol9bing, Poised
to leap, scan the book of maps, start over.
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Prepare to Dance

My arms rise and a great Ioeinﬂ
emerges From me and enaul?«; me.

This deep love is ch';appoinﬁnﬁ
to a life of naming desires.

From cleep within, sleeping Ioeau+y
arises of her owh accord.

There's no one to blame or credit,
this is the love song of al Iaeingc;.

Splendid Plahﬂnﬁ queen, her coastle's
in my heart, never hos she left it

Emptiest eyes I've ever withessed,
this love swallows its own name.

There's no one here but here, sense
cant make, missinﬁ her is what misses her.

| miss love when | dlow it, this missing
beaeJrs knowing true love.

From my seat in Paraclic;e, some
part of me clings to unhappiness.

| hear the whine of an unfavorite

C{Oﬂ, here in my doaaed mind.

How Far within the unknown of
love am | Pr‘epar‘ed to clisappear‘?

Love's arrows aim in, foward the heart,
loss lingers at the abondoned bow.

The only Leor in love is its loss,
until | breath it Iarge agair\.

| try to pinch between my Plngers
the invisible sleeve of love.
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In my broken heart, lies hidden
the love of the never-broken heart.

Greater than my narrow hold on what
| hold close, lies what cant be held.

I let go of this cherished thing that
| hold, For what, unheld, holds me..

Can | claim some shape of PerPec-Hor\,
come to life in the simple hear+?

This love lives between the last breath gonhe,
aond the next breath, not yet breathed.

Deprivecl is a shadow. Where light
goes Iookin@, it cannot Find the dark.

| lose love, to aain love that laughe
at time, as the ocean Iaugh; at rain.

Let this love become itself, so all
cah see how it can become two.

I look to be this love Il be, without
ceasir\@ when | cease to be.

The Phoenix r-igin@ 9in3«;,
All ear+hy Joys are quuisi+e
and immediate in this moment.

All small loves turn to paper
houses ih wind, in rain, in fire.

| desire to breathe, to exist,
or do | only Feor their loss?

| cant remember when this Paraclise
was over there, somewhere else.

We live inside our lives like dreams
in sleep, like leaves in a whirlwind.
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It takes ohly a little Fear
to back off From this reality.

This is love's only definition
that doesn't lie, just a little.

Two lovers love, one waits, the other
loves, the ohe who waits, waits alone.

Fearful love Is the King of romance,
Learless love is al this that is.

| glance back ot the eclge of
the r'aPicIIY recedina precipice.

| sing in, to the heart of the heart,
even arie? awakens this love.

How can | love, when love begins
everywhere, and its end cannot be Found?

| release love's shadow, | let light mak.e
love to Ii@h’r, where is the Problem?
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Streets of New York

Beauty wears itsell, lives entwine
with tender tentacles, see Iaoye dance.

Crowds, where the poet drank. himself
to death, celebration takes his place.

A short, harrow street, carpe+ed with leaves,
soaoked by rain Folen From the sky.

Patient wait For a poem, inside
its coming, | think of nothing,

To report buiding's condition, one
writes a poem and leaves it behind.

Like f;urgina water, two black
dogc,: pass a seated, elderly man.

A girl smoking leans to one side,
in the door ofF a fashion shop.

A Par'acle, a ~;+eady beat, doncers
in the street, routine grace and bliss..

Trains run into the ci+y, their
riders, in love with arrival.

Brightly lit lounge, start of a party,
roling rooms, the enclosing dark.

A white limousine Parallels the
train, then slips silenﬂy away.

Takers bend to each other, in the
9+eady murmur, rumble and roar-.

Man leans close to his ParJrner,
he says to the other.
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This Blank Page

Back home aaain in the blank page,
at ease in its welcome expanse.

Where nothing is, | live Free,
in the na-l-ivH-y of all that is.

A blank page is hot noﬂ-ﬂn@ nor
an empty mind nothing, nothing is.

Who talks of no+|ninﬁ, when all talk
is of something, even this nothing?

The word nothing's a mask. of its
heart, a portrait of barest nature.

This blank poge is a template ofF
everything that becomes of it

This blank. page is a photo of all
thought, before it becomes a thought. .

These words on this page ore Plick-
ering eyelashes oh these seeing eyes.

Words clutter the poge with the
textured sound of their empty origin

Words that paint themselves to be seen
are made For seeing, to be seen through.

All these parts of the whole, nharrowed
to some+hing seehn, show loeyond themselves.

How can | say so much of nothing?
How coan | not? What is this life?
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Here by the grace of nothing, my
ar—a+i+ude is boundless, still unseen.

is a word for this ever‘ywhere,
is a word for this aways.

This blank page, that | call m\/t;elll,
looks a lot like you, and you, and you.

This blank page knows no other, needs
no other, yet grows lae\/ond itselfF

These words ou+ar‘ow themselves, b\oomirlg
wordess ih the transformed air of time.

No+hihg is no+hing, until some-l-hin@
assumes its Place, chanalna its Face.

Empty poge, mother of mony births,
womb of wonder, its earth is here.

This blank. self writes its heart in wonder,
and again, in thought, word and deed.

Words chase words, until | return
to the invisible <;+ar-+ing line.

I'm home where and
end in their quiet emergency.

This page cohntains galaxies in
the reach of its enticing terror.

| stare ot emptiness before me
and recognize m\/t;eH:, adlive.

This emp+y heart vacant in aspec+,
Fills every word with its i:‘lery pulse.
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Frrom vacoancy, to drawn upon,
From unwritten, to written upon.

Who | am, this unshown unknown,
appears here, in words of life, dlive.
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| Spilled Coffee on the Buddha

The crying of the loons plays sweet
havoc with the crooking of the Progs.

Soles sink, 9r‘ain by grain, weigh+ reshapes
the sand, beneath my Leet, behind me.

While | wait for someone comin
| hear the lapping of the water.

My heart goes out +hrough my ribs, to
embrace a heart, come out to meet it

| Feel alone, and the vast meadow
of love opens, once aaain.

| know how Ionely it is, in the
night, ofter the howling is done.

| am as tired as any common
metaphor one might think of.

| lay down on the gross For lon
enough to be at home with the ﬂround.

In an open heart, | am made conscious
of my least conscious passions.

Life speoks through the hollow in a
stone wadll, in the middle of nowhere.

| move about, invisible as a J'ackdaw
in a shoebox, some might call it murder.

A shabbily dressed old Farmer, humble
and ar'aJref—uI, stands silent by.

When | Feel love, | am not afraid
| see the trees of the forest

I+ isn't Ioeinﬂ hice that pleases the cat,
but gladne;s in one’'s heart.
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There seems a time, in my ancient
memory, when war went unanswered.

| ask. to hear the secret of long life,
the answer comes,

An eagle rises From a song sung
and spreads its wings across the sky.

We march to the beat of a tin drum
in the hands of a small child.

| accused her of weeping, | recanted,
she ?or@ave me, | wept

I've lost it all, | cry, as my heart
begine to reshape the world.

A bonanza of grief is my reward,
I've learned everything but this.

Light grows louder, drowns out the color
that shown brighﬂy, moments before.

When my Ioocly adbandons its spirit,
| send it back in, For life.

Cour‘age Pu+9 away the ;+eely heart,
at the risk of one's uniform.

Parts of the art and the artist
are joir\ed in their public embrace.

A Plower says to one who adores it,
'm born, thrive, and die, in this life
of wonder in the blink. of an eye.

Steam From a kettle, | can Feel when
my dreams leave my sweat-soaked body.

Startled back into the common-
Place ofF +as+in§] ofF my own sadliva.
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This world's a vdle of tears,
the same world's a vale of laughter

Without aguile or aguilt, | 9Pilled
coffee on the Buddha, both smiling
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Love Letters to an Absent God

Here within this now, | have no
rela+ion9hip with you or to you..

What separation is there between
us to keep us linked together?

How coan | pray out to you when
you’r‘e not over there, somewhere else?

| pray out to you, but you're not
out there, | pray in, and here you are.

| liked you when you were over there,
you're here now, and | can't see you.

You are not what | imaginecl
when | imagined you Lrom afar.

When | go away Lrom you,
I'm cleliciou«;ly miserable.

But my misery goes bad, it sours
ond begine to couse me pain

Who can | complain to, when
I'm the onhe who goes awa\/?

With you, all my problems dissolve,
'l hever have Prolalems again.

| gave up all my problems For you,
but | kePJr +hinl<ina adbout them.

Thinking, my Favorite problem,
the Problem | love, | 3ive to you.

This love is Polymorphousl
monogamous and Faithful to all.

My love is not jedlous, it doesn+
mind i others’ love is the same.
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This love's like -Palling in no’rhina
but love, deny it, and it remains.

With this love, | con't compoare
having with not having | have it all.

| go away Lrom this love and | come
back, and this love is stil here.

| go away From this love, and
| Find | haven+ gone anywhere.

This reality con't Follow me,
wheh neither of us stays behind.

My mind goes out of itsell, my
invisible socks turn inside out.

This peace in my heart comes out
ofF my mouth, like silent words spoken

Here | om, shouting From the top of
my Iung«;, evenh with my mouth shut.

| get rich on Pleeﬁna love,
but such love is the Iae+raya| of love.

, 1 say without words,
and the sun shines incessantly larighf

How do | love? Let me count the ways.
One way. Now, take away the one.

In this ocean of love, | touch love
with every nerve of my Ioocly.

One day, | see there is ho swimmer
here in my part of the sea.

Love flows like water in water,
and the water cont remember when.

I+ seems | am alone, but on closer
look, 'm hot here at all.
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Where did this being here come From?
This love has ho cominﬂ or goinﬂ.

Love of mine, since | can't lose you,
how can | sing my sad song of loss?

| say | love, but this speaking is
loeyor\d words, so | sing love's love.

This 9inging comes up in my heart,
in my throat, in my eyes, in my mind.

Before | knew love, | couldnt
tell who | loved, | loved the many.

| loved this one, | loved that one,
| loved myse\@, Lrom time to time.

This love is now upon me ke a yeoar
of seasons, like uncalendared time.

Raindrops, Pallina, shout at the seq,
, and it's proven.

| look. in love, and where does m
wisdom 4o? | can't think of a thing,

| stop Peeling emotional, my head-
ache and heartache go away.

| look. in love, | look. in and | look.
out From no’rhina to no’rhinﬂ‘

I_ivir\g in love, we recognize
each other, in loeina who we are.

My seeing returns Ffrom where it
came, | £ind my love is here within

Love's clo+h'|nf] conceals love within,
this love strips dll pretense Lrom love.

Love's light is my raw nak.ed reality
9+r‘ipped of all other claims.
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Outbursts of love, inbur‘«;-Hna upon
my heart, how do | £ind their source?

| look. where direction has no
arrows, | look deep within the seer.

Within this love, | cant see without.
Where is without, within this love?

Within this love is everywhere,
and without this love is still within.

Wave and rain and ocean have no
quartrel to mend with each other.

Rain speaks to the grea’rer ocean
it Lalls upon, enters, and becomes.

| say | love, as a wave becomes
itsellf, within the ocean's swell.

The area+e9+ love I've ever known
comes From the love I've aways been.

Finally, | have tasted my true love,
loeyor\cl al these hames for love.

| stay away From love only when
| stay away From who | am.

This hameless love Iaegir\s everywhere,
and its end cannot be Found.

In these Passir\g times, | teased with love,
a style of clothing sometimes worn

Now, this love has 9+riPPed me naoked
to love without a moment's ceasina.

Life is not nothing to be left For love,
this love aives and tokes no+hinﬁ.

A man lives inside his life like sleep,
then one day, he is awakened.
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In life, a man is lifted up, like
leaves in a whirlwind, like wind.

New love creaks in me, like pain before
the peace | have never not khown
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Walkinf] in San Francisco, 1974

CaPPuccino overflows the cup,
ciﬂareHe soaks in the saucer.

Only +hin9 the walker's wai+ir\g
For is the direction he's going.

Some People are out on the street lke
they just wandered in off the street.

A man sweeps debris to the street,
table scraps, onto the Floor below.

A man Pinch—ar‘ips his cigare-H'e,
the wing of a poison bu++er£|y.

A wine merchant hauls emp+y gallonc;-
to his truck, glas; skulls on a f5+r‘inﬁ.

Gold, on his chest, young man sleeps
on the red aurora of his jocket.

A matron's casual sliaht amost
seeing the object of her scorn.

Young girl, tiny silver Lork earrings,
steps on her Friends foot and grins.

A man squats down to be the picture,
his wife squats to take it, they rise.

Blue ladies sit down in unison,
cross their leg«; into the bargain.

The square's mohnument to war, Lonﬂ
tells Dewey,
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Like you’d imagjne it to be,
a lauilclinﬁ in every detail.

Newspaper againeﬁ the 9+eP9,
ke a large leaf of legible lettuce.

Jack-hammer, next to the curb,
a giant loa++er‘y—Powered hail File.

Barber, sitting cross—leﬂged in his
chair, reaaling \/es+erday’9 paper.

Here's the old puppet man, crossing
the street, with his bog of tricks.

Red head in a green hec{ge,
auH-er ball in a bushy bow\ina alley.

He looks kicked out, cake box, smokyy
vase, one paper Plower, downturned fFace.

Against o marble ponel the blind man
holds his hat, waist high, with both hands.

A biﬁ yellow Lish consumes two morsels
thirough a vent In its right side.

At the pier, mother, son dip Fries in
ketchup, Lather, son split Lish heads.

The pier, the arm of a tour jeteé,
the velvet curtain of the Iaay.

Strider throws the ripples of his
soles across the asphalt behind him.

The only conversations on the bus,
in Chinese, sound Familiar-.
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At the loke, a coup\e embraces,
beside the road, beside their car.

Arboretum cat rubs again9+
Mahoberberis mye+hl<eana.

Ducks and geese on the Pond, a Floor,
with all the properties of water.

A robin Plucks berries into its throat,
quick ?ingers to the hors doeuvres.

A Pale green hose lay on
the gross, Perspiring violenﬂy.

A clean gray margin ofF —(:Oﬂ, above
the turbulent blue page of sea.

RePea+edly, Number 3 slides into
home, throws the ball out to sea.

A cli<;+raugh+ mah, hunched over, as
waves end in a wash small laoys Pla\/ in.

A seagull, lying against the wind,
a small hand from a speedinﬂ car.

Traffic crush, a Niagara of boulders,
ho barrel would stand a chance.

Hiﬂh window, Po++ecl plant, bald man
in a t-shirt, Ieanir\g to the sun.

Eight AM streetcar, silent readers,
restless eyes dart From Face to Face

Woman surveys the Packed streetcar,
like scanning bad Fruits and veﬂe+alales
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He says he'll cut her hair, foams a
itfe at the corner of his mouth.

Reading the horoscope, she 9enuPIec+9
at each church the streetcar passes.

Boy holds his transfer like an unhappy
message, home Lrom the teacher.

Panhandler's hat comes off goes down
between his knees, becomes an income.

Lilor‘ar‘y patrons slip past auar‘ds, bold as
thieves, with their books in their heads.

Five old men, wearing hats, six old
women in kerchiefs, wind in the trees.

Old Chinese, ho\ding a siver cane,
his face, swept clean of adornment.

A Feather on the crosswalk, wheel
breezes,

Cars, on their quick drive home, small rooms
to die in, the streets are Full of cars.

Young moan hods on the bus, his lips
pink. with the residue of cheap wine.

A street lamp glows in the doorway,
a picture Frome of the narrow street.

ClaareHe hits the pavement, like
the famous death of a ‘Pire?\y.
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Fleshy Blue Boat

Words, Plowina in the street, the grimy,
running, squatting words, the chidren.

Poe+ry, train on a track, truck
on the hiﬂhway, 9i++ing oh a rock.
, and she tossed them in the street.

A Fire in my house, Flomes in my
cloor'way? it licks, it laps, she burns.

In Frrance, spiling wine and paint, Miler's wife
showed him two tickets For the States.

She's just a tiny dot on the map,
yet things are going on down there.

Trees rush by, runnina ke water-
color, desire Hies to my heart.

End of the day, | go home, | go
home, | go home, | go home eat.

A picket Lence around your love,
my desire, stuck between the slats.

Bee-Bop Bees, bop and buzz, their new
dance means extra honey in the hive.

Poe+ry/love - it's clear, you turn
the house on its side, people adjuef

Anatomy - each of us - a ?Ieshy blue
boat - made From airplane parts.

This horse, my skin, my skin, a horse dream,
your wrist against my bare shoulder.

Kunninﬂ, out of breath, the box |
crawl into, is my path to Freedom.
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Eaale, noise in my ears, 9P0+«; a small
moving thing on the grour\d below.

Out across the Ioay, | £all down drunk
oh the Far shore, in my window.

Eyes closed, | plant myc;-el@, a leg
kicks out a root in the cool mind.

| listen to +he radio, all night long, the
sound of the sea rising up From below.

I'm beaten down, drunk on the difFference
between that and who | oam.

Fish jump out of the seq, sunlight sings
in the sky, birds Fly, shore to shore.

Images Flood the Floor, lap the walls,
| drink. and drown for a Fresh poem

Alone, | walked to school, the others,
running on paths, behind the trees.

Dedalus explains the death of
his son as a looaﬂng accident.

| go away, come back, go away,
come back, and the pear ripens.

| catch my LFinest thoughts in brief
moments, awaiting their swift return.

A glass, the rain, long gross, soft
music, leaping into the room, shouﬁna.

Muscle cells, tissue cells, neural
cells, everyﬂwina sells but Poe+r-y.

| wandered minclleeely into
this den of lack of iniquity.
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My heart wos a fish ot sea. Life,
inland, has put legs on my wisdom.

Lying down, alr‘ip; Lrom the cup
slip warmly into my Favorite shirt.

Seeing a glass half Full, wise one says,
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Hometown of the Moon

, the seeker says to himself,
| went to prison, then to a drive-in
Lor lunch, , | wonder-.

Before Freedom, chop wood, carry
water, ofter Freedom, still Iau«s\/.

Feeling depr‘essed while singing
in the rain, | don+ negect the rain

In my heart, even defeat tastes
ke victory, | cheer, shout, and weep.

Nature Poe+9 in the ci+y still cateh
their breath, still goze at the moon.

No talking to mysel?. Now, | listen.
Now, ho one calls me crazy.

| point o the moon, moon Fodes, so
| point to the hometown of +he moon.

Day after day, year in, year out,
rollercoasters on the volcano.

| roise Flowers 1o arrest the sun,
| raise a candle to the light.

These words are an oar, Poih-l'ed at
the place in the ocean cdlled ocean

| draw a straight line thrrough
the invisible, until it disappears.

My mind is wood, inherentl
wishing to become its own fire.

'm not an ego, but ife itself,
hanging out, on a Fr‘iclay night.
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Attaock of the Heart

N this place of beauty, the air
creates rooms of textured detail

In this place ofF beau+y, each Face
appears serene, or intent, or both.

In this place of beauty, IareaJrhinf]
is soft like the sigh of the Forest.

In this place ofF great beauty, my
heart dies and revives within itself.

In this beau+y, the poem speak«;
to the other purpose of Ior'eaJrhinﬂ.

In this place of life's greatest Iaeau+y,
ohe breathes the heart of one’s life.

Breathing is the occupation ofF
stilness in the PIi@th of Iaeing.

SHill Iay nature, | am made still
by my habit of living in ife,

| am made still by the sudden
encroachment of my imPendinﬂ death.

I'm made sHill, not against motion,
hot out of time, not in stolen truth.

To know this being in its stilness,
| am made quick by the meeting,

The guick and the hight are the same
deliaht here within their unseen light.
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Two moments reach in the Iunﬂs to
pull the breath out For greater du+y.

The lungs engoge their Finest wind,
withess to beau+y, Pr'oclaimina love.

| inhale and exhale myseH: in some
greater proportion Prollound.

When spirit in this beast arranges
these lungs into storm ond wonder.

This sudden conversion of small
into largest of al, Feels right size.

When death is near, anticipation
dies and clying’s less a concern.

Me+aphor’9 lost, | come home to
no more imagjining abrupt death.

| live death's moment, with no
Focsimie of imaﬂined dying.

| Feel grace, not an+icipa+ion’9
ache of warning and conguest.

My dreams teem with life, both ape
and ow|, sleeping cat, and tiger too.

This arrival holds +he door, unti
endless arrival takes its place.

This hew force rearranges one's
ife into its slight derangemen‘r.

Any cler-angemenJr tries to hold what's
unheld, in concert with the wind.
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A note seems held in the throat, whie
the sound Fades away in the distance.

Time becomes meaningle%, when this
cup overflows with true empﬁness.

In the nature of what is, | Find
the Pr‘edicﬂon of what may come.

Feet on the 3r'ound, toes in the earth,
| sense when rain is c;oming or hot.

This is the Present that grows more
true to itsell, as the droplets Lall.

Racketed Iay contraries, | with-
draw to my heart, a aar‘den plot.

Bachelored lay the pursuit of
lovers, | retreat to open rooms.

Bed room, work room wash room. clining
room, living room, and the roomless room.

My cluttered heart collects its
obstructions, even to its own clamaae,

Then the heart is cleared, and it
pumps aaain with or‘iainal brilionce.

Al of what | am, ih the way ofF love,
conhjures a Lace before me.

Parts of love are held aport From
each other when one part is desire.

Wheh one face of love fades, what
requires love itselk to fade with it?
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The setting sun, in some portion divine,
is hot cut From its moorings.

I what | care for, slips my care,
why should | not still care for caring?

| pursue care, ready to Ilorﬁo
the poem For its poetry.

She's gone where aoinﬂ goes, [ carry
my heart home, safe For the sunrise.

| return to where my heart's
seen itsell open, and opens again,

To Par‘Jmer‘ my heart, | seek to
see it deligl'ﬂ- in no difference.

For most of life, death is externadl,
a piece of the sky that might Fall.

until death appears in the here and
how, and one's chorus Falls silent.

The Physical acceP+9 its Place,
among the wonders and the terrors.

Accep+ance is a voice that soothes
the short-lived and sings the timeless.

In this imagination, Feor is my
some-time choreogr‘apher‘.

Every day in the world, some
terror scrapes my complacency,

But | am composed of peace,
even when 'm overtaken loy war-.
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| am the ar'ound, on which my Lear
dances its doomed Pliﬂht | am the air.

This room of spirit, groce, ond love,
can't be entered Iay caling these nomes.

This aPProxima+ion that we call
al we think. we are, is +emp+ing.

Each animal, hot keen to its death
slips into a comfortable cam

In our dulled wisdom, we
experience on ease of eterrity,

We tell our chidren that 3rar\d£a+her‘
isn't dead, he's only sleeping,

My laocl\/’s a home of life and
death, and | am its overseer.

My truancy From this room of
time, lures me to a ﬂrea’rer knowing.

True knowina is the bloom of
eternity in the garden of time.

Troy Falls, Helen dies, this precious
shape of self is nearest to nothing,

What shall | compare to, when
comparison is the censor of truth?

We never left the ﬂarden, we
merely 9+opped Iaeing ot home there.

Now the taste of death is on my tongue,
| don't need its bite to wake me.
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It is here, if hot in ful, in
deﬁree enough to be felt real

My hobit as a Poe‘r was ohce
to describe the room | was in

Then | saw it was to be present
without time's Furniture.

[ epeak to see the roomless room,
uncluttered of any hame For it

The olive-oil pepper-slice slides £rom
the sandwich to the plate below.

| withess the details of the
empﬁness of the miraculous.

| try to enter the room of
the poem, but it enters instead.

This is the way the sun enters a
room, the laocl\/, the eyes, the heart,

[ speak of a room | knock out
the walls and build nothing in its place.

| enter the oracle’s cave and
Leel shock at its recoaniﬂon.

| look. askance at these poems,
and | see the approximate words.

In this orgasm oF life, I live
the simple real of its sting
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Noked and Dancing All the Time

A painting draws a man into
the moment of his being olive,

Past memory and meoaning, he Feels
cought between prayer ond having sex.

I he calls the Pair\‘rir\g a master-
piece, it Fodes to defFinition.

| loved a woman of great beouty,
men became Fools in her presence,

| wanted her to be as real
as the moment of her beauty,

| wanted to brina this life
ofF mogic into its reality,

And not be something we elevate
ond denigraJre beyong our reach.

When my stunning lover left me,
the woman at the grocery said,

You lost her, she was too much
For you' | agreecl, and | didn+ agree,

| saw her as another of us,
9+rugf]\ing to acceP+ the moment,

To see beauty as an expression
of our common reality,

She Pursuecl herself as a career,
to moke her beauty a Proﬁession,

This is what haEPenc:. to master-
Piece;, each or us, a mas+erpiece,

When we do nothing to jive
ourselves a hame or a definition.
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*

Wheh | surrender to this life,
| become clear in my surrender,

But my +houa|n+«; work to reaain their
hold, like 9+eady rain on the window,

My incessant mind wants m
attention on the idea of love,

Where even the PossilailH-y ofF
love becomes another +houah+,

Like any of the Forms of love,
until | release the thought of love.

We khow our thoughts, like breezes, gus‘rs
and goles, like creatures of the wind,

until this constant, lolowing wind
becomes the element we inhabit,

until all ac+ivi+y becomes
the decoration of the wind.

Whatever one has in one's mind
becomes a part of the blowinﬂ wind,

So that when anyone comes in From
the wind, they bring the wind with them,

The wind in the trees becomes the wind
in my eyes, the wind in my hear+,

until | goin a Fierce tranquility,
or | succumb to the wind.

The constant wind seems intentionadl,
as if it had a wil of its own,

| responol to the wil of the wind,
| give it my Lears and desires,
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To clam these to be who | am
is like caliing the wind by a nome,

| have nothing to hold, and | have
no way to hold what can't be held,

When the wind relents, and the air
is cam, | rest in my windless Iaein@

The wind is known for its fervor,
but this silent windhouse is my home.

out of the wind | see | am blown
dlive by this windless beinﬁ.

I'm here, living a ife, and a wind
has blown +hr'ouah the @ener“aﬂons,

From the beginnina to this time
ofF Porming words o an expression,

| am the same as the nameless
energy of its tranquility.

*

To let go of our common, shared
commitment to a life of namin@

Feels lke betrayal, even when
dePining this self is counterrFeit,

Even when the words | speak, this
ma«;querade, compounol the decepﬁon,

[ cling to these aPPr‘oximaﬂoh;, but
Gome+hing of no+h'lng cuts 'Hnrough/

until | hear the voice of stilness,
stilness remains in every word.

*

| grieve the loss of one | imaﬁined
to be a part of my heart,
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When | hold my loss, thought floods
the awareness that Frees my heart,

Whenh | resist the transience of
life, | become my own Facade,

'm drawn to these focoades lke a
dramatic play of pain and pleasure,

| sit in agitation and imagine
the presence of my peace,

And when | neglect the awareness
that would ease my agjtation,

| grip my ife of pain and pleasure
in the same Fist that blocks its peoce,

The dream of peace and power of love
soothes my pain and Feeds my pleasure,

| love this drama of neglected
awareness and Posﬂ;oned Lreedom,

| cherish this moviemaking life,
this bright Lim of reality.

| love my despera+e dreoms,
Popula’recl by terrible circumstance,

*

This engagement binds my love
of the theater | see before me,

And when | leave the theater,
| engoge my love of its relief,

Just as when any Liction
ends its imaginary existence.

In rebellion, my mind says, You'll die
without these things you Hhink. you heed.'
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Thoughts of Freedom sound Foolish
in the mind that's addicted to itself,

But the captivating drama of
ife and death is a shadow show.

In love with light, | sit in shadow,
ond From the shadows, | love light,

until | break. the contract of thought,
these doamas, this belief school

These ideas | hold close, this doctrine
that soothes and savages my ife.

My mind calls this another example
of the Faiure of the mind

In love of its own ways, this is
the kind of +hinl<ing the mind enjoys,

My mind tells me I'm the deceiver,
the deceived, and the decepﬁon,

Bound together in the way we're
humoan, living in the love ofF life.

Traitor to m hi«s’ror‘y, | break
the contract of illusion, and,

s dropping out of the shadow
school is as difficult as it seems,

Where even among those committed
to its pursuit aond acheivement,

Such clarity seems arcluously Found,
how can | recommend i+?

This is ahother message from
the failure of the mind's own habits.

To stay in the shadow school dims
the light, but when | don't know peace,
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And peace itself seems llusory,
| may still recal its Ioir+|nplace.

*

In my darkest days, I've known +hat
darkness is nothing more than darkness,

Not a sign to deny the sun. Where
light looks, it cannot Find the dark.

In our earliest awe and wonder,
we dwelt in Fear and desire,

until the \/ear‘ning to know who we were
became the romance of aods‘

In the romance of this life,
| tired of its approximations.

More dlive in the moment that's
shed of its meaning, | Fall awake,

And when | find 'm not awake
beyond ilusion, beyoncl meaning,

| see that | am easily misled
by the habits of my ife,

That cling to ife itself | attend
to the crowded moments of life,

But when | give in to the unnamed,
empty moment ofF iife itself,

| pause, ond | stop running around
mysell:, in anxious attendance

*

| honor the poet who died youn
who lived in pain before he olieo?

He lived in beau+y, aware of his
mortality, death was his Foil.
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Being a poet is not what made
him present in his ife or ours,

He stood in the nowhere of his
beouty, and he spoke the truth of it,

His rise from the Fire was a look
through the eyes of eternity,

Neither his living nor his cl\/in@
he was the heart of the moment,

Destined to die, our lives may seem
groceless, we want peace and survival.

We want eternity For ours, and
we hope to Lashion a Fine mask.

But our masks cannot save us,
so we devise masks of eternity.

| Por‘give my dyin@ when
| live in this identical moment,

This has been my r‘eady expression,
and | have ho more use for it

Before, | may have gotten drunk,
a clumsy romance of the body,

Camoul:lage For Pacing m\/t;eH:
alone in an emp’ry universe,

| choose to live past these addictions
and the romance of their uses,

Past love's Facade, neither
its memory nor its ah-HciPaﬂon,
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| let go of balancin@ the imbalance
as something to be done,

Doing is done, and undone, until
nO'Hning's left+ +o do, but no+hing‘

| discover I'm free in this nothing
doinf} hot the dbsence of something,

But the presence ofF everything,
with ho searching reach For anything,

Ih the First shock of being we fell
in love with the life of the mind,

This curious separation From
everything seen and unseen,

This demanding desire to unite
with the seen and the unseen.

I've lived in a mind that hrives
in the play of its enticing pieces,

| Fell into the fear | was alone,
| Fell thrrough Lear, through terror,

| £ell into the abygs of my
owh laein@ then into its peace,

The vast peace that thrives in the
unteachable Fullness of life itself

*

I_ivir\g on earth, as the Phy;ical
children of physical others,

We create structure where none
exists, hello, mother, hello, Father.

We want life to have meanin
until meaning overtokes ife itself.
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Knowing my ife at its essence
did nothing to Free my compulsion,

Komancinﬁ existence became
my personal pilar of meaning,

| Founded life on something ofF
nothing, as it that gave it meaning

| 9haPed hothingness to my likin@ we
have named this selffless self, soul.

In my -quugh-%s, | became a hero
of concentrated emptiness,

Ih the fulhess of being,
os a rich romantic r‘eaIH'y,

The meaning of meaninglessness,
a soulful version of the real.

And my areedy mind «;Jrayed at play,
always a +|nir\g in ever\/+hir\g.

[ +houah+ of no +houah+, with ho one
present to have the thought of no thought,

No one to withess +hou3h+’f—;~ absence
except this wondrous thing of nothing,

| was at ease in a Pre+er\se [ migh‘r
have enjoyed For a lifetime.

| kept a self that adlowed for
passion, deepair', and disilusion,

With all the character of anyone
ohe miath meet on the street.

The self as soul, center of the
universe, placeholder of meaning,

| +ried to match, i heart and mind,
the deepecﬁr of what I've always been,
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But this selffless self's a self of the
mind, that believes its own beliefs,

Even when it knows the mind's wor‘kingc:-
are a laundling of gossamer.

This domain of thought and Peeling is ho
small Feat, we've done ourselves proud,

As selll—imaﬂininﬂ creatures
of our own beliefs and sensations.

Naming the unhamable became
the romancing of existence,

until love of existence became
the love of its definition

Here's the book of my 30&9, my passions,
my reason, +hey are the same book.

*

Brokenhearted in love, | have
hever been broken in love itself,

Love has been my Fllness, my
emptiness, my dr‘u@ my awakeninﬁ.

| have been asleeP in love, | have
been awake in love, my haven,

A respite From disappearinﬁ
in unhamable reali’ry.

V\Ihy go any deeper in this being
here, when love is adll there is?

I'm the storm, | am the eye ofF
the storm, | refuse any reﬁuge‘

One man lay on the barren ground,
to withess the death of the Ioocly.
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[ lie in stilness to withess the
death of the proximating mind.

Unreceptive to directives from the
mind, despair seeks my quiet heart,

N this threat to control +hough+
works to convince me | am my despair,

But 'm not this despair, | am the
moment in which deepair occurs.

*

Every mother bonds us to
a life of union and separation,

Whenever anyone close dies
or goes away, one may despair‘,

| despair in the death of my love
of this life and of this being,

| despair in the death of my love
of the world, of love itself.

But | am that mother, no Ionger'
here to anchor my love and Fear,

This is the moment of release
Lrom the romancing of the real

Alive in the -l'houah-l' of beil’la
a lover, of loeing thought a lover,

Alive in this moment, there is no
more heed for this feint of the red,

Unheld in love, I'm the same
as the love that | imagine holchnﬁ,

As it dll love were a passing thing,
but this love does not come and g0,
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Whoever has lost a love may traonscend
these transient thoughts of love,

| accept this despair‘, to see the
Fullness greater than any loss,

[ 9+ay to see geparaﬁor\ between
al Forms of love disappear-

*

We are wise to listen to the wise,
until we leave the wise behind,

To go into the unknown the wise
can only describe from a distance,

We know the lush and dar\gerous
widerness of our own existence,

Even if we dont trek to its heart,
its center is alway«; with us.

A man tells his time as a monk,
its rigors made to Free the mind,

He saw the natural ag‘lna of his life
had done the work for him.

No+hina was as clearly seen in his
mind, as when he 9+opped holohng it.

[ 9+ay in +hou2h+’s awareness,
until thinking Fails +o seduce me.

| stay until | Feel the ground beneath
thought's construction, Lall away.

| stay in the heart of love, unti
romance is freed From its habits,

until desire is its occasion,
and not love's authority.

*
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Knowing who | am and where |
come From is not the end of +ravel,

Free of the mind's romance is hot
the same as loeing sent to a &u\a@

| don't love any hero, any 9od,
any lover, any less,

For setting them Free from the
desire and the romance of the heart.

Instead, | live in that wider
reality that includes them all.

| am not water, | oam hot movement,
'm not the course of my Llow,

'm not the shadow of my stream,
but its occasion, its energy,

'm the being of this awareness,
the awareness of this being

When | stop ea’rina my sugar’, | think
something heeds to take its place,

Nothing is so sweet that it needs
to take the place of reality,

Godot has come and gone, love itself
leads nowhere but to love itself

This is what is so disconcerﬁng
this peace contains ho containment,

My sugar speaoks ofF Paradise/
I+ auararﬁees my seat on the Plane,

until | Find 1 am already
living at my destination,

V\lakina up in Par'adiee is a
di;appoin+men+ to the airlines,
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After living in the house of
romance, how | live in who | om.

Familiarity is gone From
all | once thought Lamiliar.

Without its deep romantic cast,
| lose the play of its Fitered light,

Seeing becomes 9iﬂh+, «;iganr becomes
vision, with no division between.

*

| took- a welcome +r‘iP to a
Poreiﬂn country, it was mogical

| went a second time, expecﬁr\g
the same, but it was real

I Pre?er reality, but | might
have denied it, that First time,

Romance is a charming dance that
doesnt seem False when it's oceuring

Romance makes the routine
miraculous, the miraculous routine.

This real comes dressed as itsell,
| drank espresso in Progreso.

Reality terrifies and inspires,
| climbed the Pyramids.

*

In this theatre of life, | see
other dramatic characters,

Dancin@ sinﬁin@ ha+in@
Piﬂh‘rin@ Kiling, loving,
| see others, in fear and passion,

accepting and den\/ing life,
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Acting in and out of control,
I:ully dlive in their own being,

My character has substance, ye+
with ho bocly, costume, or language,

Nothing seems o be Pi\ling out or
holdina up my ife's Perﬁor‘mance.

5i++ir\g in an emp’r\/ chair, | see
arms, legs, the trunk of a Ioody,

| hear the timber, resonance
and echo of a voice, crying out,

Deep within my throat, | hear the
cal ofF Kir\gs, and | become a king,

| hear wadiling, | become a naked
loala\/ oh a cgrk hiﬂhway.

The roar of the gathering crowd
maokes me a hero or a vilain

[ 9ing out the voices in my throat,
until there seems no end to them.

Someone enters +hrou3h an opeh
door, there is a picture on the wall

Since I'm hone of what | appear
to be, Im Free to be who | am,

Characters come to the Fore, the
run the gomut ofF thought and action,

Emotions, intimacy, idiocy,
| hear a clock +icl<ir\@

| speak. of the red, and | remain
no one, wearirlg my costume,

I want to know the 9cr‘f+, what happehg
next, | look. across the oo+ligh+9,
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My throaot constricts, there's 9+aae Pr‘iah-l'
in Per?orming this all-+oo-human life,

| become Fearful of the empty, silent
9+age, | want to know some-Hqin@

Where should | stand, and what should
my character be? | +iﬂh+en my belt.

| want to learn the comings and
goings of adll the other players.

Do | speak? We gree’r each other,
| become one in their company,

Here is the director's chair. | write,
direct, and Perﬁor‘m al the parts.

| stammeyr, when | can't remember
my lines, | posture, | hold Forth,

When | have no «;Peakinﬁ lines,
| become an extrao, holdir\@ a spear.

| Fade into the backar‘ound, | stand
by the side, | come to the Front.

| tear at the scenery, [ +oPPIe
the walls, | rip out the seats.

| hope For meaning, Ke+ nothing
chanaes the state o my awareness.

| rest, in character, conscious
ond aware, withess to the drama.

Ih the moment of who | am, hone
of this is mine. | comb my hair

| can't be misunderstood Something
tells the truth, | put down my script.

Nothin surpasses the theatre
of there laeing ho theatre.
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| create a show, knowing nothin
shows what is, but everything does.

| cannot tell what is, without
loeing its salesman. There's music.

There is nothing that does not
reveal what is, so | take a bow.

| speak. as it 'm present. | cloim
the spoce empty of my presence.

I'm sound in a shape that composes
a song to its own empﬁness.

| take heart in the di;appearance
of what makes itself seen and heard.

Holding out my hands. | shout, I am
hot herel" | whisper, ‘Here | am

[ speak to the emPer reaches
of this theatre. s a Iaig space.

My mind swims. It swirls with thought,
kr\owir\g no—’rhough’r is +hough+’9 origin.

No—+hou3h+ Popula+eg my +hin|<in@
no-man inhabits my loocly.

No-stage supports my PerPor‘mance,
no-universe stretches to my end.

*

This man, born a boy to Par‘en-h;
in llinois, stands on the stage.

He spedks to nothing and no one,
to everything and to everyone.

He says we talk +oge+her, so our hearts
may commune with each other,
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We talk +oae+her‘, S0 our common
being may commune with itself.

This one that he is, who says there
is ho one PresenJr, is the same one

Who oppears here now in place
of his emptiness. It is what we do.

This art that frames me human
is the same art that shows me artless.

Ih the art of this artless bein
a voice comes out of the darkness,
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| Is My Naome

lis my name, used everywhere,
loy everyore, it's an adlias,

| stands on a stage, | looks at
people’s Loces. The world is dlive,

| reads written poems in reference
to what | sees around me.

| dlso writes what | thinks, feels,
knhows, imagines, and what | is.

Since | is an dlias, what
[ says is also an adlias.

These poems - an dlias For what is,
| - the dlias maker.

What is real and what is not read,
sometimes | know, sometimes | dont know.

¥s hard to keep it straight,
whenh | is an dlias for who | am.

11 speaks of a bear, the wind, the moon,
or the trees, it seems more clear,

But all things are an dlias For their
essence - +hey are what we see.

| say | is an dlias, | +ry
to indicate its essence.

The essence of | is not as
defindble as its name or Face.
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Awareness of the essence of |
is the freedom of detachment.

| often say |, ot the very
beginning of my detochment.

Then | say 3oodlaye to | say hello
to every+hing, then let 90,

| say bear - there is no bear. | say the
bear lives in the woods - ho woods.

There is a bear, there's a poem, and
there's an | who writes these words.

l is lost in the details - the details
are Found in their essence.

| looks down the road, and | sees
a r‘unning bear. | runs with the bear.

| is the bear, | om the bear,
| is the bear running, | run.

The more | say |, the more
| am defined as the undefined |

Each of us is I | speoks For
al of us. | has many other names.

Repeat ofter me - |, your nome,
repeat ofter me - My name is |

I go For a walk, the rain comes
down, | become wet, | is the rain.

| cry, | cries, tears £all, | rains down,
the arouncl, is drenched, | is the 3round
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| have my ways, I is the way to |,
| gets in the way of 1

| walk with a 9+riding gait, | slump,
| slouch. ¥'s what | does. | do.

Essence is always here. The face
of essence fades in and out of sight,

| is wearina a shirt in the 9haPe
of | Hs a hew cotton shirt.

| is wearinﬁ new shoes. | is bare
Foot. I is Footless, without Feet.

| has no Face. | takes my Foce.

s a nice Face. Faceless, | smiles,

A brightly plumed bird Pew by, ten
+housand years ago. Do you see it?

Dream the future, what wil be,

it lives too, in the dlias of I

Room of dliases, this churnir\a
cauldron, this amazement of .

This love of life, common
inheritance, pomposity of self

Engine of dreams, origin
ofF imagination, | let | sing,

Shout | From the hiltop. Whisper
| in the darkness. | lives its life.

| say | in poems. | say | in life.
You is ho different.
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We is ho better. It's another
dias. We is plural I

Do not despair‘. Fall back in
recogpnition |, you, we are Fine.

Who we are is naked, dancing al
the time this nameless dance of life.

Even in our unspeakable death,
we dance the joules of molecules.

Stop ond dance, | tells my self. There's
room to be Free, here, inside no |
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Scratch a Family

Scratch a ?amily, see what bleeds,
what becomes the life of its chidren. .

We unearth what's stored in mind,
For unPreclic;’rable use in unbound life.

Pine cones litter the way - soft
grenades - a tree’s regeneration.

A curious boy Folows a snake
as it slips under a closed gote.

A chid is a mind in a Ioocl\/ ot
play, before Fear is named.

Elbow on glass, this gar—den cofe,
the earth lies beneath it, unseen.

Animals in the ci+y imaﬁine
themselves running in the wild.

old dog howls at the moon in the
dark. night of a clear blue sky.

A greyhouncl gracel:ully runs by its
owner's side, tethered with a rope.

I_ooking up, barely out, a man talks
of honkey-tonks and road repairs.

Ambition is a fraud, contrived For
the benefit of gain ond loss.

All rivers Flow to the sea as if
they're one, but For the aligators.
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Loughter interrupts ife with more
joy than melancholy con conjur‘e.

An old man sleeps in caofes,
resting the mochinery of his heart.

An old man, a hero in his
Priva+e memor-y, loves licorice.

An old man sleeps in his chairr, pen
in his clenched Fist, papers in his hat.

Deep in Oregon, an old man recalls
his mother's critical +onﬂue.

An old man, who's not yet old, seeks
his PerPeci- Fate in a woman's eyes.

This vast and eternal peace, a breath
in the heart a moment on earth.

Feet sting From running on cement,
not like the river's mucldy bottom.

Rings on her Pinaer; on the keys,
they Rlick like Peas, lke crocodies.

£ music plays in my ears, and no one
hears my voice, am | deaf to myseH:?

By the lake where | once lived,
a man teaches boys to control a ball

| rest in a warm breeze. 'm 3en+ly
caressed lay the ignorant world.

City of no bugs, birds, or beasts,
a runnina mother Pushes a prom.
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The wind stirs the trees, branches,
until the leaves seem to control the wind.

Some walkers stride, some strol, some pace,

some run, some stumble, some skip, some roce.

Suh on the water invites the eyes
to dance, alone, or with the trees.

Here we weep, os in the world, we
loully, and the sient chidren watch.
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Inside Modern Ar+

Looking out From a gollery,
| look. deeper - within - From within.

| see water in ruts run down a hil
Lrom a copse of trees - loleeding.

In this modern gollery, white stairs,
white walls, a Flat white maze windir\g.

Art+ful eyes peer through artFul windows,
a dark hall, chunks of broken lives.

Black and white movie, empty room,
wall of cries, a woman eating grapes.

All-white Pho-l'o on an al-white wall,
a stark lkeness of its Iaackﬂrouncl.

Art breaoks spaces into spoce, unboxes
boxes, throw curves across sleek Floors.

Empty room through an open door,
a thick wall of undulaﬁna waves.

Flesh is Film, blood is air, move from room
to room, see the white walls lor‘eaJrhir\a.

This alay has me wonderin@

Four Piaur‘es dance in a boat, an oar
stands, smokir\a a long cigarette.

A man stares at an unpeopled nude,
he sees a wound on Pain+ec| skin.

GrraPePruH on the Floor gets a laugh,
the artist paints his great Foce large.
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Wide galler‘y ~;+eP9, without color, smooth
as the Floors, watch where you walk.

Back on the ci+y streets, the real
made dbstract the abstract real.

Al things can be made art, we are
the art, street repair' everywhere.

Traoffic slows to a crawl, Ii@h-l's come oh,
the light Fades, we linger over tea.

Geese, squawkina in Pliah-l', come to
rest on a Pond, as if by its desian.

82



Stop Time Look Around

The only +hina that saves me
From this poet's ife is its poetry.

| paint in the dark, wet colors on
wet, Poo+Prin+9 in the surging surf.

Si++ing still in my chair, all these years,
| barely hotice its win@ed claws.

On this path of nature, the moment
bursts into the air around me.

The wind has no feet the light has no
wings, heat wears no hat, cold no coat.

| yun to the world, Por‘geﬁing
my Feet, | watch my Feet and Fall.

This life of words, danc;ing in the dark,
holding a Plickering conde.

Behind my eyes, | catch the glint
of gold in their blind capocity.

This peace, never not here, | seek
its reflection everywhere | look.

In this dream, 'm a stone mason,
buildina walls of words that disappear'.

Newspaper, bereft on the table,
in the sun, dried of its content.

The area+e<;+ heartbreak. we see
is the one we create Iay our presence.
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In the pain of the world, eyes choke
with tears, anger comes without relief

Death's unbeaten in the +al<ing
ofF lives, yet we challenge its record.

Brain in knots, | complain adbout knots
when my complaining ties the knots.

These explodina molecules,
rolled into a conglomeration.

Poe+ry Poin+s at no+hin@ the sunset,
the dawn, the cold calaloage soup.

Work's a meditation, | say, and
the day Llies by, like a Fat bird.

| see the sun, mine, | see the moon,
mine, | see myselﬁ, no onhe here.

The songbird does not care what
| think, nor | what the songloircl think.s.

| lean a ladder to climb a wall,
spicler‘ ighores my mimicry.

Young girls dog has a muzzle on its
mouth, its nose, full of the world.

Swallows, in eros, climb the clouds,
amid crowds of loud, wallows of wings.

| hung half the earth on the sky,
it began to Fall, | held my cry.

| saw the world in a room,
the room was emPer, | saw it all.
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To become truly haked, ho more
anthropomorphizing mysel?.

Exhaustion crawls up my «;Pine,
back up the pole into the Lirehouse.

skin of one hand slides across the
other, two cats Fall asleep as one.

Cars in the window, rushing la\/,
Gmudgee in motion against the sky.

Obsession blurs the moment, for
the sake of its own darkeninﬁ light.

Wild boars on a wild island, Free,
in their sense and 9en~;ibi|i+y.

Summer suh, its oven heat, ho walls or
doors, cooks this great roomless room

| hope to save the world, alone,
without the world knowing it

Heroes die timeless, we live, in their
agelessnese, the hearts occasion.

Parts of the air, where is their map?
This path leads me around the world.

In joy, | think of joy. often not,
Plumed birds appear, Ply away.

Somewhere, in between here and there,
here and there beﬂin to live as one,

To be a doer, yet contemplative,
cloina heed not hide its soul.
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Mind does not Free its thoughts, nor
a burring barn, the terrified horses.

Forty-nine die at the wield of a gun,
leaves cling to a windblown branch.

Farmer stands with ohe hand on his truck,
his other hand, counting the rain

Love is a word for what we are,
other words say what we say we are.

Doors open, lovers emerge, +|ney
populate the night, the band plays on.

Wind Flies, without will, thirough trees,
blood Floods the brain, ideas run wild.

Man moves, each foot thrown out ahead,
sun cares nothing of trees or the sea.

Racoon mother blocks her chid, her
black eyes, Iaig as bowls of cactus.

Fomed writer, rumored raised in a
whorehouse, clepends on his memory.

She died in ttaly, he in France,
she in Por+uaal, he in Spain.

Unbound by thought, all we do
is a simple +hin@ even this +hin\<ing.

Memor‘y knows but memory, your
love knows who | am, my love you.

Time is a private thing, shared by al,
air passes +|nrouah our Public lunﬂa
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When | think to live without humilH'y,
my Ffinest love leaves me.

Mind and god, mother of the Father,
| leave you For the open rood.

This moment is +emporaril\/
Lorever, every breath knows it.

Thrust into the commonplace
of tasting my own saliva, | live.

Wanﬁng some+hina to inspire me,
| have only this boundiess life.

These words are one sound next to
another sound, until we hear their heart.

Crossing through thorny thickets toward
a sea of clover, random bir‘dsor\g.

| commune with ﬂolclen butterFlies,
with my eyelids, these sudden wings.

Alive in peoce, | walk back
intfo town, cr‘avir\g the Familiar.

| look. up From my painting to see
what I'm painting, Fresh in the real

From this empty mind, in +his
Pier‘y heart | love this liFe of love.

Stop time, look around, nothing is
gone, the moment is birthing itself.
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Spiraling Toward Ar‘mageddon

My mind is a rabbit hole, | am ar‘ound,
in this charade, | am real.

| close my eyes, the world goes dark,
they open, | am born in darkness.

All are welcome among us,
until one is said to be a dar\ger.

Triumph of the chosen over them-
selves, in the shape of the other.

Feor and the desires of the Fearful
breed death in the name of life.

Cowed b\/ a lack of Faith in life itself,
we arm to the teeth and wail.

Dire warnings of the Fearful drive
us deeper‘ into our own fears.

Failure to make peace among others
lorings us to war ih our own hearts.

We wave weapons at each other,
in the failure of our ancient Faith.

Spiraling toward Armageddon,
the end times For a world of love.

Not what any god of love would
wish for, but a human desire.

Or we welcome human embrace,
and become the presence of Freedom
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The beouty of each Flower
blooms in its transient reali+y.

Sending out grasses to Fill my eye
with sprin@ | become a new year.

| live as one not at peace with
the world, and stil, in peoce, | live

Ih the rubble of a Fadllen house,
so many signs of it rising

| look For residence in the distance,
ond it keeps returning home.

Viewing the cool moon, 9+ar‘ir\g ot
the distant light, my eyes turn inward.

Whenever | see train tracks, | g0
along their way, ho train in sighf

Poet, on the road, makir\g words
From the trees, the sun and the air.

Lost continent of the young, drunk,
clruﬂaed, on their recent epipharniies.

S+eeped in boilir\@ broth, the vege-falales
lose their memory of the earth.

The muse, mosH\/ Femoale, mos-Hy male,
imaginaﬁon, mos‘rl\/ on its own.

Bobbing in the waves of images
of the world, searching the shore.

This living hand, scribblinﬁ messages
From a empty, shaken-out mind.
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Ih fear's awakening, the mind
resists letting go its stolen life.

Look where | cannot see, be my eyes,
" be yours, we'll go there as one.

Words, made to be said aloud, resemble
those that front the dancing heart.
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Saond From the Sunny Beach

In the deser+, Jungle awakens.
In the Jungle, Joy awakens.

Debris of trees lies on the ground,
surr‘ounclinﬁ its Fertie genesis.

In this ocean of Forest, 'm drowned,
I'm saved, by my unsparing wilderness.

Those who come to the ﬂaJre, swinﬁ it
wide, except For the worm and the wren.

| strive to translate blades of gross,
a bowl of soup, a barefoot chid.

Sience, Folowed by silence, followed
by unspoken words, then words.

In pain like Colorado, a mountainous
land next +o Nebraska.

What tears are these? These tears rain
down, a sky of tears pours into the sea.

Wanﬁng to do one thing,
another thing steals my desire.

When loved ones go away, love turns
to dreams in the light behind the eyes.

Heart knows the heart of what sweeps
the heart away in the heart ofF itself

Earth is sacred to those who seek. it,
Proﬁane to those who ignore groce.

91



Strong wind blows away the wind,
old ?amily photos, dried and crumbling

| hear of a war, soon to laegin,
out of the war that never dies.

The work bell rings, Pilling the sience,
unFiled, laeyond the eounding bell.

Wheh | Fall from a small ladder,
we Fall as one, in tune with the earth.

| thought | had seen, but | had not,
then | saw, and how | am seen.

The noise of the world is the hoise
of what's in the world to be heard.

Wasp, at peace in its chambered home,
read\/, il any threat is to come.

Joy in the world There it is. Here it is.
No, now it's gone. Now, it's back.

Tal ladder feels the ﬁr‘ouncl when
seeing remains in Front of my eyes.

Bee circles lke a seagull searches
a new island across the waves.

My brother writes From the islands,
eending me sand From the sunny beach.

uUnbound by thought, everything
we do is a simple thing, even thought.

With bow!l and spoon, I'm r'eady
to navigate the world, land and sea
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To Touch a Love

I love who you were and who you
have become, which one is the other?

Memories tell our difference,
awareness unites us in the Iiﬁht

A railing's shadow zigzags down steps
as the sun drope to an angle.

A poet | don't know used my words,
all is stolen, no-Hning’s taken.

The trance of each beginning
signals a clepr"lvaﬁon, or a joy.

The street looks the same, 9Peecﬁr\g

cars are copies of the same, as am |.

My shadow zigzogs down the stairs,
as much as | strive to walk uprigh‘r.

A tourist bus passes, Packed with
happy People who live somewhere else.

| pause, in reading my Lriend's poetry,
it takes time to touch a love.

The sun, in autumn, cooler than in
summer, reminds winter of spring,

So desired outside, the child inside
hides and wonders about the world.
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ShaPed to the Ear

one Fills one’'s bow! with words, then dumps
them out, they cover the Lloor, the earth

Or‘dinar‘y reality, shaped

to the ear, becomes musical.

We keep in sigh+ what 9+ay9 in the
eyes, the simple wonder of seeing,

A harvest unseen, the nourishina
grouncl, beneath the nurturing hand.

This body’s ife might be seen, it
it too were reveded at the root.

Overwhelmed Iay ife, sometimes lay
the hame and +he haming, we live on.

Humble in its greatness, this ife
calls the same to us, until we hear.

She walks +win doas, who move apart,
then as one, two parts of the same blood.

This heart of mine belches, farts, and roars,
such crude beauty From tender source.
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Heartbroken

s true that 'm heartbroken, 'm
heartbroken in the unbroken heart.

There's nothing in this ife that doesnt
show itself to be heartbreaking

So much is exhilara’rin@ but
the end of it is hear‘Har‘eakir\g.

So much is of generous deliaht
omid disdain and destruction.
real,

The true Peelir\g of the human heart
os a carrier of wonder.

This heartbreok is the Finest way
t+o honor what the heart knows best.

Love, unafraid to withess itself
in a time of desolation.
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Sitting Alone Without Wonder

A rack of apples, Polished and shiny,
two hundred teachers await.

A man | don't know shouts across
the cafe, "Who's gonna win the raoce?"

My head swims in the clouds, I've gotten
too much sun or not enough shade.

Reflected lights in window gloss,
?I\/inﬁ soucers pose For their pictures.

Cars in the lot, trees on the hillside,
neither are waiting For people.

The older | get, the closer
[ ae+ to the age | will be soon.

| curse the memory ofF my
Porgeﬂlulne«;s, and then Por‘ge‘r it

[ Iaea‘ln to Feel better, the blessina
of a hap, or the world turns.

| counsel myseH:, as | have been
tought, and then | look to the eky.

Sorrow is my middle name,
aofter sadness, ahead of despair‘.

Theres no hame fFor who | realy am,
some of us act the way we Leel
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Me+aplnysician, Koahn ThyseIP

| wait to be comina, until
coming | am, From being to be.

| ook myselll to India, and when
[ ao+ home, | was still here.

| ook myselll to India, and when
[ 9o+ home, | was here still.

| ook mysel£ to India, and when
[ ﬂoJr home, | was still, here.

| ook myseH: to India, and when
[ ﬂo+ home, here | was, stil.

| ook myselll to India, and when
[ ao+ home, stil, here | was.

| ook myselll to India, and still,
when | @o+ home, | was here.

| ook mysel£ to India, and when
[ ﬂo+ here, | was home there.
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Ah Yes

Fires drift From state to state,
br'eaﬂ‘\ina becomes danaeroue. Ah yes.

We seek to find our place in the
history of hopes and Fears. Ah yes.

Dark. trees are lit, loeyoncl the glass,
the glass is lit Lrom within. Ah yes.

Words come slowly back, intent
oh the silence of this sorrow. Ah yes.

One takes power with his bravado,
saying it's For our sake. Ah yes.

Gasoline spilled by a car, driver
steps aside, ho harm done. Ah yes.

Sit down beside the ones in pain,
show them +|ney are hot adlone. Ah yes.

Good has been taught as long as i,
only this moment is born. Ah yes.

Dark sky is the home of the light,
we awaken from the night. Ah, yes.

The sun shines in this shrouded heart,
looking For its own way out. Ah yes.

Despair is \/e+ another version
of unremembered joy. Ah yes.
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Red Leaves

Red leaves in the trees, yellow and
green beside them, blue sky up above.

Manh in an old truck crosses the road,
Plyina his r‘aaaed Stars and Bars.

Memories ?iﬂh‘r on, cl\/ing dreams
stil glow, grass is +r‘amplec{ underfoot.

Bone bruise on my heel, | walk sliﬂhﬂy
above the grouncl, training to Ply.

The sun shines in the shrouded hear+,
a hand touches the chrysanthemum

The end of the Parade, a rusted
van, a traier For the homeless.

Celebrants crowd into the cafe,
in proise of recent happiness.

Sadness lingers in the air, shrouded
joy wears its well-worn clo‘rhing home.

Mothers tak. whie chidren play,
domination dances with submission.

Ih fowns, before the wars, streets were
mode of earth now covered in rubble.

Death loangs onh doors and windows,

Il

beggin@ ‘Please let me in, | mean no harm'

Winter is coming, and yet the lettuce
grows, the gross seems to 9+a\/ green.
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Pretty Postcards

In the near, under the sky,
the decimation of desolation.

A +winl<lin3 in the ni3h+, on openln@
are we not like each other?

uPliPrina thoughts animate the stilness,
the Ii3h+ 9+ay9 open all r\ighf

The huclear family, scattered,
we live in Front of the Future.

Plaid jocket zipped tight, dust in the
ceiling vents, Iarea‘rhinﬂ is personal.

Tight mouth, Pulled to a pinch, Fost texting,
ripped jeans, anger serves the angry.

What's invisible? Singers in unison,
a Iaughinﬂ pair, stir sticks.

Shiny Pa+en+ leather shoes, non-
compos mentis, it means | love you.

What's vour frome of reference?
A ?unny smell, knock before entering

He hods, a big gun in his holster,
we live in bastions of plenty.

More than meets the eye, the
origin ofF absolu+ely everything

s you were the one in charge? A see-
thirough blouse, long lists ofF things to do.

Lumberjack walk, mumblinﬂ, is war
the antidote to complocency?

Sheepskin coat, heart Pounding, ts clear
we care For the same things, you and .
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Maaic Marker, PUH:Y Parka, ﬁr‘aphics
mascara, No que~;+ior\ \/ou’re rithr.

She's Flamboyant, he stumbles, goves
of £ shoulder shake, let the show beg’ln.

Ankle bracelet, bomber Jacke-h
double chocolate, some catastrophe.

A rhapsody in words, | thought it was
mine, maybe not, maylae it's yours.

Tell the truth, you've seen it all before,
The edae of your seat, a slight shrug,

i+ tokes imaginaﬁon, briﬁH‘ liﬁh’re,
and a Peace@ul place in the heart.

Diamond brooch, imperious demeanor,
she says they're all delinquen+c;-.

Pretty Po~;+car'cl9, and i | die First?
Cup of teo, big hug aond a kiss.
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The Other ( . Rimbaud)

Any other Poe+ is the same
as |, the same as all others.

Chinese saying, bad government, run
For the hills, @oocl government, same.

Here in the hils, hils and more hills,
out on the prairie, the distant hills.

On the prairie, one can see For miles,
in the hils, one can see the Hhills.

On the mountain +oP, below beckons,
no hur'r'y, eky is also home.

No+hing cams like ge++ir\g nigh+
aond day together in their likelihood.

The peeling bark. of the sidewalk. trees
Lutters in the light autumn breeze.

Happiness seems to linger here aond
there, your hand on mine, for instance.

Sun warms and then becomes too hot,
how are the heat and the cold at home?

Hope does not hide in these things of love,
but these things of love hide in hope.

Who can say a word against the sun,
except those who blister and burn?

Leaves pile up at the Foot of the wal,
around the tables and chairs.
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