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Inside, it's warm eneugh /
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te sleep well, while elsewhere (= TN e e iain
the sky spreads itself se thin ) L35 '“E"'_iﬂf“'j
it can't get warm, H5A R i

Wi What 4f, this spring, ene persen
ferget about the sky
and was bappler that way.
What if the way the resy peach
sposdde £l Toundly over ¥ pi T
oVer the DLt \yus Het"
wie ngt a reminder ef heaven and earth
or the tendency teward pairing
such disparate things,
net always wise, Never mind
the vagagyies ef weather,
sueh a fickles guest.
Like a Wey, the sky 1e ne help:
When I meve it finds me,
leins in te teuch my skirt,
then anether girl's.
I knew that witheut me te upheld it,
the sky will never be witheut
due sdmiration., It's at its best
anywhers, But even imagining
whare the fergetten eencerns
get te when ne lenger had,
it's the sky that cemes te mind,
It's se vast, and vastly sad,
What I try te think ef the heat
thaac Ftains eentain
witheut feeling serry abeut the sky,
and the terrible distance
it has te ge, being blue
mntill 1t Kkneeld down and teuchem earth,
eyclr 2ol
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TAUTCLOGY

Let's say that love 1s a love

that eannot die,

So that if 1t does

it is not of matter

neither created nor destroyed, and isn't love.
So that to have loved and lost

is never to have loved at all.

What if the loved object dies

and the love is without object,

then what is the -.SEM& of love?

Can wem lovEidie with impunity?

What if the object lives

and the love takes another subject to love? |

Can love be allowed its own death? e (5 Seitea!
Or is love a love defined by itself, WtadT 2 pout

knowing nothing but itself,
in and of itself, within and without itself?
Is'love flat, or round, or random?

iy odas
Is it made of molecules or phonemes?afii;ldff

Does it have two or more sides?

Is it itself? Does it love itself?
Let's say love was a love that died.
Let's say love never loved us

and did what it pleased

and made its own cholces,

so that a love unloved was not itself a love
and couldn't love.

Let's say love can wait for us to die

3 1d
’

W in waiting to Tove—— | . |
sn't lo and dles, Tt dcad S

unless t is love, =

o IR
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But I am part of the same people

who bear up wrdignity every day

in the face of the falling and the fallen,
for ecenturies, and dream

of waking up without the shame or fear,
when the sight of the late afternoon

on the river won't shatter

into teaxrs in the beholding eyes.

Oh I don't want to talk about 1it,
It just goes on and on.
I know in my heartit's my own despair

M that I feaxr mosi, and is most evil. 3‘ Bt ( ﬁ,ﬂ g At

- is like the urge, the need, to place one's hands

on the woundi Involuntary. i Dty
And it can't be helped.

el at MhaT pamd 8TER
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ide s
J it's warm eneugh mﬂi‘h sleep well,
while edsewhere
ths sky spreads itself se thin

it can't get warm, i

What if, this €Pring, ene persen

and was happier that way.

What if the way the resy pucl{qpxnis itself reundly
ever the pit/was net"

a reminder heaven ‘and earth

er the tendsncy teward pairing eff such disparate things,
net always wise. Never mind the vagaries

of weather, sueh & fickle guest. Like & bey,

The sky is ne help: When I meve it finds me,

leans in te teuch my skirt,

then anether girl's, I kanew that

Witheut me te upheld it, the sky will never be witheut
due admiratien, It's at its best anywhere.

But even imagining where the fergette

cencerns get te when w'n longer, L*

ties,
it's the sky that cemes te mind. Itthvaat and vastly sad.

”\T}wﬁ"\l 1 vEE “think ef the heat
the curtains centain
witheut feeling serry abeut the sky,
and the terrible distance it has te ge, being ®lue
until it kneels dewn and teuches &me e~arth,

forget abeut ‘the sky, - H_.-_—F:J



It must be the imaginaticn o

1s no longer good enough, = 7 RO T o v
We're lazy, we want the facts. '

I wish the world were all painters; ‘

how differently might we see - '
But how eclear must the mind's eye be
to witness death without help?

w“'i‘ Py ..-'_r:'f ;:1.'-1.-.‘;"75' _“-..1'-;_,1 e o

= —
i PR =

I thought I saw, once, on the bridge,

& human body lookkng down.

I didn't have to stay to wateh

the way that it might fall,

I've seen how the dust falls, .

caught, as if by chance, in'a ribbon of light;
it seems, sometimes, to be floating

back up to heaven,

€ T,V,® showsus our modern deaths,
second-hand. We are spectators;

life--the new technology--antiseptie.

Qur. hands are claan‘éad—aefﬁ?;

We'd call it barbaric, the way our ancestors
crowded the marketplace

to watch their neighbors hanged,

to gloat over the current feshion of justice
and thelr own righteous ways.

And now thisl‘“tlhisml

of televiaing capital punishment-=

the electriec chairi--

on prime time? Or late night?

What will the ratings be? Which channels
will get to have 1+7?7 And the ads...?

No one will imagine

the odor of death, or be reminded

of one's own guilt.

This weas the condemned

man's idea, and I am with him

if it was the absurd cruelty and god-playing

of cur human sould he had in mind.

I am ashamed to be of this rac I hnd brdi 2
that so loves 1ts own death ove’, in tha;gggég-ﬂ_
of "Shell 01l loves you,"

cont



Have Ceme to the Fyedecter

I kave ceme te the eyedecter te he measured

fer glasses. [e mays there's mething wreng ‘ |
~—» Witk my sight. Disappearing ing _my chiair E

I tell him I'm geimg blind, -

He says: Yeuag lady, I knew that seng. ’

He's smilingz, thinks he kunews

what's geed fer me but I'm the sne

vhe's paying fer this,

He brimgs paper and draws diagrame:

a map of the Hit@, directioens SN

of light en the eye, daily peaths '

of sun and moen. Il the air

his finger makes accusations at me, - '

Ilhi lhrinking, ly fact ﬁho:'t tauch th- fleer

ence er twice mcress my Rneso,

3liding frem the chair, I kneck

all the papers te the fleor -

slitho _past the secretary, fiad |
eoer. In the strset

I cullidu with am eld mam whe says:

Waat a re yeu blind er semething?




? JWwa jater seems a8 geed a way as any:  3 S

(7 we are already se muck a part eof it, i\
| Theugk he discusses the danger mfxEux \ |

|' ef currents and tide, the virtues ) )
of damming, Yeu already knew ' \

the roem is empty as am ancient grave. \ \\T
Al ?rjn-sa curls in th; lap ef air, r y

N eu keep listeming for an eche /
\.\...&i-h-n. he says there ig ne stene, /
\\;\li valley or height., It's met that L

“sagy, yeur veice, amswerless, disselves & e

ks askes between the damp e

l""-_'_' : " =
wing Wad beem cemcluded e )

.

gt

B efor, ﬁ;&ggfs vigit-
'though'%& R - I'd planned legends fer:

- every lime of her skinm reacked imte nine
| 1ike cebwahs er vines; I'd seen her ll.ﬂlJF‘jj
{ from whern I weke umtil the sum had chaxged
its mind a dezen times and givem up
I'd gseen thae shadews passing ever her relentless m‘-.

But teaight a friemd sat im eur reem.

I was saying there are times I'm sure

ghe could smile, or she might turm away--
but he already knew,

Matthew wept, amd they had anly just met.

\ He a pprehended her at eonce, it stuaned me,

All tmese heurs she has watched me at this desk
vwhen I ceuldn't meet kher eyes

kmowing she weuldm't speak, ceuldm'i emplain,
kunowing anything I weuld say weuld be lies

All the ether times I've tried te leek away *
frem ner burming patiemce

3 and couldu't meve im my chair A
=8[7 Se when Fatthew cried and she mever 7
1 evea blimked, my kamd went sut

& te teuck him but it paused

like = separste atraina, it atepped gﬁs\ %c::

between her eyes and mine, \

A
_ 3
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WHeN YOU LaAVa

When
When

the vague possibilities bear offspring naked as fright
I am telling each hand that the other is yours

And I stand alone in the dust with my armful of back-roads,

wWhen

#hen

wWhen

When

when

When

late nights

the fatal silk catches the wheel and it snaps taut
with one gquick sound

the biras hang from the windows one more instant before
falling to the ground

the austral lands slip their moorings and sink below
the arctic ice

clouds collide with mountains, airless and unsupported,
and their death is such a small thing no one takes notice
planets are swept along in spindrift and angels flee
their nalf-bright moons and rings

tonigot is the night the sky could vanish, leaving
nothing between the desert and the face of god

And under the unbearable gaze, unsheltered, I must find words

to equal the utterance of fossils and stone



STONE HYMN

I stop to watch them.

They stand as if turned to stone,
It is the same things Just the sun
lowering down, easing over the edge

of the Pacific.

But it is they who captivate:
People of every age and race,
standing on the cliff, transfixed.

They stand so long. The waves
careen, the red sun grows and glows,
the horizon stretches and stays
distant, curling around the ocean's

visible contours. They stand alone.
They stand together like & family.
It tekes forever,

They take their time,

It's notiwh£¥evar they are seeilng,
not what they.are thinking.

It's that they're there.
Something is happening.

They stand loocking. It 1s silent.
They stand like sculpture,

still

emerging from the stone.
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FOR NO REASON

Now #ﬂt things a»® going graan

egain, snd still a surprise
I remember how good you

at what you do,

how you menage to keep 1 me

" Tat-this distance

and in waitipg. oo

turn over every day
in the way of the earth,

You don't know your own
nor even what you mean K<€y
to me, Thines
(that) change, (things)seasonal,
(‘ghngs fiddime their; upward

ections/in their own luals/

‘hearts and according to rufio

rules—towhich
ue remain inmcent,,&t?
um grey to green

t.a ourselves,
Mg‘nack ain, Lit up
for theirshining/moment,

71ike a ballering,)

We ask for More,
or fer reasons why,

I love you % m
W
Hold me to you,

Let me go.

Under t.he moon the w

t es c‘h&nM\
I wanted too to be 1it

from without, tW
t0 seem to rise

_:Ll st U e ¢ LJ,-
i Ake danrseliers,
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HOPE

Somewhere it lies in that hollow
space between ithe whitish walls

of bone, where blood 1s made,

Maybe one day it takes place

from its moorings, and travels
abroad, in search of the objective.
Maybe you could feel it when it
dislodges, a tinnitus deeper

than the skull's depth, the tiniest
movement, as of an eyelash

that loosens and falls past the eye.
Think of our skeletons, oozing merrow:
They look like bamboo

hung with Spanish moss and spiders' webs
vwhere hummingbirds might nest.

And all edle the sanme,

life forces, for instence,

turning their usual corners.

A seasonal migration.

Not courage, not a thought

for honor., Just a habit,

Then, hope, in passing

through some overlooked zperture,
leaves behind its natural pecllution,
its shadow, the way the sky pulls water
through its very pores

and leaves the world stained dark,



FOR NO REASON

Now with things going green
again,¥=ti1]l a surprise,

WM “%the moon the wet
trees B ng like chandeliers,

oI remember WW
7

you menage to keep me

to be 1lit from without,
to seem to rise without roots,
turn over every day
in the way of the earth._
You don't even know your own

nor even what you keep

meening to me, Things change,
seasonal, find upward directions
in their own hearts, :
according to rules we rgAmain

o o

#as if for no reason,
despite oursslves,
then back again., Lit up
for their one shining
moment, like a ballerina,
We ask for more, or for reasons why.
I love you but you seem

to do this without question,
Hold me to you. Let me gO.
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OF THE HEART

There, we expect to
what is walted for
And what we leave
is still ahead, lille the sailor's home
as he salls around/ the world,

The heartf 1s a mijror, you said.
In it we know whit can't be known
with any other pArt of the bedy.

I see the evergreens following you
up beyond the
Together you climb

on to where the horizon
blends with alll the rest,

Down below, fentire landscapes move
with the indifference of passersby.
Marsh becomes meadow, mountéains bloom
into breeze, Those trees

run about fthe hills like antelope!

The sky gshining like silvered glass
and I seg you there. Believe me.
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FOR NO REASON

Now with things going green
again, and stlll & surprise

now that under the moon the wet
trees like chandeliers,
Iz;%‘t to/know what it is like
to be 1it from without,

+{tdhseem to rise without rootss
#1 K. i o

%se
: ;i..

You have managed to keep me
at this distance,and in touch,
You don't even knoWw your own
nor even what you keep

 neaning to ne. Drimee—Shirte, “Herprfiks
o ind upward directions

in their own hearts,
according to rules we remain
outside of,

ing from grey to green
s if for no reason,

ad then back agein, Lit up
for their one shining 1 3
moment, like &4 ballerina, And we
ask for more, or for reasons why.
1 love you but you seem

to do this without question.
Hold me to you, Lst me go.
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“Ehe swaking moon - \
frees itsalf 'scythelike
from the forest,

When I look to‘you,the ring
of other nights ‘qncirclea me
as if from memory),
—or oy -heart. —
Like the moon,
you, step into the darkness
] whole.

u 1ift your bow, hear

in your qﬁiver. This

shot sings With a linear
precision, e moon fallas into me.

\
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Now that things n.?u going green
again, and- &§t11Y a surprise,

1 femepber how good you are ""{_‘
a1 t you, Aa,

Foing Py grey tn grean
: espi‘te S e
yand beck a,pgﬁ.in, 1it up
'for thelr one shining

Imoment like a ballerins. gy
Lt pndse® keep asking why. JEL“)P.
‘.;Urtill u do this for me A

4 without me having ¥o ask, \{v
T Hotdhe~to-yeu— ket me gl \
T

';.




ACCOUNTING FOR THINGS BZING AS THEY SEEM

Life is given

ite orders MWeather approaches
from a cloudless place

while the past lists

to the other slde, more precise
than today.

These are the skles,

full of white paper and lace,
delicate kites of gods on skis,
Life comes down, with its strings,
when the currents of air

can't bear any more,

But the gods don't die,

they occupy themselves in another task:
White flowers bloom on what had seemed
barren trees and grass,

We mistake it for a warm spell
each unaccounteble time

the cold stops. Neturally,

things only mean whati they are
and not what they may call

to mind. Only--imagine:

What they are

is not your cause, but is

beczuse of you.




0 NO RESASON

Under the moon the wet

trees hang like chandeliers,
and I want too to be 1lity
from—withonty to feed on light,
to rise from unseen rootls

turning over every dey, like earth,

You ask me will T be

like things seasonal,

finding upward directions

in the callBng of their hearts

I watch mo fpem grey to green
= despite the surprise—

and back again, 1it up

for their ons shining

monent ) like - ballerina$.

No reason to keep asking why.
Or will you do this for me
without me having to ask.



CATENA

Everyone has seen how

he-dust falls,
hung, as if by chane€,

s/a curve of joy whose rise
squals its fall, & catenary

Sti1l, standing on the ¥
it is enough to live
for the sight of la
ginking into the
and yet rising td our eyes,

e popular channels televise
death b¥ painless injection,

them on the wounds Ifvoluntery bridge.



ONCE

\ t's a very small thing, and then
ﬁ_g: again, it happens everywhere,

el . sometimes all at once,

/Maybe you remember an open window
/ early one morning (or many), and snow
/' burning on your face, only
. 1t never hurt,
\\nthe way it never hurts in dreams.
Then you hear a sound too loud
f/jfbr words, ,but you know that there are words.

They fill with rain. They are bo or dust.
T hope ,so0 unadorned; thelr col
or of trust, /Wasit all for love

ou wantedto ﬁold on Yo Shoupld Hd o 7
but not sure of its shape. J

alost | ad JUfd K7 ol

' /Tt's such a small thing, you hnrdly noticﬂ
but once it happens,
\11'3 too late. ,51

i e J“’l




STILL LIFE

All that you havé wanted comes to you
as apparitions, accusing

you of not wanting them enough,
knowing you knew how. They wander
wilsome as scales and os
unsucceeded by sonatel Loye,

what is love but a concentration

and who knows better

alY that is given to be loved? How can I
be telling you? Yofis teacher, elder,

my father. You 5 uld forget

' 4
yourself in return for 21l that's offered
for memory. /So take care of that old man
you have not yet become:

He is the/only child who will prove you.
Now, g;fiffitggn*f grieve, After all,

it's sfill e, I tell you, the sheer

weightlessness of a free's branch is in its reaching
for the distances, for zll ihe world

like the curve of garth.

You can feel how ﬁhe lune of its embrzce

includes you, when you look out to sez

and know the hnfizoﬂ

is only a 1in?fthe mind draws
for comfort, /
{



ONCE

It's 2 very small thing, and then

again, it’happengd everywhere,
it semetines all at once,

Maybe ymﬁmmemb-r an open window
early one morning (or many), and snow
burning on your face, only

it newer hurt,

the way 1t never hurts in dreams,

Then you hear a sound too loud
for words, but you know that there are words,
They fill with rein., They are bound for dust,
Thier hope so unadorned, their cold =ml

sued odor of trust.

Is 1t all for love?

You want to'hold on

but are not sure of its shape.
And even when you're afraid,
-your arms are /anl:,r arms,

It's such a small thing, you hardly notice,
but once it happens,
it's too late.



WINTER

At dawn the snow is falling
Out of its/sky,
And yet that eky is all
That stays the same, So this
Is how td hide
Even while Surrendering!



NOW AND THEN

Slowly, it is dusk,
Morning,
Spring,
You notice, now ,
Qou;believe in what you see,

You always miss that moment

Of things becoming right; the shift's
No sharper than memory's.

Or maybe nothing

Stirs at all,

But the thing you want to fix
Moves through space--fast,

But stlll, like starlight.
Imagine that you could trap it
In a mirror belenced fr-ticon

Baduean Now

And then. The mirror, for a moment,
Holds the iwo apart,

And hol parts -

Yogether, 3



EVENING SKY A

; Clouds find their placas-&a-lrm, momentary fences,
Then move, mimicking .cazth .{ggﬂgraphy
As if to foreshadow DSntinentss
“1In, out, displace, connést. The valences
At work in an evening of wvalues
cf dark and light. .
“You call it arrogance,but the starﬁ;i"‘ 1
Tolerated ight, s d not the oth '.
Way aro ou ough to look away/when the sky
s TUrns Mﬁ like this, —
ng- her dark shawl-down : 4
lbr) to weep alone.//Patiences / 7/ r) '
SEE*B not free; though-you-think-she-is; her-wing
_Is broken, or-might-as-weil-be.> She only hovers
By default. This moment will be borne off, or fall.
your breezy hill, where with each gust
Another leaf lets go , . 4
/| of all it ever knew you stand, bowing .
Like a ghip before waves./ The sky moves,/
,_;,.Losz balance as if on purpose, /
.a.nd falls into your open hamd; gi:Ving FNed

— "Fh Tan 2y ¥

T el



acceumzy(-'mnm; BEING AS THEY SEEM

Life is given

its order: Weather approaches

from a cloudless.place

while the past lists

to the other side, mofs precise

than today. g

These are the skles, *\

full of white paper and lace)

delicate kites of gods 22,?13.

Life comes down, with 1 trings,

when the currents pf-&ir

ean't bear apy fore,

But the &£6ds don't dle,

they ocaupy themselves in another taski
White flowers bloom on what had seemed
barren tredg and grass,

We mistake itfor a warm spell

each unaccountab
the cold stops, Na
things only mean what ‘they are
and not what they may c3ll

to mind. Only--imagine

What they are

is not your uaqg;f“but is
because of you;




e

?._aAs=4f-4e _foreshado parth's incontinence, " fevs
——r | =
frf'f“ In, out, displace, do ect}/ _@; valences
at work in an evding Af values
of dark and ]ight,. J
-~ [ tolgrate dayisgnt, and not the otHex Y/ sy
;)| way around ' 4 . X
- = e =% s T 3l

,T. [ -t = - "“ﬁi—ii-. br
“fh. ) et HtoPatiences
4 not frees” m only hovers .l_rn, ol {i{".’.‘"‘j"' F -
A <This moment will be borne off, or fall.)

BVENING SKY

Clouds find their places, momentary fences,
then move, mimicking peography —

You ought t® look away
when the sky turns back like this, [

0_; your breezy hill, where with each gust
another leaf lets go
of all it ever knew,

You stand, bowing
like 2 ship before waves,
The sky moves,

lesing
balance as if on purpose,

and falls into your open hand,

B

=




CATENA

]
|

Everyone has seen how the dust falls,
hung, as if by chance,

in a rope of light,

It seems, sometimes, to be riﬂing
back up to heaven, X

And the refraction of light |

seems & curve of joy whose Tise
never eguals its fall, a catenary
inadequate to complete

connection of earth to heaven.

Still, standing on the bridge,

it is enough to live

for the sight of late day's light
sinking into the river

and yet rising to our eyes.

Sunk deep within is the desire

to see our fallen neighbors hung

and let the populer channels televise
death by painless injectiion.

And this is not the end,

In inventing a god we created
shame, the fall, and the dream
of rising._ From the heart
extends the evil of despailr.

Yet the same source sustalins

the instinct, the grace, the urge

to reach one's hands across, to place
them on the wound: Involuntary bridge.



EVENING SKY

C s by
ind their places, momentary fences,
then move, mimicking geography--
& fereshadowing
of sarth's incentinencea,

In, out, displace, cennect: valences
at work in an tvcning
“*”@**‘i danke +Lgh of -values

;é;: You ought to leck away

when the sky turns back like this.
Wait, and pray for rain.
Have patience:
the sky's not free, but enly hovers
by default. This moment will be berme off,
fall.
On your breezy hill, where with esach gust
ancther leafl lets go
of all it ever knew,
you stand, bowing
like & ship before waves.
The sky moves,
lesing
balance as if en purpose,
and falls inte your epen hand§



LANDSCAPE

Something not meant to fall

Over this earth

Will fall. Sudden veil

0f mourning silk,

Of sorrows and moot

Regret, swallowed by a black mouth
In black waters.

A stillness only known
To midocean
Taking its place on land.

Think of a room,

Now of a dream

In which you are walking
Elsevwhere,

Unafraid.

Remember colors.

Forget the terror

White of the whale,
Religious white

0Of snow, the annihilating
Nuclear white,

The innoecent,

The blinding white in which all colors

Explode once, like a life
At the moment of death.

As a little girl I thought
I lived in someone

Else's dream.

Waking meant death,

Or change, or loss. Living
Was necessary,

Was the lullaby

Reeping me alive.

The landscape of the sleeping atom
Is in shades .

Of shadow, textures

of ash.

I am not alone here, crowded

Into this world I love,

Smaller

Than a self

Or than a universe

Contained.




NO LESS

It was twilight all day.

Semetimes the smmll things weigh us dewn,
snall stones we simply can't help
‘Palming and admiring,

Look at the tiny way

this lighter vein got inside.

Leek at the heavy'deme of its sky.

This is no immuteble werld.

We know less than its atoms

Light, 1“15% . EEigm. es air, e them,

for 2ll we kanow. Trusi me en this ene,
ofsoite’'s happiness i® at stake.
Beulder, grain., Planet, dust:

What fills the stenes

¢f1lls us. T remember,

“or I have a feeling,

I could be living somewhere with yeu,
We'd be welghed dewn tee f
the way we arem't new.

Often the largest things, bsai *
those you'd think %e be Hekviast,
are the very ones that fleat, Y
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This is the sha.ptéhe gardep’ takes,
& Sculpt the earth by hand,
This is the given plan.. ..i7>
Sk, Hare are-sowpr the get, ts,
wior. & seam of dried grasses between,
Lay the red beside the green,
the round beside the lean.
Arrange ﬁa textures of)the leaves.
\#rows beyond imagination,
the way one continuous thread
becomes a cloth, Intention is lost
like lj%’iitch. Then plece
the pagts together:
What holds them is thelr own
shape that they make,
The glower bed, the wide row for the greems,
iy [erdl ¢| the=vines—oPrpeas and beans around—the—border; . v"i:,
#2+the design that no one knows,
owiryhli=E-de—4s quilt the seeds into thelr narrow rows,
"/ follewing the’patterns at haad, ’
the-old-enes. I of the darks and lights, . p
_ the daily path-of the-sun-overhea@e flu Lo e Ju rralis dailypyrhtd
Yhop wuit —f&*ﬁﬂn?sonﬁthing torning inside out, :
turning into gold, ki
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Here where the snow came to light
to rest, we stand
listening for the peas now
pearling in their boats.
Here where the bi dove
swam through'piled snoy,
+ seedlings are grewi np’:fhraugh-
itk an_ongoing future. ’
The most fragile line of green
heaves aside the rocks and earth.
Make way, Tiny veins are filling.
Tiny vines unfurl, Dropsof water curl
into the pockets and contours of soil
~braided and coiled by worms,.
We stand here beside our garden.
How ¥mall we are, we whisper.
¥We grow smaller all year long.
What is beneath us
is never smaller than ourselves,
History; seedlings; even kkm heat
will rise, You amd I/are staying here,loving
to watch it happen.
We can wait,
“What is planted well will come to light.



HOW TO GROW RICH

Sculpt the earth by hand.

Sow, here, the slow-bearing plants,
Weaving between seams of wild grass,
Lay the red beside the green,

+ the round beside the lean,

Arrange the leaves by texture,

Allow for growth beyond imagining,

as one continuous thread

becomes & ¢loth., Let intention be lost
like another stitch. Then plece

the parts togetheri

what holds them is the shape thayﬂnlku.

K hompoomahon kb ke xaonx

The flower bed, the wide row for greens,

. viney-borders of peas and beans,

& design that is its own.

Only quilt the seeds into narrow rows;
follow the old patterns at hand,

Think of the darks and lights,

the line the ' sun makes daily passing through.
Then wait for something turning inside out,
turning inte gold.




HOW TO GROW RICH

This is the shape it takes,

this is the given plam

Seulpt the earth by hand.

Sow, here, the smallest plants,
oven between seams of wild ETaBE.
Lay the red beside the green,

the round beside the lean, '
Arrange the leaves for texture,

Let it mﬂl beyond imagination,

as one continuous thread becomes & ¢



HOW MUCH

i

/

How much simpler to go down

Just like histqry, according to how it
and reason inform you.

How much like pverythi

else., How much ligh ' n, than fire
to be surroun by air

until completed by earth

A semblance gE s W saved

in calling the ¢enter anything

that's not the edge.

How easy to turn away, rémember it

as dream, or as

one more idea for a drean.

Hice 8 Fogel




NO REASON

Under the moon the wet
trees hang like chandeliers,
and T want too to be lit,
to feed on light,

mdto rise from unssen roots,

You ask me will I bWe _

like things seasonal, /bl AThUBFY gy e

w pla, fimddng lipward directions e DR
~in the calling of their hearts,
rw* turning over every day, like earth,

I watch the trees go grey to green)
W the szme surprisedm

and back again, 1it up

for their one shining

moment, like ballerinas.

No reason to ask again,
or will you do this for me
without me having to ask.



ROOTS

I remembez, we breathed water:
Air came 'to us in disguilse.
Then memory began attaching
its own vast reaches

to the not-yet human
imagination, '

Some earthlike mass ‘luras where
we next went crawling,
dragging prehistory like seaweed
on useless gummy feet,

Now, we pretend to be complete,
The old rhythm nags at me,
wants to take me back

where things are never said

to solidify with time,

On the surface, even lislands
ay seem rooted, .

?bugh it be !

to something unseen anc,'i cceanic,

A1l it-iey 18, they know

to stay aloof, aloft /

in just one place, /

treading water /

somewhere down below,
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EVENING SKY

Clouds
find their places, momentary fences,
then move, mimicking geograptiydw
a foreshadowing

L AAADAAT of earth's incontinence.
Hein;-outy-displace;connect: Valences | ..l
/ at werk—in An evenlng

_ of values of dark and light.

You gqgjh__t:?t-n loock away

jghm the sky turms back like this,
Wait, and pray fer rain,.

. The sky'eé-not frees, but only hovers

= -
by-defsuit. This moment will be borme off,
.r:_}fﬂlo

On your breezy hill, where with each gust

[ another leaf lets go
| of all ;t ever knew,

you stand, bowing
like a ship befere waves,
Thonﬁky moves, ]
! losing
balance as if on purpese,
éndt, falls inte your epen hands.
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THERE'S SOMETHING LEFT OUT IN THE RAIN

When I sleep in strange housds, and it rains,
I rise up from my bed and stare,

bewildered, through the twilled windows.
Something's been left out in the rain,

1 nay, but I can't remember what it is.

1 can't remember, but something in my memory
rusts or shines or sinks into the earth,

lost now, but still of great importance.

A doll, a shoe, & book or a tool,

a gift, once upon a time, borrowed

and forgotten. But more than this,

some ancestral awe of water. Floods,

Lost land, Precarious shelter, The rain .
spins off the leaves of trees, the harkfcomara
of strangers' homes and barns,

Or slides down the rails and steps

of fire escapes, dark as spears,

The axe? The fenceposts? What?

What is it that worrjes me, half-recalled
from another 1life? ch time

& grasses drenched in risen drops, o
the spamu stretching dry their wings,
insects emerging from between cleaned stoness

i the wet world evaporates in slow inaudible sighs,
. LWL 'lh, - Y
St nwaL,IALi'EEI}-rT-[.ru_._ 1 0 t a..ga!_n to Inndar/ﬁ "luA R Q‘Wﬂ weT,

e “i'- . y i [ i .A Pl ':-.Ll-‘ h
s J‘L"““"_T N memories-drowned-in ‘ﬁl{a ancient rains that made them.

Lﬂgg_u.ﬁ qu\{ n:a. fin "ffjrl»l J?J]I, ?bﬁx{ 'J
e ook ™ l—“xi WhWIVY s by
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But-T don't know what it is at the eroding edge of mind
that sticks there like a summer-swollen doorj

e wet world evaporates in slow inaudible sighs.

A _deesmt=aYdse, but the rain stops,pamd-I-lay-beck-down.
cEn O ihile 1 slee



THE WHITE AND FROZEN PLACE

So much snow falling becomes
One snowfall, one winter, lengthening

The shadows of things caught
In a day's last light,

Even the dead trees
By some trick of light
Seem to grow once more.

Se much room

Between the four winde crossing one another
Like famillar enemies.

So much frost and forgetting
Where the heart is,

Under & halo of woodsmoke
Someone adds dry twigs to a fire

Designed to melt the dense season, inseparable
From the lost heart.

He knows about the breaking ice floes, the silence
Of new growing things,

And the sudden recognition
Of once forgotten footprints.

It is a longz walk back
Over such deep snow, such a white and frozen place.
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Often the largest things, .

NO LESS

It was twilight all day.

Semetimes the smmllest things weigh us down,
small stones that we can't help

admiring and pelming, - oot

Leok at the tiny way

this lighter vein got inside,

Loak at tha heavy gray dome of its sky.

This is no immutable world,
We know less than its atems, rushing through,

Light, light, Light as alr, to them,
fer all we kmow. Trust me on this one,
there 1s happiness at stake,

Beulder, grain. Planet, dust:
What fills the mtones fllls us,

1 bamenbar, or 1 have a feeling,
I could be living semewhere with you,
weighed down the way we aren't now,

those you'd think weuld heaviest,
are the very ones that ik
. v J[;

\3( J‘.—l

e
Ll



ON SEEING THE NORTHERN LIGHTS

They defy the
And the aeyes

er of colors,.

try to trapslate these

to the body's doubtful parts.
Bless usj we are innocent, time
after ey In the eye

lies the blindness to believe,
to Jjuldge darkness and light,

to preach, convert, repent,

lend vislons and borrow sight,
Sﬁugi:ing of” us remempers

eeph single possible decelt,
ag though all were ope, one seme
simple turn of events

endlessly repeated,

sometimes happlly, sometimes

when lezst expected,

or maybe even by design.

But never mind. Outslde

the: Northern Lights explaing
We had nothing to/do with this

/but. we are betteq-off, having seen,
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HOW TO GROW RICH

This is the shape it takesf,

/1 Sculpt the earth by hand,
Lﬁ'th.ia is the given plan:

Sow, here, the smallest plante, o (A

PJ\UGIHI & seam of dried grasses hatﬂigg.

lay ths red beside the &gﬁan..
the round ‘beside the lean,

__L.L: H.A

lr:nn;y,?ﬁr textureg, in-the-leaves. L

Lat it grow beyond 1-aginatinn.
£ﬁu way one continuous thread

« becomés & cloth, Let intention be lost

like another stitch. Then piece
the parts together:

What helds them is their own
shape that thuxﬁiake.

The flower bed, the wide row for the greens,

uln:~‘.
;- the bordersof peas and heangjin—vtn-n,

a deuign that no one knoul.

Only quilt the seeds Ldgﬁfﬁﬁl@m narrow rows,

following the old patterns et hand,

Think of @u‘;mm lights,

the line the sun makes daily dverheed, |
Then wait for something turning inside out,
turning into gold.

i P G
> L

&

wild gneta=,

4




SLEFEPWALKING

Let him walk. _
Even though he doesn't know ¢,
it's the one thing he duu with ease.

So | ey wirpsti

. ulling out h.ts nm.
“He never sees me move beside him
in the grass, nor feels me PxEximg
T;us!.ng on the stalrs.™
but I, like the true
sleepwalker, follow
after him, out of doors,
_over the rails, into the danger
zones. Night after night,
he goes locking, and I watch,
in order to be the one
who will remember.
, He never knows why,
like the da.ﬂning princess who every night
wore out her newest shoes,
or him the mornings have no rest,
only he could see hiu-’].f in -y ayes.
His own eyes so int ——
his steps all so uuured.
7Tnis is his other 1ife, the-ene-I-knowy

~—

|

%ho cis ha's naver dreansd of,

in which he dares the wﬁ#“fv” 426

d defies all heights, |t ey kiwe o act ow ‘Em e )

hold my breath 2 LT e S
whilt i and-let~him walksthe precipice
with the aculty of the blessed.

= ,?,7Tha y if you weke the sleepwalker,
' ‘w fall; #'sleeping,

hqw_mmm. _

ab But-F-will-not forget. IFheve-seen—it-=1l,

giﬁf gkt Lo pupr bl
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THE DEAD MAN'

I think it's not unusual

to hope /that you'll stand out

simply/Tor who you are, and not, -

say, for hnvin%/norn your bedroom slippers to the ganme,

you ppused for a moment,
welg g a sense of belonging
ageinst the evidence of departure,

unybc{souetiﬁas. in the crowd,

Then the home team won,
and everyone else went home.

Later when they found you in the bleachers,
you seaned-utiiluﬁo—he.zhinking,;.,«_{.I PRU ST e L
caught in the difficulty A
of the question,
\

=
THE DEAD MEN

I think it's not unusual to hope

that you'll stand out simply

for who you are, and not, say, for having
worn your bedroom slippers to the game,
Maybe sometimes, in the crowd,

you paused for a moment,

welghing & sense of belonging

egainat the evidence of belng alone.

The home team won, and everyone else went home.
Later when they found you in the bleachers,
you seemed to be deep in thought, still
caught in the difficulty of the question.



THE LAST WORD

It was so near the end, the end
slept between us like a death,

How I wented = sign, some sizn,

to ‘say Where I belonged. 'I dreant
the old dreams of naming

but without 'the old feeling of home.
There wes tha: night

that you said nothing,

another .Hm-':.mu cried.

Each one was an ending

that came and went like a tides
There was the night I awoke so fully
into the echo of my name--

the word I'd heard still peeling
ripples of sleep from the.air,

1 peered through the dark at your body,
st111 &s the pasts If it was you

who celled out nmy name ﬂ'.lr_Bn..--'E?g!_J.. you
wiJl never-knona - . | ¥
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THERE'S SO NC LEFT OUT IN THE RAIN

When I sleep in strange houses, and it rains, ‘
I rise up from my bed and stare,

bewildered, through the twilled windows,
Ther$”s something left out in the rain,

I say, but I can't remember what it is,

I can't remember, but something in my memory
rusts or shines or sinks inte the earth,

lost now, but still of great importance,

K doll, a 'shoe, a book or a tool,

a gift, once upon a time, borrowed

and forgotten. But more than this,

some ancestral awe of water, Floods.

Lost land. Precarious shelter, The rain
spins off the leaves of trees, the bark,
corners of strangers' homes and barns,

Or slides down the rails and steps

of fire escapes, dark as spears,

The axe? The fenceposts? What?

What is it that worries me, half-recalled
from another 1ife? Something long ago familiar
about the grasses drenched in risen drops,
the sparrows stretching dry their wings,
insects emerging from between ulaaned.stonea,

the ancient reins that made them time -
< iha et world evaporates in slo \1unddibla'é
,f‘fo et again to ar /o

( &t the eroding edge of Mehembrance,
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BACK HOME

Night i1s the shadow

of the world: the sky

it falls through, blue,

dark, &nd wider What castis

shadow colors that shadow

after itself. That day

I only noticed how the light

encircled the sidewalk below,

And the way the tree by the window

was suddenly green, and how

the roblins sang there that morning

so furiously full of joy

that I could hardly hear his voice
breaking, on the phone,

The white dogwoods sending scent,

the garden patch begging

for seed, the megnolias so heavy

with spring. The day my sweet

mother tried to die.

It was April, too much blooming

to bear, too many insufferable seasons,
birthdays, and more work yet to do.
Another day te rise to,

another day of lles,

Last spring I saw her hold up the dark
goil in her two hands 1like & mother,
and when she said how beautiful,

his indifference fell on her like pain,
It was the same as hers for him,

My father knows as well as T

the way time does its work,

what 1s material, and what passes

for the living, for the left,

That a simple word or deed

can irrevocably effect, that 8rTors
and sorrows choke llke weeds, ;
What follows is what we're left with now,
knowing more of loss, and feeling how
much more of life 8 to live,

There are those We love but are unable
to see or hold, Tt's not we

that keep them alive, and thank God,
for we are imperfﬁct, and we forget,
And yet 1t's 4in us to give more,

Each tone, each touch, leaves

its imprint, like the children's muddy shuea
on the carpet, or a body so0 many years
upon the marriage bed.

This was one more sad deep sleep,

but meant to last; his weking her

one more saddened cry of love,

tut one new moment of saving grace.
That threshold between the rooms

of living and death is the greatest of 21l
fine lines, He lifted her in his &rms '
gnd carried her back home,




THERE'S SOMETHING LEET OUT IN THE RAIN

When I sleep in strange houses, and it rains,
I rise up from Eﬁ_hﬁd aadnstaru.

bewildered, through the(twilled windows.
There's something lefit out in the rain,

I say, but T can't remember what it is,

I can't remember, but something in my memory

ruste or shines or sinks into the earth,

lost now, but still of great importance,

A doll, a shoe, 2 book or a tool,

a gift, once upon a2 time, borrowed foa e
and forgotten. But more than this, P
some ancestral awe of water, Floods,

Lost land., Precarious shelter. The rain

spins off the leaves of trees, the bark,

corners of strangers' homes and barns.

Or slldes down the ralls and steps

of fire escapes, dark as spears.

The axe? The fenceposts? What?

What is 1t that worries me, half-recalled

from another life? Something long ago familiar
about the grasses drenched in risen drops,

the sparrows stretching dry their wings,

insects emerging from between cleaned stones;y—

the anclent rains that made them,

I don't know what 1t is at the eroding edge of mind
that sticke there like a summer-swollen door

but the rain stops, and while T sleep,

the wet world evaporates in slow inaudible sighs,
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HOW TO GROW RICH

SQ-H{ g:m/
S¢u1pt the earth by | hand
;ﬂg‘?;.-!;hﬂﬂ' the’

< %tuun seams of wild greass.
Lay the red beside the green,
the round beslde the lean,
nge the leaves féy texture,
hedi wﬁé&onﬂ. imagination,
as one continucus thread
becomes & cloth, Let intention be lost
like ;mot.har stitch. fhnn piece
@ hax ¥ the parts together:
What holds them is jl.ht!i.:r' dlrn
shape-that they sill uakaa»"
The flower bed, the wide row for greens,

Thi.a

viney borders of peas and beans,

lluﬂ-lg th_;‘x_ btz 1] 0 .:__\' _.‘
v Only quilt the seeds 1nrtnarrou roWs;
I‘r{ I\Pi . following the old pattams at hand.
130 Think of the darks and 1ights,

the line the sun makes.daily passing through.
Then wait for something turning inside out,
- ' turning into gold.
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W‘Jf nodding, large, then

BELLS WITHOUT A CHURCH

The angels are out on Wednesday Hill.
There are thougands

and thousands of Queen Anpe's lace
singing with a sound like y 1like yes,
They're rising « ibovi k 8 fleld,

@g—&h iat in the E.{nta.ncu.
is is their meadow, their church,

as you &re mine, K the element
I beconme, unhcea, your hands
the hands of the sky, ‘(gelaliis
And I, blithely in the t:l.r uithouthuingn,
g without bel iling on high
thout sesa. rsg‘:ﬁﬁia
the line between this Teat ENA i

fliu bright, invisible as pollen:
A life all its own.



| Q.'-f,\_ - 3

It must be the imagination
is no longer good enough,
We're lazy, we want the facts.,

\——ut How elear mus-t the mind's eye be

to witness death without help?

I thought I saw, once, on the bridge,

2 human body locking down. | ..

I didn't have to to vﬁw—-—r— - g

the way that it might fall.

I1've seen how the dust falls,

caught, as if by chance, in & M of lighti

it seems, sometimes, to be floating

back up to haa:gg;ﬁ
e deatly , pwta e

R P b, 770 (’Mém)

!
seeond-hand, We are apaetatﬂmif il
life--the-new-technology-—antiseptic. '

_QJE hands 4re clean, S
We'd call it barberic, thgg;ﬂ;-uur ancestors 75 © "N

crowded the marketplace

to wateh their Mighbors henged,

to gloat over the current fashion of justice
and their own righteous weys.

And now Thi¥ news,: this talk

of televising eaptta.l punishment-=-

the electric cha -

on prime time? Or late night? i

What will the ratings be?> Whkeh-ehemmels: , \\/\ﬁ
; S And the adsys.? 4 4

e one will imagine
the odor of death, or be reminded
of one's own guilt,

This was the condemned

man's idea, and I am wlth him

if it was the absurd cruelty eand god-playing
of our human “he had in mind,

I am ashamed to be of this race

that-—so loves its own death, .— "' "

-="L&ve," 1 mean, in the W’%%ﬂ'
of "Shell 01l loves you."

conts

= s
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WINTER

At night I envy the lamp posts, each
Embraced by its own perfect

Circle of 1lit mist, confident

0f warmth somewhere within.

At dawn snow is falling -

Put of its sky, yet the sky is'all
That stays the same. So this

Ig how things hide

Even while surrendering.
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THE COUNT

I love how the doors open

soundlessly, like supermarkets',

only foggler. I like how we agree

to keep the cobwebss

they soften the coffin-llke corners.

I like how certain times you disappear,
remain dignified, and are easily appeased
vwhen threatened, Tha cross

between the red light of evening

and the candlelit dawn

is a familiar topic. You leave me days
to correspond with night,

How erotic is your sharp embrace,

how deep and soft your famous black cape,
Almost polite, we hand the dagger

back and forth between us, trust the play
of retractable deaths; and even though
you brought me to this

for your own dark purposeg, how light

is the loving with whiech you save

me from my own,
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= You cottl X LT .
e name of your love ¢~ ud N T 7 g LE‘\M . el Lo

st (il

THE HAPPY PRINCE

You 1d feel the touch of sky 1
as a lover, 2l Aade

and ask for nothmg more. f

_There is e place for eyes‘a”'

nce alive with jewels : .,{n y,({ qh,
enough to feed the hungry é{f‘ﬁm .( ‘L,‘f_ﬂ Bl tm-u
e crust of bread.#gece.

Weeping, i = e
nor eye o witness the lonely; o el = e |k

it isn't tHe 'body that feela > un

the yearning of a, gouly “\

You could go on, K diving pourssifawey,

but not forever, inr soon "j&{A_

the-gold that once seemed as ¢ndless

as everything else

is stripped from the surface;

and even the bronze beneath

is given out; and still the bottom

of emptiness is bare, *-

the virtue of giving lost_ ‘/

in §€ infinitudefof peed. ALafdur,

Then the small sound of certa 5 words spoken

from the impossibility of aﬂ.em:e

in any human heart, diminishes like smoke
from the last of the body burning.

You gould send up your own ashes rising
like the wings of btrM__fla.ght - :
asking that they carry ﬁ . '
“the messa g__with its hope

of ownln%(gnough meaning, just this once.
call out to a god >

¢ s i:,t.rak at last and sen‘\e your world
breathing ‘beside you. innocent

of all echa, y&c uld joffer it }rmr heart,
diamond-bright and shining '!

in the dust. [
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ARRANGED IN HEAVEN

YN Y S ) o e
7 YoutniR you'e famildar ==
wrthuihn-uorﬁ% parle et A T LA
ﬂ tha—haawi-nuﬁﬁ-andurea‘WJH _rf.f'1w pan it |
' Notw@ the passions bufl Mg < Nt v 3L .
|| as the questions that arise: :
|| This doubt ¢hat aa.gpifies :

“ < a lack of faith ¢
_Egly human,

-

S

QSGSfaﬂs:donfﬁ wait ey, o
|_for-each other,’ " "~y
Their's is the entire ' L - e S
petient earth which never
considers turning
any other way.

Living, 1t's not impossible .
to dream as well, .
Your eyes are cast, i
not at any particular

distence, but as if

to ask for the divine

permission to own |
everything before having

to let it g0.

Yet you know thiss The trees
K have offered all their leaves,
bergeining for longevity.
ey stand
1 for the memorized
| _turn of the spheres:
‘A birthright, a wedding
arranged in heaven
before germinatlon.
M e
Everything has lts place,
and takes 1t
in this prehistoric
choreography.,
Such moment!
Nothing hesitates
~ 10 move aside=--
| and gracefully--
| when its time arrives,

CR-1
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AFTERNOON SLEEPLESS IN BED “lﬁ Wed

ﬂ_. voocl ¢ I
The moth 4is a window
of patience. Its meditation
iz better fhan sleep,

o PRI ng . to wWato
arranged like spears,
safe in their compression,
like cracks in the glassg

@ flecks of a gnat passing

e post-card clouds claiming artlessness
and framed by the faded curtains,
Even in the heavy afterncon

the grass stirs, the trees are alert,
beyond the inert, dark, aloof dash
of these, Byt third

forms its inkblot“symmetryg—
wings,sideways, widely awash

with filtered light,

This is a studied stillness,

that of whole hours, glasslike,
This is the flutist's held breath,
the suspension of dteams, & waiting
that especially loves itself.

Youl 8till there! Watermark
floating on the waning day!

Staln that takes your contours

and shapes, transparently, to heartl
This feat of affection: +that one
could cuddle into glass Femsssestminh
as I do in my counterpane]




@H4 b H ‘*Lﬁﬁhi
who baar up our dign!.‘t.y every day
in—the Taceof —the-falling-end—the fellen,
for centurtes, and dream h
of waking up without the shame or fesr,
whem the sight of'tthe late afternoon

Won the river won it' g};att.er
into tearsiin tha'hn olding eyes.

Oh-T-don't want to talk about it. .

It —just-egoes-on—and-on..

2 3 know (in my heart)it's my own despair
that T faa.r moaféznd is most evil,
ButM instinct at that same so
is like the urge, the need, to place ona e hands
on the wound: Involuntary. .
And it can't be helped,
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BACK HOME

Night is the shadow. {

" of the sun ff{w th:mugh W‘l%

| like the
' and how

qf coler in their shadows,

3 2 too, T e -;‘ e

af«h{*"f“‘ , that da.;r, when T saw the sphere W coby (verb)
- ircling the sidewalk =

And the way the tree by the wind

; Flat and,
was suddenly green, and how 7 ﬁgw: bevs aut M
the robins sang there that morning Mw Had

so furiously full of joy
that I could hardly hear his voice
breaking, on the phone. R, i+s"'h“‘L
The white dogwoods sending scent, Wrhet chdrs a shadowr calovs
the garden patch begging H,F f‘F.fELF
for seed, the magnolias so heavy nﬁr
J with spring. The day my sweet
mother tried to die,
It was April, too much bleoming
to bear, too many insufferable seasons, |
birthdays, and mere wnr‘k |
to be done. An ther ds.;r o rise to, M) G A T |
~—=7 another dﬂy‘([ 5- WD
Last spring I saw hnr hold. up the dark
s0il in her two hands like a mother,
and when she said how beautiful |
his indifference fell on her like pain, —
It was the same as her™s for him. Wi\ : )
My father knows as well as I i ___31,: gt dows | saustiagt s g !
the way time dows its work, A bt ﬂn Ay swadaw colovs
what is material, and what passes { .*_.-,ﬁ.;;{
for the living, for the left, / R o o
That a simple word or deed ;' (O] b ' L“"
can irrevocably effect, that errers | (v
and sorrows choke like weeds, ' . . |
What follows is what we're left with nm-'. { : b Al L
knowing more of loss, and feeling how | | fln i 18 ke *“5-""“ St il |
much more of 1ife's to live, | be guu , ¢ 1 qalls B o
There are those we love but are unable . | '--Hﬂ. rm%b TR hlj | v e :f».:.-s-.L
to see or hold. It's not we W | side d) Yhe pRAYh - Hia ’f-""l /]
that keep them alive, and thank Ced, b __‘ : :
for we are!imperfect, we forget, -‘{hﬁ'ﬂ + | C-Shak 177 Pt
And yet it's in us to ore. ) kAT g -lg/;mm color
Each tone, each touch, leaves & el 7
ite imprint, like the children's muddy shoes ,ﬁrﬂ‘i" shades fodfor fedf. sl &
on the carpet, or a body so many years Qf;/&‘f‘rfrJf ”“*Qﬁ"‘#l 3
upon the marriage bed.
This was one more sad deep sleep,

sark Side %WM'

e

but meant to last; his waking her whsd aai fhrdewr ,
one more saddened cry of love, ooy ¥lgf dhb et/ 2Rlen sy
but one naw momant of saving grace. ' ./

That threshold between ths rooms

of living and death is the greatest of all
fine lines, He lifted her in his arms
and carried her back home.




| SALT

The happiness of the farsighted
imagination, credulous
at prehistoric glaclal flow,
| time-tumbled artifacts of the sea/on its vy,
to settle down: ﬁ11|this
explained the ahellaﬁfaund most springs
in the inland woods and hills.
I was the young archaesologist
of what came loose and roese .
, to the surface. Moving myself, I invented
the carriage in which things rode
getting foom here to there,

On the coast the ocean celors salt

in coral mountains, cloud I%lmmtains,

gold, white, fog- and rain-toned tonnage,

salt dunes on the bank, SlS — .

aeme to corrode our cers and kill the trees, All this

for one swift, i1llusive cause; the sleight

of erasing ice and sending snow to meet

; that water that will not freeze. Day to day I pass
"to see the salt shift shape like sand
on the ﬁéﬁ@h‘nu;aida of town, and maybe it was this
or @ new predilection for the near at hand

rvmﬁ;,that let me learn the lesson of the shells

"-';..;5'.4.- -

. Mt
- ey

this one, the one

I found in Portspouth, perfect, leaflike . solid
on the sidewalk town, and findinggsaw> |\ 2l
the real wonder of it, its accidental journey--
hiteh-hiker, fughtdys, stowaway, unsung squire-- 410 '\l ¢
and yet mhnlsola survivor of Ade winter's whiter knights,

e
- O
o



Blue is given to nothing
to save it from being invisble
like the sorrow that lives in the wind,
What is the indiscernible
lovely line
between air and sky, but more air.
Heal, but as if imaginary,
that moment of blue is the awe-
saturated alr, sometimes called heavenj
the van!.ahing point forever
fading to blue )
so as not to seem joo sudden, )7
unseen and hrillimt there oL ¢
are onefl. -
Where the "fu‘t.m passes on
. and spring overtakes the snow,
‘u /7% is all that's known
o \ ¥ of the beginnings and the end
., LL \ and the true location of that hue.
L \ There is no one single glimpse
\ of loving grace to learn
\ why, or where, the sky is blue, beyond
the shadow of a doubt.
God lives in that place, laughing.

i

“=t
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HOW MUCH

How much simpler to go down

just like history, according to how it
and reason inform you.

How much like everything

else. How much llghter. even, than flre
surrounded by air

until completed by earth.

A semblance of sorrow saved

in calling the center anything

that's not the edge.

How easy to turn back

and remember it

as dream, or as

one more idea for a dream.
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THE PARTICULARS

It is thet particular moment

when invisible spiders make suppers
on woven pletes, moths wake,

and clouds celebrate as they go.

Two small birds almost touch,

and so much space surrounding!

[ Sse-how they wamé“thsir'tzttflafhafau i
*up-anﬁ ‘downy - in- concert

like violin bows, to balance on the hough.
They must - be happy;-swinging-high-in-time,

Jook How the weeds and tiny trees love to rise
to an occaslion, glad to adorn

an abandoned tractor plow

rusting at the of the field.

Living tml.hg;.. awa{rmﬂl Even the day,
after mewing, two-inch stems spawn

yellow or purple flowers, and fur grows
in secret on their leaves.

The particles we breathe zversinging-
assthey pass in and out.

Life, then, and all its details
rises with the moon, and, yet again,
tomorrow with the sun. (SRR

“In the 1’@1#—‘31250— e

my thinking tl-l- moved in little ways,
£here to there haﬂ;'u@:iﬁ,uuglx

“L3% comeh; back to me L

on the most slender crowna

of the last and longest shadows

of the pines most tall, and farthest west.

A
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The Happy Prince N

e

You could feel the touch of sky

weightless as theledy-ef a lover [ (\Z \

and ask for nothing more. = 1

There is the place for eyes = s

once alive with jewels

rich enough to feed the hungry

one crust of bread apiece.

. Then yeu—eewld give your blood, y.ur skin, |
' nevex, enough. You don't need/ears ) —

the uninterrupted yeepi
)ﬁ«%}é@fry@;m- ABx) pady. ro e Lt
l;{ ni BNGIANE 1- JJra 1{
You could go or _
but not forever, for soon
the gold that once weemed‘.féndless

as everything else . ' |
is stripped from the surface

and even the bronze beneatly(@—ahéppcdnm,

& given out, and still the bottom ‘Able
7 of emptiness is—barely- (S Lart,- 7 ,'FFJI ! jﬁf@ ,4— .'" ;:’_’ f_‘lué+
i ;-ré’m.

the virtue of giving lost/in the vﬁ,&tnea‘%_‘
of need./ “yoy could try L
hd spidl suundf6f certain word 4;;}7 ":{L ”EWJ’M
spbiteéh from the impossibility quleﬂ-:e

..";; human hea r@ﬂ diminishe§ 11k$make
from'the last of the“body burmng. [ eyl -t

hasisgk g ;E ur’ o g y’y#“&{fb}-ﬂl%fﬂ{%w

i ht,
.-"% L :T-J;_ {;;( ¥ J /

& jwiﬁ; ’%Wm

ﬁ-é-.!!

e meamng Just thes once.

You could call our to?gcd a};f }‘l i Vx'i‘}\* A ‘l e ;}._ L,_;ﬂf-"‘fjill"f;r;",!:"& -1‘?1!—@ IK/-.’?‘-I’
the one name of r love RS — = .

Lachhight and fel it wait to be fulfilled. S ]T ﬂdl-

You could wake afast and ses®your world ~ =" k

breathing beside you, innocent

of all echo, yuu could offer uﬁ/}}our heart,
diamond-bright and shining
in the dust.

"l._Hﬁ:n:. JM;\'{‘L
\ ,:,mM%m‘ e da, W =

\t ?—W "d cond aLr JuwWh 2o r"?'f
W ife Yhe e ﬂ[lz{, on ~PU
Hgkuﬁ\f ;hﬂ“* "“{qu"T (}f:c‘,?“uj
I'L!E‘ wigaa e W t_ﬁ ! g} |
ftx xm'ﬂj Eﬂ-wjk modk, ‘J;u,a.n‘ Yt evice
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It is that particular moment

when invisible spiders make suppers

on woven plates, moths wake, P
and clouds celebrate as they go. (&ﬁar@'m‘ﬂ) (3}

Two Tubkn birds almost toucht,

so much space surrounding!

See how they wave their tailfeathers

up and down, u-@ in concert

like violin bows, to balance on the bough:

They must be happy, swinging high in time. et

7 Look) how the weeds and tiny trees love to rise
o an occasion, glad to adorn

Dabandoned tractors and plows —= o w.elee 'ﬁwﬂ'—‘f&j’w
rus-fvﬂig % the edge of the field, '

Living things, everywhere! Even the day-

after mowing, two-inch stems spawn :

yellow or purple flowers, and fur grows

in secret on their leaves. / The p&rt.iqlez,

we breathe are singing

as they pass in and out.

Life, then, and all its ﬁel-_g.ails
rises with the moon, &n in, (.
tomorrow with the sun, e e §rass,
My thinking too moves in little ways,
here to there, and then comes back io ne S i Al e
on the most slender crowns _ .

of the longest last shadows — la 4 + U:M!‘L?’r s

of the tallest pines, farthest west.
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THE GARDENER; A LOVE POEM-
(Painting by M. Le Nain, c, 1655)

In standing just beyond her skirts, = -
in leaning in, and - T e LN
in that shy 1ift : P

. of your little finger on the handle : A |

| of _@ hoe-=in these we know you. (s,

J o #
An—:‘l she must look up socn, b il 5\-. o
a.ccapt this rose you give her. S f\ P L
fl Plor v

You leave your eyes on the sure fixd -L'_-_ J(12

distance between your finger and the tip H....i--f_.- K \ 2 GRS

of hers uhich touches g e T E

one pgtal i

eating 1t. for texture,
\i‘ One’ 14 154 priu e e
4 b‘e‘ﬁaath- splendid hands, suspended ' /. Lo
like nt.hbrfﬁ
in all the dark surrounding.

The f£all of cloth, the'long - =~ ) 7 oy s W02

pause of women and girls, all wAl . e pAEL
. ti1t us toward your sweet intent. = A ) o

«Iour red coat's sleeve is torn,

She will never mend it, nor mention
what you did today. .You will tend - ;
. {tofiyour garden, sheftotheitable~’ . ' Lad
y, N Q:hem she'll’slice the whitest parsnips.

Y""F
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3 et e L . '
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Tonight the air is heavy.

It holds its own light, visible

as stars in the slender branches of trees,
The sad grass thickens with it

one last time, welcoming water in any form.
The air balte?as it can absorb gravity

and hover, never leaving, As if breathing
the scent of fog on the fields

could let all growing things forget

the odor of their own decay.

Still it doeen't raini; the air

is like a promontory, is like a body

folded in upon itself, afraid.

It's 1ike a promise waiting for fulfilment.
The air, lost in its intent, holds still, full
of what it will not give. Morning

will bBburn it off. Winter will set in.

How LhErd5 ,

Tonight the alr is heavy, unaware
of its own light, visible as stars
in the slender branches of trees.
The sad grass thickens with it

\"R \ Wﬂalccmingﬁater.}
f QA ir-p air be iaves/i_ a;:Egahsorb gravity, 3
A

and hover,/never As if breathing
the scent of fog on the fields

could let all growping things forget

the odor of their own decay,

8t11l1 it doesn't rain; the air

is like a promontory, is like & body
folded in upon itself, afraid,

A promise waiting for fulfillment.

The azir, lost in its intent, holds still,

& &@-“Eﬁ_gun of what it will not give.

v

Morning will burn it off,
Winter will set in,



THE GAKDENER: A Love PoEM
(Painting by M. Le Nain, c, 1655)

7/

/In standing just beyond her skirts,

Al

in leaning in, and uqr:ﬂiﬁiiy

in that shy 1ift—~ O
of your little finger on the /harid1e
Df the hocmsTh these we knm-r you.

She must look up soon,
accept this libble rose you give her. -

i 7
You your eyes on the o

distance between ydur finger and the tip

of hers which touches
one petal
as if testing. it for texture,

One small child is & prisn

beneath your splendid hands, suspended
like other buds

in all the dark surrounding.

The fell of cloth, the long
pause of women and girls,.all
t11t us toward your sweet intent.

Your red coat's sleeve is torn.

She will newer mend 1it, nor, 10ne b,
of what you did teday., Yo Kok
to your garden, she to the/table

where sheﬂbuﬁ?lﬁhe whitest/ parsnips.
luc
[

f
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& "
s Ia—"fhfl



ANTTGY (N HIER WA

Love AT FImst stat (A Az¢ ot )
(for Heidi)

I'm at the wheel

high noon

summer and a man

on a black bicycle
spins into the road
bright

umbrella in full bloom

A knight a-sall
in shining chrome
and nylon

smiling

My tires turn

to follow him :
and %ce cream slides
down chin and arm

I'm in the wake

of black and knight
full-scale color
and dust

This next corner
& cul=de-sac
#here he comes
riding back
flying by and I
take pains to turn
and can't

CRASH¥

You all saw him
so don't say

the sun

on the road sign
stole my mind

*LSL‘F'F\Ij FG“M(&—L{:deﬁ L\-ﬂ,\ft :
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THE GARDENER
(Painting by M. Le Nain, c. 1655)

In standing just beyond her skirtis,
in leaning in, and especially

in the shy 1lift

of your little finger on the handle
of the hoe: 1In these we know you.
You keep your eyes on the messurable
distance between her finger &nd yours.
She must look up scon,

accept this little rose you give her.
Now the tip of her finger touches it
as if testing it for texture.

One small child is & prism

beneath your splendid hands, suspended
like other buds

in all the dark surrounding,

The fall of cloth, the long

pause of women and girls, all

t11t us toward your sweet intent,
Your red coat's sleeve is torn,

She will never mend it, nor speak
of what you did today. You go back
to your garden, she to the table
where she cuts the whitest parsnips.

|




Colision. * vt Af Rt syt

I'm at the wheel

high noon

summer and & man

on & black bicycle
spins into the road
bright

unbrella in full bloom

A knight a-sail
in shiningjchrgtlf
and nylon; SR ¢

My tires turn
to folléw him'

Wica cream drifts

Jo

down chin and arm

I'm in the wake

of black and knight
full-scale color
and dust

“fhia next cornar

a cul de sac

where he comes
riding back
flying by and I
take pains to turn
and can't i

You all say himg
don't say

the sun

on the road sign

tmd my mind
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THE GERDENER = ‘rmr:c'-{t-.ﬂ‘.L.«. {_.{' _fk}d,_:‘._l h@{ (o ';1;‘)- %

In standing just beyond her skirts,
in leaning in, and especially

in the shy 1kft

of your little finger on the handle
of the hoer in these we know you,
You keep your eyes on the measurable
distance between her firfer and yours,

She wi up soon
accapt%@gﬁse you ;am: her,

Now the tip of her finger touches 1t, 2.9 of Teshivg i 'Jﬁ"'ﬁ%y 15

One small child is a prism o g , V1
beneath your splendid hands, Jits ;—Ehﬂb‘-d‘*-/ Wk sthen bude
W~ Al1 the dark Bumunding4

Your red coatisleeve is torn.

She will never mend it, nor speak

of what you did today. You go back

to your garden, she to the table

where she was cut§is@ the white parsnips.
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ALWAYS poVING E1700)

0 the intemperate pulse and dance

of these seasons so in love, moment

1o moment moving

free of holds and whelly held,
unattached and so a part

of belonging. The summer scent unhinged
gnd set to travelling, sent afar

by wind., Leughter. Listen:

Those nomad moorings, those petalled
pouringas of morning storms: Autumn,
passionate, 1mpatiantﬂ/is spaakingﬁ;,; Zs

Of space invisible, divisible, defined
by what is passed or present,

This 1s how the weather pores over us,
in the ecstacy
piety., OCeteber, November. LAY . |
What & way to awaken! . ST I B
Suddenly I know, yes, how it is U

that the leaves from sheer beauty

can dash themselves to earth,

so wonderful in how it moves

always, in how moving

is the world.
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STONE HYMN

I stop to wateh thenm,

They stand as if turned toc stone.

It is the same thing: Just the sun
lowering itself down, easing over the edge

of the Pacifiec. g AdE ot v N £
But it is they who are captivating: | ”"“”‘LP““L” b O O 4
People of every age and race,

standing, standing on the cliff, tranafixad.

They stand so long. Tha waves
careen, the red sun grows and glows,
the horigon stretches and stays
distant, curling around the ocean's

visible contours, They stand

alone. They stand together like a family,
It takes forever.

They take thelr time.

Whatever they are sseing,

whatever they are thinking,

I don't care. It's that they're there.
Something i= happening.

They stand looking. It's silent there.

They stand like stones

thnt t for arsh and loving hand
tﬁ;;éthaqu o scuI

‘rl'-lh.r..-.-i::"‘
@n ordinary ﬂ%jﬁl them
unfinished, But the ﬂrtist knows
that they are still % Ly
ﬂmarging. i \".I :."nf,“l_'_ﬁ .'.‘ 5{“".?



==* THE HAPFY PRINCE (e ey

You eould feel the touch of sky

light as a lover, and ask

for nothing more.

There is a place for eyes

once alive with stones

rich enocugh to feed the hungry

each one crust of bread,

You need no ears

for the ceaseless weeping,

ner eyes to witness the lenely.

Then give your bleod, your skini

1t isn't the bedy that feels

the yearning of a soul.

You could go on and on, glving,

but not ferever, for seon the gold

that once seemed as endless

gs gll else

is stripped from the surface;

even the bronze beneath

is given out; and still the bottom

of emptiness is bare,

the virtue of giving lost ' '

in the infinitude of despair.

Then the =mall sound of certain words spoken

from the impossibility of silence

in any human heart, diminishes like smoke

from the last of the body burning.

You could send up your own ashes rising

like the wings of birds in flight,

asking that they bear

the message with its hope

of owning enough meaning, just this once. [
You could call out to a god . [ }
the one name of your lﬂvn |
andlet—¥t-w

,“f‘ You could wake at last and.sansa your werld
' breathing beside you, innocent
of all echo, try to offer it your heart,
diamond-bright and shining A

in the dust, ot furs Lo ondi -y hsicetin
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BLUE

Blue is given to nothing

to save it from being invisible

like the sorrow that lives in the wind.
What is the indiscernible

lovely line

between air and sky, but more air,
Real, but as if imaginary,

that moment of blue is the awe-
saturated air, sometimes called heaven;
the vanishing point forever

fading to blue

s0 as not to seem too sudden,

The unseen and the brilliant there

are one,

Where the future passes on

and spring overtakes the snow

is all that's known

of the beginnings and the end.

and the true- of that hue,
There iz no one single glimpse

of leving grace to learn

why, or where, the sky is blue, beyond
the shadow of a doubt,

God lives in that place, laughing.
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SAN JUAN ISLAND

Bverything softens, the rain
makes its slow way

down and through.

You build your house

undeg water.

Ne suddenfess, no sounds,

as if the hammer

of a gentle man

did to wood the same thing
love does to children.

You sleep

where-ever the whim

of night falls,

your comforter the susurrous
tadk of drops

too small to see.

In the marsh, sleepy movement
beneath wet leaves.,

By the lake, between weeping
willows, the white apples
swell and sway.

For =2 moment in the mornings
from its pillow

21l the blue of the sky
unfold like a baby's limb,
then gettleg back

into the same dream,

more soft clouds.
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ALWAYS
. .

Oh the intemperate pulse and dance J;///j fﬂﬁ”be! vingeut
___:.? of these months &g in love, moment ”"'_;f (ne oA Al sl

to moment moving ‘

free of holds and whelly heldj

iy unattached an
R O of bulnnging.mmer acent unhinged
and set to travelling, sent afar
( ol e by wind., Laughter. Listen:
aand 94° Those nomad moorings, those petalled
G pourings of morning storms}:'Autumn,
passionate, impatient, is speaking.
— 0Of space invisible, divisible, defined
by what is passed or present.
This is how the weather pores over us, .
in the ecstecy of its unpredictable
piety, October, November,
What a way to awakenl!
Suddenly I know, yes, how it is
that the leaves from sheer beauty
can dash themselves to earth,
o wonderful in how it moves

" always, in how moving
W mg‘r 7 is the "imrld.
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THE PARTICULARS .27 £ &) 7 -5 et

It is that particular moment
when invisible spiders make suppers
on woven plates, moths wake,

clouds celebrate as they go.
Crickets scratch and cheer.

Two small birds almost touch,

and so much space surrounding!

Thelr tallfeathers wave, swinging, ¥ i
in time; iff concert) - B i
ke vio bo e on the bough.

How tha weeds trees love to rise
to an accuionfn'il‘!‘bv
an abandoned plow, mtmg

T4 the £ai¥ edge of the field.
Everywhere

things make their way, Even today -

in the low mown grass, stems spawn - L e

yelloy or purple flowers, and fur m = [ 3
111%’: on their leaves., .
The particles we atha-rsig

slyg passing in and out thff_—;ﬁn.ﬁ. =
JLife, then, and all its details, ' e
L.'-"‘“" }ﬂ’ X moon, and If;.in, anew, L\‘;---" ol iR S P
"W‘\;@?tmomy with the sun. wh :
¢ In | theslowering light, Ji ety g EPRA
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1 whese friction bears it

ICE ISLAND

Imperceptible as the motion

of glaciers, the growth

of southern trees,

so melts the island

made of ice

loosing itself toward an ocean,
You once lived there, love,
still free, at the north pole,
which lets in the most light.
The wind was moot,

having no object

of affection or aggression.

It was like being on land,

but not like land,

You fleoated, & world/without
an cutside world,

You wandered, and

conceived of yourself

a#d a possible future,

Maybe it tried to follow you
downstream when you left, It
diminished. Motion of the dim
elements, and radlance, . .
wore it down. You forgot//?:
it in terms of the tangible.

Now your ice island,

all those years lost

(but you were unaware)

has been found well

on its way to the Atlantic,

a little glacier dying ridag T Shada
for the future, An-ice shadow -
ofits former-—self.” flard water

out to sea on what it leaves,
Unnoticed, as if to say4

I do mean to always love you
but I just can't stayss

each drop will tear

itself away, wanting

to return to itself

any way it can, even by departing.
Willing to surrender its form
to live forever in another,
it will)moves toward you
wherever you are,

from under the sodden earth
up into the down of rain.




David, heaven is too much

like & glass dome.

You call it home, that unfair
equation, sorry syllogism

of spheres not permitted tc intersect.

Outside in: Yours ., . [,
is the firison that w freedon.
where outside equals

in which freedom kas

Life at all costs, life above °

all else, and life

more than anything on earth, For a tims,
like anbihdr child's lightning bug,

you breaths in the overturned

world of a jar, You might as well

stand before blind gunmen,

the bulltet*3 ehances of finding you

as sximsor great as God's germs

queued up bejgond your rnund.wallp. waiting.

The_touching of hands, or a mother's
owning embrace, are these

the best of love? Does 1t come down
to only this? That silence

behind the falling

is only the wind

curling endlessly over and over,
Dont listen,

Thas's how it happens.

The living air has & sense

gll its own, As mell as those who travel

freely, you know

what the heart is made of,

On your last white bed, in open rnnm.-.,

z r ¢hild, Daviqayau go so far, beyond

me', yLeft ‘_qr.‘;.e:‘.

in the final stillnesyof your being gone.
?
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BACK HOME

Night is the shadow

of the sun, and it is blue

like the April sky 4t falls through,

I know abeout it, and how other

things cast their color in their shadows,
teo. I even wrote it down,

that day, when I saw the violet sphere
encircling the sidewalk below,

And the way the tree by the window

was suddenly green, and how

the robins sang there that morning

so furieusly full ef jey

that I could hardly hear his volce
breaking, on the phone.

The white dogwoods sending scent,

the garden patch begging

for seed, the magnolias sc heavy

with spring. The day my sweet

mother tried to die,

It was April, teo much blooming

to bear, too many insufferable seasons,
pirthdays, and more work yet

to be done. Another day to rise to,
another day of lying.

Last spring I saw her held up the dark
soll in her two hands like & mother,
and when she said how beautiful

his indifference fell on her like pain,
It was the same as her's for him.

My father knows as well as I

the way time does its work,

what is material, and what passes

for the living, for the left.

That & simple word or deed

can irrevocably effect, that errors
and sorrows choke like weeds,

What follows is what we're left with now,
knowing more of less, and feellng how
much mere of life's to live,

There are those we love but are unable
te see or hold, It's not we

that keep them alive, and thank Ged,
for we are imperfect, and we forget.
And yet it's in us to do meres.

Each tone, each touch, leaves

its imprint, like the children's muddy shoes
on the carpet, or a body 80 many years
upon the marriage bed.

This was one more sad deep sleep,

but meant to last; | his waking her

one more saddened cry of love,

but one new moment of saving grace.
That threshold between the rooms

of living and death is the greatest of all
fine lines, He lifted her in his arms
and carried her Hack home.
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David, heaven is too much
1like a glass dome. . U/
You call it home, an unfair \
equation, sopry syllogism
of spheres not permitted to intersect.
Outside and ims
Yours is the prison that says freedom,
where outside equals death
in which freedom' has no name. ;
——""Life at all costs, 1life above
all else, and life
more than anything on earth,
Like another child's lightning bug, for & time
| you breathe in the overturned
“¥ald jar, You might as well stand before o R
b blindfsided- gunmen, the bullets® chances / | '"OH 4
| of findine-you as slim or great as God's germs 1
ueued up beyond your round walls, waiting. ,
The touching of hands, or a mother's '
owning embrace, are these
the best of lovel Does it come down
to only this? ODomit=bewfretdi That silence
behind the falling
is only d‘u:E }fiﬂd
curling over and over,idsekf. Don't listen.
That's hnw it ha.ppans
out here, The living alr has a senme
all its own, Is=it=unbozrabler

, - i
m.s those who travel freely _!?rt e
what the heart is made of,

! On your last white bed, .’m/pen TOOMS,

ihke-a god or déke-a child fqn—guh
| -save Lhe ones yau ‘would leave
: thﬂﬂ.na&. stillness -




DEEFP SNOW

How o much snow falling
Becomes one snowfall, one winter, lengthening

The shadows of things caught
In a day's last light. ,

Even the dead trees
By some trick of light
Seem to grow once more.

So much emptiness

Between the four winds crossing one another
Like familiar enemies.

So much frost and forgetting
Where the heart is.

Under a halo of woodsmoke :
Someone adds dry twigs to a fire :

Designed to melt the dense season, inseparable
From the lost heart.

He knows about the breaking ice floes, the silence
In how new things grow, after warmly sleeping,

And the sudden recognition
0f once forgotten footprints.

It is a long walk back
Over such deep snow, such a white and frozen place.
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AFTERNOON SLEEPLESS IN BED

The moth at rest is & window

of patience, Its meditation

is better than sleep.

Here, safe in their compression,
three still spears slash

seeming cracks in the glass.

Even in this heavy afternoon

the grass stirs, trees are alert,
beyond the inert, dark, alcof dash
of these. But a fourth

unfolds its inkblot symmetry--
wings, sideways, widely awash

with filtered light.

This is a studied stillness,

that of whole hours, dreamlike.
This is the flutist's held breath,
the suspension of a time; & walting
that especlally loves itself,

Youl 3till therel Watermark
floating on the waning day!

Stain that takes your contours

and shapes, transparently, to heartl!
0 happy percdy of flight,

this feat of affection: that one
could cuddle into glass

as I do in my counterpanel




CATENA

I've seen how the dust falls,
caaght, as if by chance,
in a rope of light,
It seems, sometimes, to be floating
. back up to heaven. =%
‘ of (1 P 1 o L
Semeens standgjon the bridge, B "‘F’F"{:“’"‘ it st
(¢ The sight of late afternoon Ly s ST, @ v
" sinking into the river
4 yet rising to ﬁ“eyes % <

s not-enough to live fori—

Cr; As if the refraction of light

. were a curve of joy whose rise
™%  never equals its fall, a catenary
inadequate to complete
connection of earth tc heaven.

How deep is the shame,

where does it begin or end?

The atavistic desire to see hangings

of neighbors, popular channels
televising death by painless injection®

In inventing & god we created
the game of playing God,

the shame, and the dreanm

of dignity. Most eval of all
is the heart's own despair,

Yet the same sourse hpryi/ ’
hazbezs the instinct, the grace, the ulrge
to reach one's hands across, to pidace
them on the would,\lireclunta

It can't be hedped. !




LURE

Consider the lengths

of colored string

you hung like jewelry

on the lower branchesi

Innocent offering to the birds,
you sald, & chance to nest grandly
in your tree.

--Not to have Ma bird in hand"
for you know you lose
meaning in the reality:

Keld, it is no longer

what you desired;

nor do you recognize yourself,
holding,

The bird, wild animal,
fragile, free, 1is

the thing you pretend

not to fear,

though its Sezéign beduty
is common.

But now one,

its dun and umber design
1like a domen others near,
has caught its leg

in a wind-wrapped strand,
swings there

out of reach,

upside down,

waiting for rescue

by eivilized hends,

human hands not afreid

to close in on the coveted,
hands called in that close
to touch without taming,

to set free again

what you meant

to own without taking,
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back up to heeven.

—As if the refraction of light

were a curve of joy whose rise e (i

never equals its ‘fall, a catenary Vi o

inadequate to complete CoN U“J } v

connection of earth to heaven. J
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Standing on the bridge,
is it not enought to live =
for the sight of late afternoon '
sinking into the river

and yet rising to our eyes?




STUDY IN G

In the jungle whers the hard-worked
Land returns itself

Again and agein to the underbrush

As Af by a reflex for repeating history

A girl sits at her plano, playing with one finger,
One note. It is enough '

For hers In it she hears all the notes

That wander from 1t, and all

That resolve themselves there.

This is not to say that all things

Can be pressed like a key

Into one secret door, one name we all Whisper
To ourselves at night.

It is only after the unfortunate dreaming
That we search for what we already know
In order to continue to forget.
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WINTER

At dawn snow is falling

Out of its sky,

Yet the sky is all

That stays the same, So this
Is how to hide

Even while surrenderingl

At dawn the snow is falling
Out of iks sky,

And yet the sky is all

That stays the same, So this
Is how to hide

Even while surrendering!




ARRANGED IN HEAVEN

Ah, you are familiar

with what hearts endure:

not only the passions

but the questions that arise.
This doubt signifies

a lack of faith only human.

The seasons trust each other,
and walt,

Theirs is the entire

patient earth which never
considers turning

any other way.

Living, it's not impossible
to dream as well,

Your eyes are cast,

not at any particular
distance, but as if

to ask for the divine

permission te own
everything before having
10 let 1t go.

Yet you know this: the trees
have offered all their leaves,
bargaining fer 1ongsv1tr.
They stand

for the memerized

turn of the spheresi

& birthright, & wedding
arranged in heaven
before germination.

Everything has its place,
and takes it

in this prehistoric
choreography.

Such moment!

Nothing hesitates

to move aslde
--and gracefully--
when its time arrives.
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1 _can neyer sleep in the stillness

of snow, in such;vast and fluid

adoration of freefall,/like a choir's

single inhalati it seems to rest;

between tlm@ﬁ Sleep slips past me

in walting for the en it goes,

ontfike this/fox: ‘the adumpration of days/
leaves their gray denouments/

no definition. -Then the imaginstion

is stronger than winter—dsys; Gutsid.a,/

2s 1f the laying dowd"afgwalls, evbtiwhere,
the snow, like stones, knows
with proper spaces for a.ir.//At night,

you pass through the greenhouse glase

like an angel, or like the caretaker who owns
the key. 4l Tron—within, tWEEE

the orchids are in bloom, Later, LW;

when the door opensg’feathers of snow fly
into my arms like lovers, &nd dlisappear,

Them you step in, lay down with your white
bouguet, breathing the odor of &leep,

where to 80y %ﬂ}ﬂ”’

O,

* T 3’5



ACCOUNTING FOR THINGE BEING AS THEY SEEM
("Get thee glass eyes

and seem to see

the things thou dost not."--Lear)

Life is given

its order: Weather approaches
from & cloudless place

while the past lists

to the other side, more precise
than 't-Od.ﬂ-J’ .

These are the skies,

full of white paper and lace,
delicate kites of gods on skis,
Life comes down, with its strings,
when the currents of air

can't bear any more.

But the gods don't die,

they occupy themselves in another task:
White flowers bloom on what had seemed
barren trees and grass., We are
to mistake for warmth

each unaccountable

sudden cease of cold. Naturally,
things only mean what they are
and not what they may call

to mind, Only--i et

What they are

is not your cause, but is

because of you.



SNOWED IN

« be
A bk eep in the stillness

of snow, in such & vast and fluid
adoration of freefall,

I Like a choir's single inhalation,
1314*‘ L 8how seems t tween two songs,
Sleep slips
in walting for the sound.

When it goeas on and on like this,
the adumbration of days

leaves their gray denouments

no definition, Bﬂta&ﬂti

Cukidy s 1f laying down low walls, thuz:unﬂ.
luirw”* 1ike stones, knows Where to go, how.to/fib/

; ///,/””’# Jbumfnp”xrithxﬂnﬂﬁﬁbrfﬁpi&eaffgrkaagr
Thara. the orchids are in bloom,

A dns, bew, |
i sﬁ: "the Egor ovens, feathers of snow fly

into my arms like lovers, and disappear,

8 thruugh the graenhnuaa glaa

Ry

-1
;1 e an ange ,)Er 1like the carstaker
uho owns the key._g S ———

{Than you step in, lay down with your white
bouquet, breathing the oflor of sleep.

(@




THE HAPPY PRINCE
(After the statue in Oscar Wilde's
story of the same name,)

You could feel the touch of sky

light as a lover, and ask

for nothing more.

There is a place for eyes

once alive with stones

rich enough to feed the hungry

each one crust of bread.

You nesed no ears

for the ceaseless weeping,

nor eyes to witness the lonely,

Then give your blood, your skin

it isn't the body that feels

the yearning of a soul.

You could go on and on, giving,

but not forever, for scon the gold

that once seemed as endless

as all else

is stripped from the surfacej

even the bronze beneath

is given out; and still the bottom

of emptiness is bare,

the virtue of giving lost

in the infinitude of despair.

Then the small sound of certain words spoken
from the impossiblity of silence

in any human heart, diminishes like smoke
from the last of the body burning.

You could send up your own ashes rising
like the wings of birds in flight,
asking that they bear

the message with its hope

of owning enough meaning just this once.
You could call out to a ged

the one name of your love,

then wait for the air to readjust.

You could wake at last and sense your world
breathing beside you, innocent

of all echo, try to offer it your heart,
diamond-bright and shining

in the dust.



SnsEM
—_\_‘._'__-_.___,_,.-'—"'-'_

SNOWED IN-

How can there be sleep in watﬂlness‘, {
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Gwdmdde, 4s if laying down low walls,
TR s, 0. Stemosy novs, vhere 2o g0ur,
Like an angel, or like the caretaker
who cwns the key, ‘e pass
you-paes theough the greenhouse glass,
ﬁan-eﬁa crchids are in bloom,

Hebe

an ocor opens, feathers of snow fly
into my arms like lovers, and disappear.

Then you step in, lay down with your white
_ bouquet, breathing the odor of sleep.



SAN JUAN ISLAND

Everything softens, the rain
makes 1lts slow way

down and through.

You bulld your house

under water,

No suddenness, no sounds,

as if the hammer

of & gentle man

did to wood the same thing
love does to children.

You sleep

where-ever the whim

of night falls,

your cemforter the susurrous
talk of drops

too small to see.

In the marsh, sleepy movement
beneath wet leaves,

By the lske, between weeping
willows, the white apples
swell and swey,

For a moment in the mornings
from its pillow

gll the blue of the sky
unfolds like a baby's limb,
then settles back

into the same dream,

more soft clouds.
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SNOWSTORM
n\bl r{,l.-i'i!ﬂ'-‘-’f
There is no sleep
in the stillness
of snm-r! in such
- Jan adoration
of freefall,
Like a choir's ; '
single inhalation
M;it seems -
to pause E:
between two songs. Sleep b g
slips P;‘Ft‘@ p)

in walting for the sound,
Qutsdde
as in the laying down
of wallsmewrymm
the snow -
“1ike stone
“falls into place,
fittingﬁ with proper spaces !
for the air

to travel.
You
pass through a crystal
greenhouse: angel =
caretaker " &‘I Jpodis !!E”'.u-.'r:é-“::'
oWner )
of the kB}'l
Lit from withing,
a4 there
the orchids are in bloom.
In my room

when the door opens
Mfeathers of snow
fly
into my arms like lovers
iy &and disappear,
Then you
step in
from out of the whirled,
lay down with your white bouquet,
breathe the scent of sleep,
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SNOWSTORM

e

There is no sleep in the stillness

of snow, in such an adoration

of freefall. Like a choir's

single inhalation, it seems to pause
between two songs; sleep slips past me
in waiting for the sound. Outside,

&8 in the laying down of walls, everywhere,
the snow, like stone, falls into place,
fitting, with proper spaces for the air
to travel. You pass through & crystal
greenhouseis &ngel, careteker, owner

of the key. Lit from within, there

the orchids are in bloom. In my room,
when the door opens, feathers of snow fly
into my arms like lovers, and disappear,
Then you step in from out of the whirled,
lay down with your white bouguet,

breathe the scent of sleep.
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THE SELF, FALLING

That one could be soc small, slipping
through its own self, as silt shifts
down through its rock bed.

What happens when we wish

is something unforeseen

and other. That we are drawn

to windows and other openings,

that the threshold is as fragile

as desire. This falling

is a bedtime fable, of finding
bottom, false promise of fimal
softness there. The rest,

silence. But what is worse

than going on is the ending,

that once there the darkness

silvers the glass to mirrox

and the eyes too are open,

horribly. What is that shape

that forms its compulsive shadows
through which it is impossible not, again,
to fall? And still the wishful self
has its own ideas.

That one could be so small

and yet unable to rise, that laws
here are still binding, the legacy
of an ancient alchemy. All that rises
is the voice at the end

of its question, for naothing

weighs more than the falling.
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FOR GIVING

No longer feeling himself to be

who he was without her, what he wanted

Was to become perfect encugh,—

secretlys so that her faith in him

might be forgiven. He didn't sleep,
= One night, the sky as bright as day,

a white crane, ibis, or swan,

erossed over, He saw 1ts wings

braid and pleat the air., The air

wavered as if it hovered over flames.

The bird's long neck leaned forw
like an arm far W

= 1t went on 1nto its flight,
straight on entranced, which is why

it never Baw. or never seemed to see,

the narrow limb of the tree—

too high for a tree's height —

but reaching too, in its way, for heaven,

The bird's long neck struck, silently,

as if somecne had turned off the sound,

and slowly, &8s in a dream, it wrapped

around, and around, horrible ribbon,

wings falling into bone and feather

beside the hollow body of the bird,

It hung there, nearly dead

until dewn“traded the blozted moon.
—He made his promise too, then, just before,

in another part of the world,

she awoke, early, for the better

part of a day.




FOR GIVING

No longer feeling himself to be

who he was without her, what he wanted
was to begecome perfect enough--

=-g0 that her faith in him
forgiven, He didn't sikeep,

One night, the sky as bright as day,

a white crane, 1ibis, or swan,

crossed over., He saw its wings

braid and pleat the alr. The air
wavered as 1f it hovered over flames,

The bird's long neck leaned forward

like an arm in offering.

He couldn't touch the bucyancy of 1t.

It went skmkght on, flylng inte its flight,
stgiecht on &s Af entranced, which is why
it never saw, or never seemt to see,

the narrcow l8mb of ihe tree--

too high for a tree's height

but reaching too, in 1ts wey, for heaven,
The bird's long neck struck, silently,
as If someone had turned off the sound,
and slowly, as 1n ream, it wrapped
around, and arcund{fhorrible ribbon,
wings falling into“one and feather
beside the hollow body of the bird,

It hung there, nearly dead, uml daunn

s traded for the bboated moon.

too, zﬁn?{\iug;/%%,

He mede his




OBJECTR IN MIRROR ARE CLOSER THAN THEY AFPEAR

It's hard to tell
that the face of the mcon
is as much like & man's
| - &s god's., OQut yonder,
43 in the world without us,
who's to say?--
Either we get in the way,
or things make use of us,

Half-way around the world,
the static sound of starlings
,rﬂ\ = takes off the barn roof,

W P spiders weave 1n the spokes

! gl of wheels, and stars

f circle unsuspecting suns,

/ ' Little do we know,
P the world has & telent
l!; for making itself 2t home,

Meanwhile, we paint ocur self-

portraltis on everything

imeginable, then hold

them up like mirrors, !
Qur mereurizl brushes kgﬁskf
grow longer, bur skills :

A A,MZ more acute. Dust clouds LMW ’B“F’
\\Jf& the vision, tinder \
'She

e

, C to the ayea.& We burn
Jﬁ‘&i-" J trees to save the forests, burn
K&fﬂ air to fly afar. We do, we say,
We can, The time

isﬁat hand. Time was
(s®4 a man)

for you could tell the weether from the noon,
“A That was before another (mem)
e UCL L8 D enal O LS anet =

“and welked all over it.
New you can't tell a thing.

| hred Yo *‘{,mmltuﬁr dethanay
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MOVING IN

Frr’r I use my hands. : SR
They Jjostle the spider's wisicz. s

Stickyemésts: _
Oh what patience, she is never finisw
She uses me like a joist, a 'brid.gaf.
o It's even OK if I move
S So I move about or_notf

That's up to me. -'f—'____h__________J___
Here, I'm rocking slow > .,fj‘ !
4In this texture I'll call homa, [uL "3}
e why of cholce
d the how of chance. My

’“”L

s

Home, alone, and owned, You know S ﬂ'lk
That this is where I'm supposed to be, you 4 :
With your blueprint and your blue /6'({5. r\?
Plumb line. Now IMlookjout /,E;j_:lﬂ

Windows you designed P

To be like looking A

In. o o

Thank you. E

This is the house =

— -“_\_'-‘—-..___‘_ &,
M You built for me s,_j,_\t I could come™ wtalg._;, Y 1'"'""“”51' i mthl&-i’

t@f Gag Newghly’ 7 )5 :z}v inting, saying Loo s {3
s T;:ia is where I 11va:i, ? x‘:\; s o o 7 )
H\,‘r
N o
:U ! Iy
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slips by I
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in 'welting Zor ihe scund,

Cutslds
gs ir the layinzg down

of wells, everywhsre

the snow
like stone
falls into place
gnd fits, with proper spacas
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Sleowly, it is dusk,

merning,

spring.

Only noticed afterward,
ponly knowg by what is gone.

Let's say that1§ﬂﬁeap walking,
erasing all the clreles

ﬁhe ve been bdefore,
for the gub:
side the point,
ht parallels:f}acings,
like rows of folkdancers raising

a left hand to meet a right,
as if bylagreement to mock.

Or maybe on a street corner,
in the wind, an empty cup

W I:.r'r'x.‘.x‘lf‘;ng%&%i5 in a wire cage,
as & reel g

let go at the end,iets
rthe eellulose 1n,¢‘r

~ spills over like melting wax
tattoos the wooden sill Hithiﬂﬁipsal

1 thre rter ns - W e
WO e-qua ? moo o7 rﬁy EEfEL:———f—=—

= \_"'f \-— /
Suppose youmpiggtdhaitythlf oment
of things becoming right, het the shif
is no gregier than memory's.é£;h=mﬂ=ﬂ¥a
a-broeth.™ Suppose that nothing
stirs at al{;1

but the, thing you want
moves ough space, 1 .
though still, like starlight. Or that

et
—

holds them
together t

1, and holds
parts,

i ¥

\ii‘rb*“-‘{i.ﬂw B Rugr

e s,ﬂqc &

£
n
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OBJECTS IN MIRROR ARE CLOSER THAN THEY APPEAR

& i

ther we get in the way, ,’/
or things make use of us.

the world hay'a talent
for making itself at home,

Meanwhile, we pa our self="—
portraits on eve thipgfl
imaginable, thef holdd

them up like ors.

Our mercurl shes

grow lo our skills
mo;g,aﬁ%%e Dust clouds
_ihe vislop, tinder

_~" to the eyes. So we burn

' trees to/save the forests, burn
air to fﬁy afar, We do, we say.
We can, | The time

is close |at hand. Time wWas
(s2id a man)
" you could tell the weather from the moon.
That was before another
\ broke the quicksilver distance
“~-and walked all over it,
Now you can't tell a thing.

r

o
-

-

-

.".-

_'_d'

~=" Alice B, Fogel
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WINDLASS

Slowly, it is dusk,

merning,

EPring,

You only notice afterward,

you only know by what 1s gone,

Let's say that you keap walking,
erzasing all those circles

where you've been befores-
questions for the answers

nowW beside the point.

There might be parallels, or faclings,
1like rows of folkdancers raising

2 left hand to meet 2 right,

as if by an agreement to mock.

Or meybe on & street corner,

in the wind, an empty cup

whirls wildly in a wire cage, as @ reel’
let go at the end lets

the cellulose still spin., This spell

spills over like melting wax,

) tattoos the wooden sill with an ellipse:
Vil tvwo three-quarter moons

' ¢lese in upon their heart,

0 g ¢ Suppose you always miss that moment
A of things becoming right; that the shift
is no greater than memory's.
Or suppose that nothing
stirs 2t all,

but the thing you waamt

moves through space, fast,

though sti}l, like starlight. /Or thai,
you could trap it

in & miryor balanced between wowrs

#ew and-Then; that the mirror, for a moment,
holds them apart, and holds

together the parts,



OBJEZCTS IN MIRROR ARE CLOSER THAN THEY APPEAR
s s .

It!s hard to tell

that the face of the moon
is as™much like a man's
as god's,~.Out yonder,

in the worl thout us,
who's to say?--

Either we get in the.way,
or things make use of us.

Half-wey around the glah;:\\\
the static sound of starlings\~
echoes off the barn roof.
Spiders weave 1in the spokes

of wheels, and stars
circle unsuspecting suns.,
Little do we

Meanwhile, we paint our self-
portraits on everything

e, then hold

e mirrors,

Our mercurisl brushes

grow longer, oux skills

more acute., Dust clouds

the vision, tinder
to the eyes. So We b
trees to save the forests) burn
air to fly afar, We do, we\say.
We can. The time

is close at hand, Time was
(seid 2 man)
you could e weather from the moon.
broke the quicksilver distance

and walked all over it,

Now you can't tell a thing.

X
i

Alice B, Fogel
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If I had 1lifted my fingers and fitted % fr2
each star, round and threa ed,/&ntu the, :{Kh
and use silver thimnble/to bead

earth's evening gmm,
the arrangement could never have been better,
You were here, and with some adjustment
we lost tHE distinetion
betyeen the darks of inside and out.
'Hn%‘ your h&nds rested on me —

ddot ses the aﬁmezgay those two stars
balance e crossbeam of the window,.

They wers the base of the dipper, D‘ﬁf" r
"":"_""'E"'-_';sb" o T &E‘-&-LM-* .lti{["% A ..J:'.I--"\'-'L' : - 3 m A lohdds l"'j .

AWL.T* L* ,he whole cup of the constellation -1
e filled the upper frame,

" What, zihigaﬁéé;r:%ihm%%iewﬁﬁt : MWW nevfen.
Sop dle pendtd Wer

A
without suggesting departure.
Distance#folded dimension, until the four [l

11t corners of the bowl hexgieey -
were four eyes circling the globe, ﬁt—migf—{‘f Gq)x

‘W« losing sight of center,




SNOWSTORM

There is no sleep
in the stillness
of snow, in such
an adoration
of freefall,
Like a choir's
single inhalation
it seems
to pause
between two songs. Sleep
slips by me
in walting for the sound.
Outside
as in the laying down
of walls, everyvwhere
the snow
like stone
falls intc place
and fits wlth proper spaces
for the zir
to travel.
You:
pass through a erystal
greenhouse:  angel
caretaker
owner
of the key. Lit frem within
there
the orchids
are in-bloom.
In my room
when the door opens
feathers of snow
fly

. into my arms like lovers

and disappear.
Then you -
step in
from out of the whirled,
lay down with your white bouguet,
breathe the scent of sleep,



e lost all diatm s . PAPL /[Py
Jﬂwﬁeﬂn G ; ot i ‘[‘:.r'q Jl"-i,f"fa; , *?T

BIG DIPPER IN THE WINDOW

If T had 1ifted my fingers and fitted

esach star, round and threaded,

onto the fabric of the night,

and used & silver thimble

to bead earth's evening gown,

the arrangement could never have been better,
You were here, and with some adjustment

How your hands rest.ed me--

that was the Zuy those two stars
balanced on t rossbeam of the window,
They were the base of the dipper,

which seemed to offer a blessing.

The whole cup of the constellation :
filled the upper frame. il W (ots AR SR
What was in it, a put.

_uam esch familiar to the other Em n

\& we Y&Zi4,

,lad'. ﬁithar nearfor far,

that the handle pointed west
without suggesting departure,
Distance unfolded dimension, until the four
14t corners of the bowl
were four eyes circling the globe, but never
losing sight of center,



SNOWSTORM

There is no sleep
in the stillness
of snow, in such
an adoration
of freefzll,
Like a cholr's
single inhalatiqu
it seems
to pause
between two songs. Sleep
slips by me
in waiting for the sound,

Outside
as in the laying down
of walls,)
v everywhers
the snow
like stone
falls into place
and fits; ., .

Cwith proper spaces
for theair to-travel, -]
iy ":'f..‘_:_, i

You

™

e i 15V i B

pass through & crystal
greenhouses angel
caretaker
S oWner
of the key, Lit from within -
there
the orehids are in hloom,
A In my room
when the door opens
feathers of snow
.« fly
into my arms like lovers
and dissppear.

Then you
;step in . :
from.out of the whirled,
lay down with your white bouquet,
breathe the scent of sleep.



DIFFER

If I had lifted my fingers and fitted

each star, round and threaded,

onto the fabrie of the night,

and used & silver thimble

to bead earth's evening gown,

the arrangement could never have bheen better.
You were here, and with some adjustment

we lost all distinction

between the dark and dark;

the room went inside out.

How your hands rested on me=--

that was the way that those two stars
balanced on the crossbeam of the window., <l °
They were the base of, the dipper,

which seemed to offurLa”Eiassing.

The whole cup of the constellation

filled the upper frame.

What wes in it and around it were the same,
each familiar to the other

and neither near nor far.

If we leaned, we'd see thed the handle pointed west
without suggesting deperture,

Distance unfolded dimsnsicn, until the four
1lit corners of the bowl

were four eyes|/clireling the glabe?fsut never
losing sight of center, g

CHONL oy g0 Te :
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SNOWSTORM

There is no sleep
in the stillness
of snow, in such
an adoration
of freefall.
Like & choir's
single inhslation
it seems
to pause
between two songs. Sleep
slips by me
in waiting for the sound.
Qutside
as in the laying down
of walls, everywhere
the snow
like stone
falls into place
and fits with proper spaces

for the eir
to travel.

You-
pass through a crystal
greenhouses angel

caretaker
oWner
of the key. Lit from within
there
the orchids
are in-bloom.
In my room

when the door opens
feathers of snow

fly
and disappear.

. into my arms like lovers

Then you
step in
from out of the whirled,
lay down with your white bouguet,
breathe the scent of sleep.



waé so fear the ehd, the end
slept beiheen ' death,
gow T wghted 2 signp

to sayfwhere I bofonged, I dreamt

the old dreans of naming
hut Avithout thé old feeling of home.
There Aras the night

thad you 5544 nothing
another whgn you cried.
Edch one'gn ending
that camg and weht 1
Thara,ﬁ;g,ﬁha ight
into the achl of
- the -'i-,f ~1}Md he
7 ﬁf@“ ayerhié? sleep from
\ I l"-f.; -

your

-' 1 as “the pest, ]
" :I. Ed,iﬂ;{__ [~ ._
ot -~#HE:kno_,L,/”

-

;m—f@a{ wrovd,

It was so near the end, the end Le-
L elept between us like a death, T
L How I wanted a2 sign, / %
Jto say where T belonged. I dreamt
the old dreams of naming
—_but without the old feeling of home,
-4 There was the night
 that you said nothing,
another when you cried,
Each one was an ending
___that came and went like & tide.
There was the night Iswoke so fully
into the echo of my name-—-
the word I'd heard still peeling
ripples of sleep from the air,
"I peered through the dark at your body,
still as the past, If it was you
who called out my name, 2n you
will never know,

\A
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ILLUMINATION

By the light of day

I anm paintins.

From within imy hands the landscape
Appears, a still life,

One self-porirait,.

At first I\ think I'm alone,
Then you move your white brush
Over my canves, gently

Hold me with your free hand.,

You touch this, that,

And leave gold.

Where before it was dark

A new light reveals, 1 see

The warm strokes reach out to you
Just as you reached for them,
Putting life there.




w&r R

<“ ‘fl' "Alice," I am calling, ffom back behind the house,
D I know omewhera in-front, 3
k "Alice" ice answers,
11"! Efﬁ' I don't know why, l ’

"Whet are you duing?" I ask,
"Doing," #ﬁ sayd.
getd the SnkTention just right.
Come here," I s .

"Are you hare? -
"Yes, I hear you," "I hear you,"

tresses the "you", forgetting elf.
gkes me laugh. laughg too,
& ter finds me, and)ask g
- L I

d you hear -Hr\ma\

f\ﬁ‘ { the echo?"
1 A saplh"Yes, I did d you?"
W Ll ol it

N\ ‘

ﬂr’
o



Na-+iher. -/ 7
WINDLASS /

/

{
Slowly, it Fa dusk,
morning,
,spring. |
You only.nptice aftaxﬂard,-
you only RF@M‘Ey what 1s gone.

Let's say /that you keep walking,
eresing 811 these circles

where yuu}va been bafore--
questions for the &nswers

now beside the point.

There mith ba parallels, or facings,
1ike rows| of folkdancers raising
. a left d to meet & right,

as if by pn,agrﬂement te mock,

Or maybe pn a street corner,

in'the wind, an emply cup

whirls willdly in & wire cage, as reels
let go & end let

st111 spin., This spell

spills o 1ike melting wax,
tattoos the wooden sill with an ellipses
two threetquarter moons

eioce in-wpon-thedr heerti—

Suppese yeu elways miss that moment

of things|becoming right; that the shift
is no gredter than memory's,

Or supposd that nothing

Or that you\could trap it

in a mirror \balanced between now

and then; thdt the mirror, for a mement,
holds them apert, and holds

together the parts.

x*‘".

et
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THE MsADOW /

From.ﬂ&:#&erhdqél the road the dark
stares back at/me
ancther absendce

I stop to wonder what will replace
this when it/ too
is bu:ied~

This is what I ééé: the meadow
black as mponless
water

Beside thet road, between ﬁhﬁﬁiltrees,
gifted with a thousand '
fireflie

lways rising at each moment
like snow returning T 15

Rising,
of ligh

to air







The Indefinable Moment $or YW

tell of the streets?
f your patience,

‘/‘. N
vou have watched

walting fox, that nrecisgfmoment of violent derk,”
<gduit tha ddenly, seelng it in the past
you know 1t has eluded you asgein.

You long to possess that moment, you define

loneliness as the lack of it. Yu S

All the missed mim&ntﬂ cl this“earth like cells

forning thelir island ._.:-uon the body

of your loneliness, .::;'—--._.___ﬁ ek I”_h Hucs

15 1n late. Wrcae ShUfar Sawdedass 300,
A womsn moves about in her kitchen across the city,
then her light disappears likeanW®%all death. -
The new dark spot lingers, then 1t too 1 anhL,




|

STILL LIFx

_AX1l that you have wanted comee to you : .
one after another, &s apparitions, accusing
you of not wanting them enough,
" knowing you knew how. They wander
\wilsome ag scsles and arpeggios
iunsucceeded by sonata.
Never mind, for the moment, the artist,
yourself; think of the art whose life
/is infinite future, whose embryg:
/18 your own powery waiting
/ in the wingse of its own fright.
Let it in, let it out. Iet it go. ILove,
what is love but attention,
concentration, and who knows better
all that is given to be loved? How can 1
be telling you? JYou, the teacher, the elder,
—| my father. You could forget
yourself in return for all that's offered
" |for memory. Take care of that old man
you have not yet become:
be is the only child who will prove you.
Listen, get up, it is time to get started,
not time to rest, or grieve. After all,
it's still life. I tell you, the sheer
weightlessness of a tree's branch is in its reaching
for the distances, for all the world
like the curve of earth.
You can feel how the lune of its embrace
includes you, when you look out to ses
and know the horiszon
is only & line your mind drawse
for comfort.

Alice B. Feogel
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And then there's the snow when it falls, bearing
. down on itself, ten thousand
_ fools, each separate and single iy o
. minded. Yes, so much silence mutes A
and mocks these marks (>
that dirty your once-white page. O
/Buts/forget the originsyi» '\, PO
‘routes, detours, destination. - This news
ie your own heartbeat,
it always is. 1It's all there, too:
The time spent remembering
because it's too late to live,
your too-great loves, insuperable,
% | your urgent unbelieving message.
| What use the light that bares its own shadow?
All is lost, at least
on the eye of the blind.
Unreadable news!—it'se thousand thoughts at once
revealed and obscured. Just the same,
a blizzard smothers, in moments,
what was, in a word,
empirical, of essence,
_the proof, definition. But something wes
etill warm at the source
of this sudden fallen storm.
Reaching through it (it's not hard)
“'I touch my fingers to earth.

Alice B. Fogel
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INSTINCT

a cliff wet undea& the unfathnma

sky. Glass, concrete, metal
. are more easily borne.
o 'h)‘% fh e We gather i nct des : ot teries
o 0 T OW
1 e Ian northern grazing grounds
the grass grows anly for the reindeer
and the deer eat thelgrass ﬁvﬁw@t g ew%“t (.-LU"Q
only te—run—from invisible flies Aol Gl MV Lo Lo e
N wh' M vy, Sl o LHM?LA‘-’“ “LQR.%\‘S‘
< PO At war, soldiers cease Q b, ;ﬁ 2,
(LR s to be men. They are like the dancers ~:r_-3' o s -
Lyh— . and the mountain climbers whose bodies ¥ - - \
A=~ .+ . | know what freedom is. S N 0
== ve is as semaphoric: A ritual | J% e
T motion of unnameasble source. Vo el r
*I_:- - ‘:k% i A
b In all things there are two Vo C;ZLLLH *’-b ia-we«
2 tags for identification. A a,rvr Vv el
The other woman holds ome \a \V .Y #wm'rzlﬂ—é M

* for safe keeping. The second =
is for the living, for the knowing
how to live
without knowing how.
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SAN JUAN ISLAND B Sl

kverything softi /the rain
makes its slow
down and through.
You build your house
under water,
No suddenness,/no sounds

as if the hammer

of a gentle man

did to wood the same thing

as water, the/mme thing

love does fto /children.

You alaeg/ﬁh re-egver the whim
of night'fal

Sy
your comfort

r the susurrous

see.

y, 8leepy movement
beneath wet leaves.

By the lake, between weeping
willows, the|white apples
swell and sway

hanging from| branches

like warm icjicles.

For a moment| in the mornings
from its pillow

all the blue|of the sky
unfolds like|a baby's limb,
then aettlea%z its daydream bed,

more soft clouds.



I was speaking t
It was not yet
forgot to saye:
too late —the 1
all the nights
you never showe
unattended, whe
your hands appl
like private la
it was you 1 ws&
about the curtaln, about the lights
and you were asleep

while I asked alll this of you
stopping short of what I fear most
to giention, and then forgetting
what conld make u feel

again

S ote, L

rik and I

es it comes to me now

nes you tahght me

ou weren't here, rehearsals

up for, performances ;
Srd LA

uding, a sound

ghter. I tell you

speaking to




Although There Was Once

A time eve [
eld nd every movement——
Bu & the growth of roots—

Wes sudden knowlefse

Now thought comes| with its own
Doubt, sw actibn is like a falling
Of forest limos, d mgmory

Is an old friend whoss name

Has slipped your mind



nads ansthar ke
3 anetlan— | o

CONFUSICON OF SURROWS

Night's light comes in to rest on the sills Like Swan>-,
kills of water wandee Ohe window lengthwise,

carrying their little loads of dust

down to the lintels. Indistinct

movements inside are derk, distilled.

The shadow of a2 hand on the table

is a fresia's fallen silk.
=~ lLamplight forms a mask

of chiaroecuro cn her leaning face.

You sleep in e well-lit house beneath its overlocoming
<Tdarxness, dreaming of their bargains,

.7 our balancesof payments. :
er his beautiful q;;;;:&hﬁiigéégﬁh.
jﬁﬂﬂv he in her newest nightgow oves a Es more windows.

He is in his chair, not reading.

You take up all the room in the rocm called "you'.
Smoke, or steam, a wave &tk

of white flies scross mynils n the 1;;:
Iﬁouth open, the shameless moon L G0, SEECHIMTTERE
stares in on each of us, in our é%% s -T:&gquﬁx1.

iﬁzdelicate feathered 3

In the frost the l?&%%ﬁ‘n!‘ brown:gg.and crumblimg =
Just the same as 1 Ining. EEE%E)
The under side of m;.v wrist .ﬂg‘#ﬂ!— your hard body's Fq
soft skin. The moon pours

through the window with all its shattering
It is no longer possible o leave them
as we found them: Between us then and now. i#’wﬁﬂﬁﬂﬂlﬂm

/A Confugion of sorrows YeSFAT

Them, , e and you. —_
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AVENING SKY

Clouds find their places in -er, momentary fences,

Then move, mimicking earth's geography

As if to foreshadow conti?énta' incontinence.
In, out, displace, connect. The valences
At work: An evening af;ﬁaluas

Of dark and light. .

You call it errogance,/but the stars
Tolerate daylight, and not the other

Way around. You oughﬁ to look away

When the sky turns her back like this
Pulling her dark shaﬁl down

Cver her face in order to weep alone. Fatience.
She's not free (though you think she is);
Her wing is broken{ or might as well be.
She only hovers bj#default. This moment
Will be borne offj, or fall.

On your breezy hill, where with each gust
Another leaf 1eté go

Of all it ever ﬂaew, you stand, bowing
Iike a ship befﬁre waves. The sky moves
Losing her balﬁnce as if on purpose

And falls 1nto:yaur open hand, giving
Only one glance over her shoulder.

|
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OF TH& HEART
/
Seen as a mirror /
it shows what we can'/t know
with other parts of /the body.

In our hearts we expect to meet

what is waited for /around corners.

And what we leave behind

is still ahead of/us, like the sailor's home
as he salls around the world.

I saw the evergreens following you
up beyond the timperline,

climbing toc where the horizon
blended with all the rest.

Down below, entire landscapes moved
with the indifference of passersby.
Marsh became/meadow, mountains bloomed
into breeze. Those trees

ran about the hills like antelope!

When faith /is at its best
what we call magic
happens in the silver-lined heart.




rLeMuNTAL

,f'C!llf-‘-.iﬂ\ PRI ( iy
It is never & question of wanting to\fall./ | "
It is the precipice which calls, the air~
thet yearns for the body to caressh

ﬂﬁn resist t
ﬂu earth 5 (&
water bcund, so'x

T ¢ drowning man pu Rate i
like bedclothes, and finally he is buoyant. : |
—THe profiles of the beach, all area f o ,
momentarily outlined, then merely memorized: | " [ WAL S
_pnce something else, now beautiful. Here - = 2
“new agates grow unknown, like their aired
ncestara, the arrowheads on dier sand. |
\ﬁﬂﬁﬁela, 1ilce - sanches of treesgwhave always
known where the;r are ming. Dk T

A

It's elemental. A Py .

1) When I say "crashl
I mesn passion, the wave following

its heart, no turning back,

nlice B. Fogel



OF THE HEART

'Y F¥

-Ng
with other parts of the body.

/ ‘ In our hearts we expect to meet
v l what is waited for around corners.
lJ/ And what we leave behind
18 still eshead of us, like the sailor's home
as he saeils around the world.

il*ﬂﬂtlﬂiﬂll saw the evergreens following ﬁb
up ey n the timbar 1ne. _

L ww

Down below, entire landscapes moved
with the indifference of passersby. L
. Marsh became meadow, mauntainsiﬁiii;;;;;;;;EQ
;“ﬂuJTQtﬁEn into breezegd Those trees i
i ran about the hills like antelope! A

p . = h 2 4
ﬁ; aith iﬁhbﬁﬂt when put to use S
what we call magic ;
i& all dane*with—nirzﬁra. i

{
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EVENING SKY

-

v~€iuu&s are-railying-together—in her like- £eneﬁe.
#gﬁzf' In, out, displace, connect. The valences
lﬁat work: An evening of values
| Of dark and light. ‘

ou/call it arroEanc;? but the stears
figblerate daylight, and not the other
[ Way around. You ought to look mway
[ When the sky turns her back like this

Fulling her dark shawl down

| Over ber face in order to weep alcne. Be patient.
| She's not free (thcugh you think she is); her wing
| Is broken, or might as well be. She only hovers
\| By derault. <T[his moment will be borne off, or fall.
On your breezy hill, where with each gust
Another leaf lets go
Of all it ever knew, you stand, bowing
Like & ship before waves. The sk}_movea
L031n5 . her balance as if on purpose
and falls into your open hand, giving
Only one glance over her shoulder.

\

Alice B. Fogel




SAN JUAN ISIAND

Everytning softens, the rain
makes its slow way

down and through.

You build your house

under water.

No suddenness, no sounds,

gs if the hammer

of a gentle man

did to wood the same thing
as water, the same thing
love dces to children.

You sleep

where-ever the whim

of night falls,

your comliorter the susurrous
talk of drogs

tou sumell to see.

In the marsh, sleepy movement
beneath wet leaves.

By the lake, between weering
willows, the white apples
swell and swsy.

& -

“For a moment in the mornings

from its pillow

all the blue of the sky
unfolds like & baby's l1limb,
then settles back ;

ore soft clouds.

oy
ok

Alice B. Fogel




of the stationary object
disapa ering behind its paralyalgq ol

etch all the air around 2 0.~
~/ iinto visibility. .

How else could the flying

know open spaces between things?
Faith in flight, swallows

darting through tress

as if matter were only imaginable.

One morning the dragonflies,

*leet of ti inged b o
ee:no iny winge orses ‘1cfl--- s .
rear, —they parted around me

as if I were something that had always been

standing by the ocean on this day

and on all the days of their folkloreg,
as they flew past me, (Blways

on their way to grace.d]

VT |

Alice B. Fogel




TWO WOMEN WAITING

i

You_-see-one in the valley
looking at a certain place
where the two sides of the river meet.
The water, the hours, the waiting
pass by as if on their own.
She stands at the edge
where the wet stones are drying, almost
too slowly to be seen,
washes the gold for impurities
in her yellow bowl. Bees swarm
at a distance, mistaking
evqrything for honey.
o |

rciection)

'J%i,b:{- Y
considers the spokes a ngg_, _
imegénee—bs splitting e TN BN
pineeones—of-pe U

on the forest §
wa. e Pray o]
not unlike the de R,
only immortel, lacking
the 1ife of the living.

1y in full view——
of the road, pretending to be O

busy with sometaing else, drawing J

r. For her,
tE own presence, one

—

water, perhaps, or tapping trees
out of scason. -See—will-wait
forener-enp vy fowpever.
ineking-backwaras €11 the cliff.

|

|

i




M8 THE LETTER

And then there's the snow when it falls, bearing
down on itself, ten thousand
fools, each separate and single /
minded. Yes, 20 much silence mutes Y -
and mocks these marks . " |
that dirty your oncewwhite page. - o anil
But forget—th )
routes, detours, destinﬂtio This news-
8 your own heartbeat,
it always is. It's all there, too:
The time spent remembering
because it's too late to live,
Your too-great loves, insuperable,
your urgent unbelieving message.
what use the light that bares its own shadow?
X1I1 ig lost, at least
on the eye of the blind,.
Unreadable news)— thousand thoughts at once
revealed and obscured. Just the same,
a blizzard smothers, in -onanta‘

what S, -in-a werd; L I°
enp&rggilT—aﬁwe&sence' —— At :
the proof, definition.  But ,something wes /%
©till warm at the source

/_of this sudden fallen storm.

[ LReachimg through it,(it+e—not—herd)

\\_I touch my fingers tc earth.

w N

NS -
é ~ LA pm———
4 'ﬂ:‘
b . . — o
J 3 e | e |
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Alice B. Fogel




On Seeing the Northern Lights

They defy the order of colors, and the plans
of men. Don't you see that?

But no, the eyes were made to calculate
dreams, and to translate these

to the other parts of the body.

This is wha&t drives the snow

to bed, finding there the damp

odor of lecam, leaves

of endless years, the seasons,

the same weight that heats and deceives.
Bless us, we are innocent, time

after time: In the eve

lies the blindness to believe,

to judge darkness and light,

to preach, convert, repent,

to lend visions and borrow sight.
Something of us remembers each one of these
but it is not enough, and it doesn't matter
and outside the Northern Lights explain:
We had nothing to do with this

but we are better off, having seen.




PLRSKFHONE

Under the world
where you lived without
season before me

You wait too, held
to the promise that was
bitter from the beginning.

I go, but summer begins
with no blessing of mine.
I no longer know

what once I d4id believe.
In your hard hands
the pomegranate

amber and Jjewel
offer of love and sorrow,
turned earth

stranger and sky
to foreign land.
Gift of blood

on your retractable knife.
"Springtime is only s metaphor,"
you said,

but you weren't sure.
For it was to bhold Spring
that firset you took me;

it was for fear of it
that then you let me go.
You can stand firm

in your duality
but when the sun here fails
to warm me

or when it warms me
feeling like your arms,
when & last leaf finally

falls with a tesar
of untimely Jjoy, and I
the lost bharbinger

wandering the wrong side
of this mirroring world awake
listening for the leaving

of the lark, don't you see
what has been done? Oh this pact,
this pendulum.

Love, you send me away
for a promise of spring,
and renewal, and to grace

when to live without you again
is to winter in & waste-
land, waiting.

Alice B. Fogel




NEWS

And then there's the snow when it falls, bearing
down on itself, ten thousand

fools, each separate and single

minded. Yes, so much silence mutes

and mocks these marks .

that dirty your once-white page.

But forget the origins,

reutes, detours, destination. This news

is your own heartbeat,

it always is. It's all there, too:

The time spent remembering

because it's too late to live,

your too-great loves, insuperable,

your urgent unbelieving message.

What use the light that bares ites own shadow?
All is lost, at least

on the eye of the blind.

Unreadable news!—it's thousand thoughts at once
revealed and obscured. Just the same,

a blizzard smothers, in moments,

what was, in a word,

empirical, of essence,

the proof, definition. But something was
still warm at the source

of this sudden fallen gtorm.

Reaching through it (it's not hard)

I touch my fingers to earth.

Alice B. Fogel




"The greatest poverty is not to live

In a physical world, to feel that one's
desire

Is too difficult to tell from degpair.”

—W. Stevens

TH& SELF, FALLING

That one could be sc small, slipping
through its own self, as s8ilt shifts
down through its rock bed.

what happens when we wish

is something unforeseen

and other. That we are drawn

to windows and other openings,

that the threshold is as fragile

as desire., This falling

is a bedtime fable, of finding

bottom, false promise of final
softness there. The rest,

silence. But what is worse

than going on is the ending,

that once there the darkness

silvers the glass to mirror

and the eyes toc are open,

horribly. What is that shape

that forms its compulsive shadows
through whieh it is impossible not, sgain,
to fal1l1? And still the wishful self
has its own ideas.

That one could be so small

and yet unable to rise, that laws

here are still binding, the legacy

of an ancient alchemy. &all that rises
is the voice at the end

of its question, for nothing

weighs more that the frail hope falling
forever through its own despair.

Alice B. Fogel




TWO WOMEN WAITING

You see one in the valley

looking at a certain place

where the two sides of the river meet.
The water, the hours, the waiting
pass by &s if on their own.

She stands at the edge

where the wet stones are drying, almost
too slowly to be seen,

washes the gold for impurities

in her yellow bowl/, Bees swarm

at a distance, mistaking

everything for honey.

One considers the, spokes of a wheel,
imagines it splitting unbearable
pinecones of perfection

on the forest floor. For her,
waiting delivers its own presence, one
not unlike the desired,

only immortal, lacking

the life of the living.

You might find /her in full view

of the road, pretending to be

busy with scmetning else, drawing
water, perhapg, or tapping trees
out cof season. She will weit
forever empty handed, forever
inching packwards off the cliff.




GRACH

Think of the awkward stance

oi the stationary object
disappearing behind its paralysis,
etching all the air around

into visibility.

How else could the flying

know open spaces between things?
Faith in flight, swallows

derting through treess

as if matter were only imaginable.

One morning the dragonflies,

fleet of tiny winged horses

weaving in from sea like another sky.
Mythical, they parted around me

as if I were something thst had always been

standing by the ocean on this day

and on all the days of their folklore
as they flew past me, B8lways

on their way to grace.

Alice B. Fogel




OF THE HEART

See it as a mirror, you said,
showing what we can't know
with other parts of the body.

In our hearts we expect to meet

what is waited for around corners.

And what we _leave behind

is still ahee&d of us, like the sailor's home
as he sails around the world.

I dreamed I saw the evergreens following you
up beyond the timberline.

Together, you climbed

toc where the horizon blended

with all the rest.

Down below, /entire landscapes moved

with the indifference of passersby.

Marsh became meadow, mountains were unamazed
turning 'into breeze. Those trees

ran about the hills like antelope!

You said, Faith is best when put to use
and what we call magic
is 8ll done with mirrors.

alice B. Fogel




EVENING BKY

Clouds are rallying together in her like fences.
In, out, displace, connect. The valences

At work: An evening of values

Of dark asnd light.

You call it arrogance, but the stars

Tolerate daylight, and not the other

Way around. You ought to lock away

When the sky turns her back like this

Fulling her dark shawl down

Over her face in order to weep alone. Be patient.
she's not free (thcugh you think she is); her wing
Is broken, or might as well be. ©35he only hovers
By default. 1[his moment will be borne off, or fell.
On your breezy hill, where with each gust

Another leaf lets go

Of all it ever knew, you stand, bowing

Iike a ship before waves. The sky moves

losing her balance as if on purpose

And falls into your open hand, giving

Only one glance over her shoulder.

Alice B. Fogel




aLaMaNTAL

It is never a question of wanting to fall.
It is the precipice which calls, the air
thet yearns for the body to caress.

Who can resist the upward

gaze of earth? As all land

is water bound, so I am defined by you. See:
The drowning man pulls the sea up around him
like bedclothes, and finally he is buoyant.
The profiles of the beach, all area
momentarily outlined, then merely memorized:
Once something else, now beautiful. Here

new agates grow unknown, like their aired
encestors, the arrowhesds on d&ler sand.
These, like the branches of trees, have always
known where they are oing.

They're in no hurry, we don't name them

—or love them-—for their descent.

It's elemental.

Try to understand this: When I say "crash"
I mean passion, the wave following

its heart, no turning back, no guestions asked.

alice B. Fogel




NEWS

And then there's the snow when it falls, bearing
down on itself, ten thousand

fools, each separate and single

minded. Yes, so much silence mutes

and mocks these marks

that dirty your once-white page.

But forget the origins,

routes, detours, destination. This news

is your own heartbeat,

it always'is. It's all thqra, too:

The time¢ spent rememibering

because'.it's too late to live,

Your too-great loves, insuperable,

your urgent unbelieving message.

What use the light that bares its own shadow?
All is lost, at least

on the eye of the blind.

Unreadable news!—it*s thousand thoughts at once
revealed and obscured. ~Just the same,

a blizzard smothersy in moments,

what was, in a word,

empirical, of essence, :

the proof, definition. But something was
still warm at the source

of this sudden fallen storm.

Reaching through it (it's not hard)

I touch my fingers to earth.

Alice B. Fogel
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| and gone were their fopes of caterpillar twine crossing

| rosis from tree to tree.
Still there was ajSuspense in the air.
fhen one night‘Wwhat weé'd been waiting for
_&F——caome, , el To Sl b
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Or the sky was in bloom;
filling the air like the space beneath
that arops its minute petals in spring.
\ s more than
gainst windshields in a wintry storm,

and fell. They littered the ground like fall confetti.
Ihey 1it on cur hair, weightless; We shoc .k them out, and
they fell. In the street lamps, they congregated for as

long as a pause, —then fell.
In a few hours it was over.
summer nights. But the ground was white, and

to the Wind that swept till dawn,

Ine sky resumed its air of
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. 1t was the year of the first caterpillar scourge. .
i%hey were gone, as suddenly as thexifgd come ,
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They fell, more than flew. . They bléw ageinst windshields
in a wintry storm, and rell. They 1ittereﬁ'ti-g-uﬁ¢lﬂxﬁh5
like fall confetti. They 1it in our hair, weightless;

and they drigted_down. In the street

a fs lcng"as a pause, ——then fell

we shook them out,
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EVENING SKY

Clouds are rallying together in her like fences.
In, out, displace, connect. The valences

At work: An evening of values

Of dark and /light.

You call in arrogance, but the stars

Tolerate aajllght, and /not the other

Way around. You ougnt to lock away

When the sky turns{ﬁgr back like this

Fulling her dark ghawl down

Over her face in‘order to weep alone. He patient.
ohe's not rreejﬁtnuugn you think she is); her wing
Is broken, or/might as well be. &he only hovers
By default. ™his moment will be borne off, or fall.
On your breezy hill, where w&th each gust

Another leaf lets go

Of all it ever knew, you stand, bowling

ILike a ship before waves.,/ The sky moves

Losing her balance as iflbn purpose

And falls into your o;en;hand, giving

Only one glance ogver her;shoulder.

Alice B. Fogel
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It was the year of the first caterpillar scourge.

And now they were gone, 85 gsuddenly as they'd come,

taking their twisted criscrossed gords that hung

like nhighways from every tree.

Still we were aware of a certain suspense in the air.
/l'hery one evening, unannounced, whet we'd waited for
arrived.

Outside, it was an explosion of Jly sperklers' sters.

Or the sky was in bloom, & shower of wings filling the

gir like the scented mspace beneath the acacia tree,

that dops its millicn minute petals in spring. But

the lives of these moths were even mole briefl.

[hey fell, mere than flew, They blew against windshields
in 8 wintry storm, and fell. They littered lawns like
f211 confetti. They 1lit ih our hair, weightless; Wwe
shook them out, and they drifted acwn. In the street
lamps g Lhey paused, passing light, then passed on, fékdewE
later, the sky resumed its air ¢of proper summer nights.
But the ground was white, and lent a vigibllity to the wind
that swept till dewn.




eLaMuNTAL

Tt is never a question of wanting to fall.
It is the precipice which calls, the air
that yearns for the body to caress.

who can resist the upward

gaze of earth? As all land

is water bound, so I'am defined by you. See:
The drowning man pulls the sea up around him
like bedclothes, and finally he is buoyant.
The profiles of the beach, all area
momentarily outlined, then merely memorized:
Once something else, now beautiful. Here

new sgates grow unknown, like their aired
ancestors, the arrowheads on drier sand.
These, like the branches of trees, have always
known where they are oing.

They're in no hurry, we don't name them

—or love them—for their descent.

It's elemental.

Try to understand this: When I sey '"crash"
1 mean passion, the wave following

its heert, no turning back, no questions asked.

alice B. Fogel
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The best time to kill a fly

X—:(‘ll —EVen—
im in the morning, early,
when the sun warms the windows L ar@ur , dreammnt |
and the flies, still™are /dreaming N '
of the good life on the other side
of the pene. They'll let you
swat them right through ‘iuy==
the glass of-their dreams. |

A
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ODE TO FLIES

The best time to kill the flies

is in the morning, early,

when the sun warms wet windows

and the flies still are drowsy, drsaming
of the good life on the other gide

of the pane. They will let you

swat tnem right through

the glass before their very eyes.




OF THE HEART

See it as & mirror, you said,
showing what we can't know
with other parts of the body.

In our hearts we expect to meet

what is waited for around corners.

And what we leaye behind

is still ahead of us, like the sailor's home
as he salls around the world.

I dreamed I saw the evergreens following you
up beyond the timberline.

Together, you climbed

tc where the horizon blended

with 8l1ll the rest.

Down below, entire landscapes moved

with the indifference of passersby.

Marsh became meadow, mountains were unamazed
turning into breeze. Those trees

ran about the hills like antelope!

You said, Faith is best when put to use

and what we call magic
is 2l]1 done with mirrors.

alice B. Fogel




It was the year of the first caterpillar scourge.

And now they were gone, as suddenly as they'd come,
taking their twisted criscrosssd cords that hung like
highways from every tree.

otill we were aware of a certain suspense in the
gir,—till one evening, unannounced, what we'd waited
for arrived.

Cutside, it was an explosion of July sparklers'
stars. Or the sky was in bloom, a8 shower of wings
filling the air like the scented space beneath the
acacia tree, that drops its million minute petals in
gepring. But the lives of these moths were even more
brief.

They fell, more than flew. They blew against wind-—
sehields in a wintry storm, and fell., They litter
lawns like fall confetti. They 1lit in our hair, weight-
less; we shook tneg cut, and they drifted down. In the
BtIEtE—lamps they paused, passing light, then passed cn.

Later, the sky resumed its air of proper summer nights.
but the ground was white, and lent a visibility to the
wind that swept till dawn.




MaGMa

If there is a2 stratosohere of earth

to match the sky's, it lies far lower

than is known. For the volcano has its roots
at the stillest center, and blooms

at last as if a lifetime later.

So that what once heats and weights
turns quickly cclder
and lighter than a god's ennui.

Though we say rock, igneous,

still it disseminates,

crystallizes, embroiders the rarer minerals
into porphyry, looming on

for ecns.

50 matter seems the world's

own blood fleocwing, purled,

a fatal purpura, ancther stain,

as if earth weres a bride deceived,

mourning her absent groom,

her old maid's bower at dusk

limned by the leaving of its last lignt source.

How unclean

the false surface, so soon split, ruptured
without warning from within,

opened, molten, then solidified again.

And this was to be the world,

the place meant for more than anything,
born for bearing life,

not for stillbirthed stone.

Impossible to mine the strata, to stope
the terrible ore terrain,

nade of iron, made of honor, and broken
vows. One whole world. TIts pieces.




Tq extract ore by excavating horizontally, or
byksteps i the sides of pits.

A disease of the blood which is like bruising
under the skin. The Greek root means "purple".

PORPHYRY: An igneous (produced by fire or volcano) rock
with a unified base in which crystals of many
minerals are dispersed; also purplish.

Forphyry (or Porphyrius) was a philosopher
who disputed Christianity, around 200 A.D.
Porphyrans are a part of the blood, carrying iron.

MAGMA: Crude mixture of mineral or organic matters; fluid
matter beneath earth's cust; amorphous basis of some
porphorytic rocks; dregs left after liquid is removed.
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CONFUSION OF SCRROMS

Night's light comes in to rest on the =ills like =now.
Rills of water wander one window lenghhwise,

carrying their little loads of dust

down to the lihtels. TIndistinct

movements in-ide are dark, distilled.

The shadow of a hand on the table

is a fresia's fallen silk.

Lamplight forms a mask

of chiaroscurc on her leaning face.

You,¥Fr in a well-lit house, beneath its overlooming
darkness, drzamWg of their bargains,

our balance of payments.

I remember his beautiful fingers and face.

She in her newest nightgown moves across more windows.
He is 'ip his ehair, not reading.

You take up all the rocm

in the room called "you".

Smoke, or steam, a wave of white

flies across my reilection in the glass.

HMouth open, the shameless moon

stares in on each of us, in our separate cells.

Delicate feathered arrows shift in her quiver.

In the frost, leaves brown and crumble

just the same as if they were burning.

He considers going out to walk off the night.

[he unaerside of my wrist recalls your hard body's
soft skin. The moon pours

through the windows with all its shattering rain.

It is no longer possible to leave them
as we found them:\ Between us then and now—
aven if we wanted tows-
A confusion of sorrows reigns.
Them, you and she, he and I, me and you.
\
\

|
|
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CONFUSION OF SCRROWS

Night's light comes in to Test on the =ills like snow.
Rills of water wander oneé window lenghhwise,

carrying their little Yoads of dust

down to the limtels. /Indi=tinct

movements in-ide are/dark, distilled.

The shadow of a hapd on the table

is a fresia's fallen silk.

Lamplight forms/a mask

of chiaroscurc/cn her leaning face.

You, ¥ in 4 well-lit house, beneath its overlooming
darkness, dreamfj of their bargains,

our balance /of payments.

I remember his beautiful fingers and face.

She in her newest nightgown moves across more windows.
He is in'bhis chair, not reading.

You take up all the room

in the /room called "you".

Smoke, or steam, & wave of white

flies across my reilection in the glass.

Mouth open, the sShameless moon

stares in on each of us, in our separate cells.

Delicate feathered arrows shift in her guiver.

In the frost, leaves brown and crumble

just the same as if they were ﬂurning.

He considers going out to walk off the night.

The underside of my wrist recalls your hard body's
soft skin. The moon pours '

through the windows with all its shattering rain.

It is no longer possible to lpave them

as we found them: DBetween us then and now—
sven if we wanted to. |

A confusion of sorrows reigns.

Them, you and she, he and I,/me and ycu.
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If there is & Etratospnere of earth
tc match the sky's, it lies far lower

ghan is known. PFor the volcano,
t

»phas its roots
the stillest center, and blooms
at last as if 8 lifetime later. W 2

So that what once heats and weights
turns quickly colder
and lighter than a zod's ennui.

Though we say rock, igneous,

still it disseminates,

crystallizes, embroiders the rarer minerals
into porphyry, looming on

for eons.

S0 matter seems the world's

own blood flowing, purled,

a fatal purpure, another stain,

as if earth were a bride deceived,

mourning her absent groom,

her old maid's bower at dusk

limned by the leaving of its last light source.

How unclean

the false surface, so soon split, ruptured
without warning from wichin,

cpened, molten, then sglidified agsain.,

And this was to be the world,
the place meant for more than anything,
born for bearing life,
not for stone atillhirths,
not § barrenness.. . .
o T
Impossible to minej;to stdpe the terrible
cre terrain,
made of iron, maae of honor, snd broken
vows, @ne whole wurldﬂﬁptﬂ&ing%
into stosB86.



MaGMA

If there is a stratosphere of earth

to match the sky's, it lies far lower

than is known. For the wvolcano has its roots
at the stillest center, and blooms

at last as if a lifetime later.

S0 that what once heats and weights
turns quickly cclder
and lighter than a geod's ennui.

Though we say rock, igneous,

still it disseminates,

crystallizes, embroiders the rarer minerals
into porphyry, looming on

for econs.

50 matter seems the world's

own bloocd flowing, purled,

a fatal purpura, another stain,

as if earth were a bride deceived,

mourning her absent groom,

her old maid's bower at dusk

limned by the leaving of its last lignt source.

How unclean

the false surface, so soon split, ruptured
without warning from within,

opened, molten, then solidified again.

And this was to be the world,

the place meant for more than anything,
born for bearing life,

not for stillbirthed stone.

Impossible to mine the strata, to stope
the terrible ore terrain,

made of iron, made of honor, and broken
vows. One whole world. Its pieces.
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. If there is a stratosphere of earth

to match the sky's, it lies far lower

than is known. For the volcano has its roots

at the stillest center, and blooms = N
at last as if a lifetime later: :

{%g" tigg ‘what once heats and weights
urns quickly colder
and lighter than a god's ennui.

Though we say rock, igneous,

still it disseminates,, L LY

crystallizes, embroiders the“ra“er minerals
inte porphyry, looming cn

for eons.

rEé]mattarfEBE%ajthe world's
own blood flowing, purled,
iy a fatal purpura, ancther stain, P v N
g ‘'as if earth were a bride deceived, NS
BT NCTRY mourning her absent grﬁoma
Wrigath e n Rer bower at dusk
2 YRl limned by the leaving of its last light source.

How unclean

the false surface, soc soon split, ruptured

without warning from within,

opened, molten, then sclidified again.

And this wes to be the world, VT e
the place meant for more than anything, /@M "
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LANDSCAPL

Something will fall

over this earth 5r;ﬁ- '
}ik&;siiipaaarﬂiag
veils, a membrane
of sorrow, hopeless
as drops falling
into black waters

A stillness only
= will take its pld
Think of & room
now of a dream
in which you 2r¢ walking
elsewhere, vnafraid.
Remember colors.

known to midocean
ce on land.

Forget the terfor white

of the whale, freligious white

of Bsnow, the gnnihilating

white within gtoms, the innocent,
the _blipnding
/flashifor a Je T
like a life-¢

child I thought

I lived in gomeone else's drezam.

or change,
was necessary

was the lullaby
that kept me alive.

The landscphpe of the sleeping atom
is in shade
of shadow, textures

of ash. I [em not alohe here
crowded into this world T love
emaller than &8 =elf

or than & universe contained.

hite in which all cclcrg,"
G G Ol L_j e I-_-':-'.i . = W A
Sipoment g?,deatﬁ.

br loss. Living (}4 #(tb{w}~l
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CONSPIRACY /

I lay awske =2ll nlght

listening to the dupt
whispering under fyrniture,
listening for the track

of light from under closed doors,
hearing the sere heat

in the pipes, the rise and fall
of water in the /drains,

There was' the spund of my sleep
turning back, tsking

all the HEGEESPTT silence
elsewhere, , 1/ -
k&&*ﬂight'{—cuﬁ%d-hn&n

the brittle brey of logs

in the fire, the high pitch

of their sudden memories

of green. |

I listened/ for the shudder

of the window panes

breaking free of splintered rramegj
1 heard the stirrings

among the pillow's feathers
trying teo fly again

and in the curtains closed in vain
against/ the reluctent day.
J=heard the lonely sound

of someone breathing,

a heart beating in my own body,
the nails ripping

out from the f;ngers' walls

as if they too wexe' leaving

for a better home.




WINTER

At night I envy the laqﬁ posts, each
Embraced by inﬁ own perfect
it 'mist, confident

Cf warmth ewhere thin.
it dawn snow is falling
From its sky he sky is all
Thaet stays the same€. 50O this

S pgﬂfégsdom hides from me
/iven @s itcsurrenders.)sy /7

ey
b,

(|

i
|
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{ SEEMING TQ BRAZ THEY AR

ACOOUNTING FOR THTNGS(BEING AS THEY SEEM TO BE

(7...8eem to see the things ikt thou dost not."--Lear)

("Worship as many gods as you see and more will appear,"--Dysart, in

Life 18 given B.Shaffer's EQUUS)
its order:t Weather approaches
from & cloudless place,
while the past lists
te the other side, more precise
than today.
There are the skles,
full of white paper and lace,
delicate kites of gods on skis,
Life comes down, with its strinss,
when the currents of air can't bear
any more. The gods don't die:
They occupy themselves in other tasks. ik
White flowers bloom on what had seemed Lpht dwd 227 Ji—
barren teees znd grass, We are LA b i PRATaNIT & ' '
to mistake for warmth f—
a mere unaccountable
sudden cease of cold,
Naturally, things only mean what they are
and not what _they may call
to mind., <Re lgﬁ.{maginel ﬁ\n i 3 :
What they are ‘is not your fault, but is i A x il
I because of you. b et
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{%CC‘; UNTING FL‘R;J"H‘HGJS BETNG AS THEY SEEZM Saepws
("Seem to see the things #M®t. thou dost not,"--Lear)

Life is gilven
1ts order: Weather approaches

rom & cloudless plece,

while the past list

to the other side, more preclse

than today.
Thest are the skiles,

full of white paper and lace,

delicate kites of gods on skis.

Life comes down, wlth its strings,
when the surrents of air can't bear
eny more. The gods don't die,

they oceccupy themselves in other tasks,
White flowers bloom on what had seemed
barren trees and grass, We are

to mistake for wermth
s maws unaccountable i ol
sudden cease of cold. Naturally, <y Sau
things only mean what they are !

and not what they may call

to mind. (Bud)imagines Couasge

What they are is not youx/Tault,''but is

because of you,
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(&-ﬂ?of love and of forgetting, tne cours

&—fe .-g&&qffe-uﬁ artgred-pliec v
,M_.Q.‘..EL&M% ¥You take what youineed —

Yow like & map the velns

in the eontours of the arm outstretcheds
Directlions, departure,

destination; the blades

of hlood ccursing for a life

the perfect value of which s~ CVvET
your ¥4 sclentlifically 4
and without sentiment.
You read 1t, not into 1t,
the wey here it's red, there blue.

You know the content / ;

of the liguid, the balance/it can withstand, —y Jria

o - S

»f things taken away and periodically replaced. A
You trf! to follow paths 1like these,

1ike highweys that slice —"
the overwhelming whole 1 .

.nto;ﬂ#time<§l

s L

{n aceordance withy the wvlew! Rl = f—l—; SEr—
From the road, 1il "E{ Yboards, I

from & windou§ Aackdrop.

Blood doesn't look around, 0L Care
whet 1t carried. .. " _'33?\,
This's the sifigle line you ‘: . )
But life and time don't move—that Way

“excent Torthose of such singWpurpose

as getting from here to there.

- i [T —
T THS Rea't follow your blood to oblivion e
L aovein : i
unless you intrude on the heartgit obeys.

Only the mediceal heart has limitsy
T hear¥them in the murmers of the one

VoL disc]%v-?re-fi in 'neJ =
? [ T P e G j \ '
[{%the ones Dad ™ @Nia—352 tf com bpe 13

that still heve dreams.
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ACCOUNTING FOR THINGS aa?rz AS THEY 3EEM

Life 1s given
iis order: Weather appyozches

from a cloudless place

while the past lists

to the other side, morg precise

than today. /

These are the skies, ;

full of white paper gnd lace,

delicate kites of gdds on skis,

Life comes down, with its strings,
when the currents /of e&ir can't bear
any more. The ggds don't die,

they occupy thepselves in other tasks,
White flowers Ploom on what had seemed
barren trees #nd grass. We are

to mistake for warmth

each unaccoudtable

sudden cease|of cold., MNaturally,
things only mean what they are

and not what
to mind, Onlygeimagines

What they s\not your cause, but 1s
because of you,
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ARRANGED IN HEAVEN

You think thet you're familiar
with the worst

the heart must endure,

Mot so much the passions

as the guestions that arise:

“this ~Doubt that signifies

a lack of falth

c?}y human,
Living, it's not impossible

to dream as well,

Your eyes are cast,

not at any particular
distence, but as 1if

to ask for the divine
permission to own
everything before having
to let it go.

You know thiss The trees
have offerad all thelr leaves,
bargaining for longevity.

They stand

for the memorized

turn of the spheres:

A birthright, & wedding
arreanged in hesven

before germination,

Seasons don't wailt for each other.
Their's is the entire

patient earth which never
“ econsiders turning

any other way,.

Everything has its place,
and takes it

in this prehlstorie
chorecgraphy.

Such moment!

Nothing hesitates

tc move aside--

end gracefully--

when its time arrives,
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S
é (%reaiv you'se\ familiar
with the worst juf
the heart must endures
Not so much the passions
s the questions that arise:
Doubt that signifles
& lack of faith

T L -Hlﬁt's v lwossitle

to Areamas wall.

i gﬁffhbeEF“iﬁﬁﬁﬂ?ﬁﬁ}
f g they re-loslting

®ot at any particular

distance, but as 1f bl
*EEE&E%&&Tfnr the divine

permission to own

everything before having

ta le#é?ﬁ?}o.

The whole patient earth

lies still, weightless

between seasons

since the trees

have offered 21l their leaves,

bargaining for longevity.

They wait for the memorized

turn of the spheresi

A birthright, & weddlng

arranged 1n heaven

before germinetion.

Nothing tekes the place

of such & prehistorie

choreography, such

moment.

Nothing will hesitete

to move aside--

and gracefully--

when the time arrives.
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ARRANGED IN HEAVEN

‘.'LJ. wlc
re&d:}? you're familizr
with the worst
the heert must endure.
Not so much the passions
as the gquestions that arise:
Doubt that signifies
& lack of falth
L= urely human,
) Living, it's not 1mﬂussiﬂpe
to dream as well,
Your eyes are cast,
not at any partienlar
distance, but as if
Yo asking- for the divine
permission to own
geverything before having
1o let.it go. o
Hes-still, weightless
-between seesens
ﬂ;gﬁﬁmuugjfﬁb trees e
LJa‘ have offered all thelr leaves,
bargaining for longevity. s |Usj
They stand/Tor the memorized
turn of the spheres:
A birthright, & wedding
arranged in heaven
bafore germination,
~ Ngthi
of sug a1prahiator1c
¢ urepgraphy, such-
&L j “me t-t 2 b‘.‘:{
Nothing{wilds hesitates
to move aside--
and gracefully--

when t?ﬂ time arrives.
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ARRANGED IN HEAVEN

Already you're familiar
with the worst

the heart must endure.
Not so much the passions
as the gquestions that arise;
Doubt that signifies

a lack of faith

purely human,

Living, it's not impossible
to dream as well,

Your eyes are cast,

not at any particular
distance, but as if

to ask for the divine
permission to own
everything before having
to let it go.

The whole patlent earth
lies still, weightless
between seasons

since the trees

have offered all their leaves,
bargaining for longevity.
They stand

for the memorized

turn of the spheresi

A birthright, 2 wedding
arranged in heaven
before germinatlon.
Nothing tekes the place
of such a prehistoric
choreography, suach
moment,

Nothing will heasitate

to move aslde--

and gracefully--

when the time arrives,




What if 1 try te think ef & heme A
Witheut feeling serry fer the sky, i
All that distance it has te ge, being blus
T111 it ean kneel dewn and teuch earth, ; L}}'
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LEARNING TO FORGET

Inside, it's warm eneugh

Te sleep well, while elsewhere

The sky spreads itself se thin

It can't get warm.

What if, teday, ene persen

Ferget about the sky

And was happler that way,

What if the way the resy peach

Reaches reundly ever the pit

Was nefflp reminder of heaven and earth
IJOr the tendency teward pairing

Such disparate things,

Net always wise, Never mind

The vagaries of weathar,

Such & fickle guest.

Like & ey, the sky is .ne help: * )

When I meve it finds me,

Leans in te teuch my skirt,

Then anether girl's.

I knew that witheut me te upheld it,

The sky will never w»e witheut

Due admiratien, It's at its best

Anywhers, But even imagining

Where the fergetten cencerns

Get te when ne lenger had,

It's the sky that cemes te mind. .

It's se vast, and vastly sad. » "~ " N -
What if T try te think eof the heat T i
[The walls and curtains ecentain, - A Lo -
Wlthout feeling serry abeut sky, & -tor TN SLy 4
And the terrible iistancu.‘* — o YR

It has te ge, being
Ti1ll it ean kneel

ue”

sand tlugh enrrhf

| / /
Alice B, Fegel | . | / F
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curtalins

you left yeur ceffe?this merning
en the sill

and the curtains like curleus
feline tengues

licked at it all day Jopa,

you ceuld say the wind dipped
them in
%iFnl therefere it's te blame

ll} I'm saying 1s, 3:
the threads are laced

ton et
withpliquid erewn gﬁﬂ_UﬁujmT%
t av
o [\ LR V& T ilwa’(' st s V\}U-J(-

all I'n saying 1s, tenight

the threads are laced

with a liquid wrown still weaving
and leeking like

1t's just net aweut te quit.
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LEARNING TO FORGET

Inside, it's warm eneugh

Te sleep wall, while elsewhere

The sky spreads itself se thin

It can't get warm,

What if, taday, ene persen

Ferget abeut the sky

And was happler that way.

What if the way the resy peach
Reaches reundly ever ths pit

Was net a reminder ef heaven and earth
Or the tendency teward pairing

Sueh disparate things,

Net always wise. Never mind

The vagaries of weather,

Such a fickle guest.

Like a ey, the sky is ne help:

When I meve it finds me,

Leans in te teuch my ekirt,

Then anether girl's.

1 knew that witheut me te upheld 1iti,
The sky will never be witheut

Due admiratien, It's at its best
Anywhere. But even lmagining

Whers the fergetten cencerns

Get te when ne lenger had,

It's the sky that cemes te mind.
It's se vast, and vasily sad.

What if I try te think ef the heat
The walls and curtains eentain
Witheut feeling serry awout the sky,
And the terridle distance

It has te ge, being wlue

T411 it ean kneel dewn and teuch earth,

ﬂ (L amh faee §2 el

fof we et ipme!
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You left your cup of ceffee
this merning
en the sill
And the curtains like curieus
feline tongues
lickedfiit all day
You ceuld say the wind dipped
them in and therefere
ia te Blame
All I'm saying is tenight
the threads are laced
with liguid srown
That deesn't quit
weaving like a leng
slow singe

you left yeur cup ef ceffee this merning
en the sill

and the curtains like eurieus
feline tengues

licked at it all day leng

you could say the wind dipped
them in and therefere is te blame

all i8y saying isf/tenight the threads are laged
with liguid wn that deesn't quit

weaving Wl-ng slow singe

you left your ceffee this merning
en the sill

and the curtains likes curieus
feline tengues

licked at it all day leng

you eould say the wind dipped
them in

and therefere is te klame

all I'm saying is

tonight the threads ars laced
with 1iquid wresm
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LANDSCAPE

Something not meant to fall

Over this earth

Will fall. Sudden veil

Of mourning silk,

Of sorrows and moot

Regret, swallowed by a black mouth
In black waters.

A stillness only known
To midocean
Taking its place on land.

Think of a room,

New of a dream

In which you are walking
Elsewhere,

Unafraid.

Remember colors.

Forget the terror

White of the whale,

Religious white

Of snow, the annihilating

Nuclear white,

The innocent,

The blinding white in which all colors
Explode once, like a life

At the moment of death.

As a little girl 1 thought
I lived in someone

Else's dream.

Waking meant death,

Or change, or loss. Living
Was necessary,

wWas the lullaby

Keeping me alive.

The landscape of the sleepinyg atom
Is in shades

Of shadow, textures

Qf ash.

T am not alone here, crowdesd

Into this world I love,

Smaller

Than a self

Or than a universe

Contained.
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I down to the Tiatels,, ﬁgi

CONFUSION OF suam'-_fa'

Night's 1!.511':. eomes in to rest on the sills ﬂ.k
Rille of water wander one window lengthilse, ;.
eArTYIng their 1i%tle loads of" duat R

movemsnts inside m
The lhn.dqr of a

is a Iw s 1
Lamplight forss @, m
of ch! ﬂ' ‘her
You, 1:1.: wallk: &y v th
darkness, dveam of their wii-’".-
our balance of! @amuvs. P it A VW o
I remenber somethins T wes loakin.g for in h!.m. Py e D SRRl T

ol L

L ha d TN Y T.t i t WA

She in her newsst nightgown noves acrua nm wlnd.m gl SRR

He is in his ghair, pot reading. UL | ARy T

You take up all the ﬁnnn. 4 MR L L

in the room called "you". $ ¥ Pl

Smoke, or steam, a wave of white ' L T LN

flies past my reflect on in the 51&3:. =i T & ey 4

Mouth open, the shame ess mpon” T g vl J

stares in on aaah of '8, .'m oyr wpﬂ-ratu uﬂh. _-. Y o :
In the frost, M Hh‘un Mepﬁb].a 'J";-: b “a*g * _-""-_‘_; :

Just the same- .ﬂ H QIW w m-. ': SN i 1‘.;"" [0, (SN I_'f' "'A_i'
They can't be left as they were found., ' = ol o i N Wy b

He considers going ou' to wallk off the night, = . ﬁ’*-'“w-:,am'-" il

The underside of ° t IG‘HI ‘hard bot# il'.. &, o8 Wk s TP i
soft uki:?; The moon'; oMrs “ m&ﬂ.ﬂ “iﬁ f?'ﬂféﬁJ J,""u oty £

,u-

through. the windows w!th ell its mttermg rnig.l't q,... e B

Iou and she, he and I, me and you. Them. K .. PR 45 T VI
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CIRCLE ﬂﬁj&l,

Blue i1s given to nething

to save 1t from being invisibkle

like the serrew that lives in the wind.

What is the §ndiscernidle levely line
wetween air and sky

dut mere air, er nething, mere er less,

Real, but as if imaginary,

that mement ef ®lue is the awe-saturated air,
sometimes called heaven,

The vanishing peint of ferever, fading te wlue
se as not te seem se sudden,

Or the shadew of wome.adn, CHdih e
wetween this air and the sun. &{'

The unseen afd the bitlliant there

are the same, if nething else,

Where the future passes By

and spring evertakes the snew

is &1l that's knewn ef the Beginning and the end
and the exact lecatle that hue,

There is ne single of grice

deep as a lover's BAgl to tell

why, er where, the sky was made Wwlue, beyoend

a reasenable doubt,

Ged lives 1n that place, laughing.




HOW MUCH

How much simpler to go down ¥
just like history, according to how it ' .
and reason inform you. , :
How much like everything i oL

else. How much lighter, even, than fire . '3. :%‘}

surrounded by air

until completed by earth. i kel
A semblence of ‘sorrow saved : AR -
in calling the center anything y -‘-*".l".'.' L
that's not the edge. ‘ S '771
How easy to turn back b o Rk

and remember it
as dream, or as
one more idea for a dreanm,
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HOPE ]

It I8 nq% a strange thing to live on.
Somewhere it lies in that hollow

space Yetween the whitish walls

of bone, where blood is made.

Maybe /one day it takes place

from its moorings, and travels
abroad, in search of the objective.
Maybe yeu _could feel it when it
disloflges, a tTinhitus deeper

than the skull's;depth, the tiniest
movement, as of an eyelash

that loosens and falles past the eye.
Think of our skeletons, oozing marrow:
They look like bamboo

hung with Spanish moss and spiders' webs
where hummingbirds might nest.

And all eglse the sanme,

1life forces, for instance,

turning their usual corners.

A seasonal-migration.

Not eourage, not a thought

for honor. Just a habit.

So it'e not strapgge, then, hope

passing thrﬂughaggme overlooked aperturs,
leaving hehind;{ts natural pollution,
its shadow, tHe way the sky pulls water
through its very pores

and gtains the world with shade.
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HOW TC LIVE

There is another woman

running with tears, face

of a cliff wet under the unfathomable
sky. Glass, conerete, metal

are more easily borne.

In northern plains grass grows only
for the reingeer. rom i% the deer
find strenghli enough to live

till invisible flies come

and run them to their deaths.

At war, soldiers cease

to reason. They, the dancers,
and mountain climbers own bodies
that know what freedom isg.

Love is asg semaphoric.

All things are of two

natures. One will remain with the body
for identificationt: She holds it now
for safe keeping. The gecond

is for the living, for the knowing

how to live

without knowing how.




BACK HOME ;

_of the sun, and it is blue [
o4 “1ike the April sky. il I
“( I know about it, and how purple 4
_\  things, like balloons, cast their shadows,

‘l violet teo. I even wrote it down,

|| that day, when T saw its sphere

%;ﬂn the sidewalk at my feet,

And the way the tree by the window A - buting e, Gadd
was suddenly en, and how ) i Y ' '
the rebins s there that morning S L
so furiously full of joy
that I could hardly hear his voice
breaking, on the phone.
The whide dogwoods sending scent,
the garden patch begging B aad
for seed, the magnelias/heavdy ' Ja
with spring. The day my sweet .1au;rﬁgfb 5
mother tried to die, Y
It was April, teo much blooming o T
to bear, too many insufferable seasons, | o A ?
Jjust another birthday, teo much work 4 R AR
to be done. Another day to rise to, i Y
another day &ng. L XTY B
Last spring I saw her holdﬁﬂhu dark ] .;L}g;- PAT AR
soll in her hands like a mother, LAl Al el
and when she said how beautiful \\\;“. ' e

i i his indifference fell on her like pain, QEF“TT—-:? sl M

‘“'lﬂjii_jkkﬂl knows as well as I “j;?xr'-*“ 2 (el

the way time does its work, N

Night is the shhkdow ;'ff;)
A

W/

what is material, and what passes e
for the living,the left, ~
s

- p i - %
- ‘ﬁtr -‘l‘vl s hatd st it t2Y
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el T I:.-r..-" _.—\..I
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That a simple word or deei\ Ee
can ﬁf3c1-jmvocably, that earrers il __h'*l"r'(;.,-.-.-i.';.-ﬁ;-m = eefolcled
and sorrews choke 1ike weeds, '~E%§;} J:fﬁrnﬁ”.tQAinﬁgﬁﬁyt
What follows is what we're left with now, R W digfldelrt ™

knowing more of loss, and feeling how

much more of lifa's to live,

There are those wf love but are unable

to see or hold. It's not we

that keep them alive, and thaik God, . 74

-

for we are imperfect, and we forget. e L Y ;’,;_ji'1
And yet we=howve i us to e f‘-”“:i,i Vi ggm il
Bach tone, each touch, leaves " '

its imprint, like the children's muddy shoes
on the carpet, or a body so many years

__ upen the, ilage | G H oA )
- i /|4 but meant to 1{:;_ his waking her 1 ;
".HH 7 \<one more ry of love, I A (P

=
“.._° 'but one new moment of saving gr ace.
That threshold between the rooms .
of living and death is the greatest ofall
fine lines, He lifted her in his arm
and carried her back home.
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THE SELF, FALLING

E ould be small igping
1roUg 1 S own se as qll shirfts
dnwr %hrnugh its rﬂcﬁ bed.
What happehs when we wish
is something unforeseen
and other. That we are dz_:awn
to windows and other openings,
that the threshold is as fragile
as desire. This falling
is a bedtime fable, of flnd1n§
2,

bn%%agés %%ue pru@ﬁue nf flh

enge. But at 1 worse
than going on ?g the ond§ng.

that once there the darkness

silvers the glass to mirror

and the eyes too are open,

horribly. What is that shape

that forms its compulsive shadows
through which it is imposgible not again,
to fall? And ptill the wishful self
has its own ideas.

That one could be gp small

and yet unable to rise, that laws

here are still binding, the legacy

of an ancient alchemy. All that rises
ig the voice at the end

of its gquestion, for nuthing

weighs more

than the frail hope falling.




BLUE

Blue is given to nothing

to save 1t from weing invisible

like the sorrow that lives in the wind.
What is the indiscernible

lovely line Between air and sky

but more air, more or less,

Real, wut as if inmaginary,

that mement of blue is the awe-
saturated air, sometimes called heaven,
The vanishing peint of ferever,
fadingXdte wlue

80 &s not to seem too sudden,

Or the shadow of an air ~ ./

betwean this air and the sun,

The unseen and the Brilliant there

are cne, 1f nothing else.

Where the future passes on

and spring overtakes the snew

is all that's known ef ®eginnings and ends
and the true lecafien of that hua,
There is no single teuch

ef loving grace to tell

why, or where, the sky is blue, beyond
tha shadow of a doubt,

God lives in that place, laughing.



