Baton Rouge

In the narrow corridor
of a sleeping car

on a train Passing
through Louisiana,

| reached for the red
pen in mgjacket Pocket.

SUCHCHIg alive,
in relief and Pricle)
l hold up my

baton rouge.

My red pen

is the storgte“er,
this upcoming night
of Pemcormance,

in Birming]ﬁam)
Alabama.



Live and Die

On a small briclge)
[ listen to the

Frogs croak.

The chirping

of the crickets
Plags havoc with
thejog?ul dging
of the Frogs.

It’s an irritating
alarm to keep
the Frogs from
their wonderful
dging, their rich,
satisfied,

nappg clging.

It's the unrelenting
whine of busgbodies
who love their lives

of correction.

The Frogs say,
“Live and die,

live and die.”






Someone’s Coming

One overcast dag,

| stood on the sand
of Boclega Bag,
looking west,

as if 1 was expec‘cing
someone to arrive,
not from the water,
not from the shore,
nor from the air,
but from the vast

ocean O{: the unknown.

[ felt my soles sink,
grain bg grain,

as my weight
reshaped the sand
beneath my feet.

Nearbg,

there was an
overturned blue boat,
unused, bg the look

of it, for many years.

[ waited for the someone

of the boat to arrive.



[ listened to the lapping
of the water in a slight
breeze at the grassy

shoreline.

[ waited for the someone

of the shoreline to arrive.

Then I realized

we were a|| there.

[ realized there were
many someones there,
and | realized | was the same

someone in their company.



Sardines and Wine

You said you didnt like the TV,
so | put it in the closet

in my hotel room

in North Beach,

and we made IOVC.

First, we ate our stash

of sardines and drank wine.

Then, Iging naked)
I dove into your skin with my eyes,

and I told you all the colors I saw.

You said that wasn’t Prcttg at a”,
and 1 said it was beautiful.

Six months later, while making love,
[ felt my heart go through my ribs
and embrace your heart,

which had come out to meet it.

It was the onlg time, and Iatcr,

it was heart~breal<ing to remember.

One clag, we Pu“ecl up in front of the Maria Hotel,

and I said, “Well, here were.”



I got my words goo{g)
and you laughecl your great laugh,

and I loved my mistake.

We didn’t alwags get along,
but we alwags didn’t~get~alonggreat.



Answering Machine Love Poems

When | stoppecl seeing you around,
the love poems I had been writing
stoppeci, so | called you up and said
you were holc]ing up Production.

Without you in my life, the greatest

poems weren’t being written.

Then HOU ca”ed me UP and said

you hoped too many poems weren’t lost.

And 1 called you up,

and 1 said 1 didr’t know,

that poems have a life of their own,

and ! listened to your voice on the machine,

over ancl over.

Our mutual concern
for the Production of love poems

felt great.

HalLseriouslg, | thought}

“It’s good to share this concern.”

Then | 1Ce|t the enormous meadow of Jove

open in my heart, once again.



The Jackdaw Murders

I move about the dag as invisible

as ajackdaw buried in a shoebox.
Some might say it’s murder.

Sometimes, when |

wake up in my shoebox,

 think it’s murder, too,

but | say my prayers of gratitude,
and I remember the contentment
that chose the shoebox,

in the first Place.

There is an old voice that says,
“Jackdaws don’t belong in shoeboxes)
get up and getout, be a regularjackdaw,

for heaven’s sake.”

That’s the voice omcjackdaw uniqueness

that keeps us from trging new things.

People who try to change their voices
to c[isguise themj usua”y choose one

of their own less familiar voices.

It’s difficult to speak in an unfamilar voice,

it’s not normal amongjackdaws,



for ajackdaw to be invisi]ale)

but it’s as normal as ajackclaw can be.



Lonelg Nig]ﬂts

There is a man sitting nearbg,
who has a trulg annoyingvoice,
monotonouslg somct,

like the low growl of a beaten c[og,

W}'IO never strikes back.

It's the ingratiating murmur
of unrepentent weakness,
the secret superiorit9

of the unheroic martgr.

A couple of women

rea”g like this guy.

| look around the room at a” the
uncha”engecl and unadventurous men,
and I think that if | were a woman,

rd o@ howling into the night.

Then I wonder whg | don’t see
the women in this Place

in the same light.

Partlg, lsuppose,
because 'm not a woman,
and Partlg because I know how

lonelg it is, out there in the night



after the howling is done.



Female for a While

A man became a woman for a short time,
he looked at his breasts in a Iiglﬂt blue dress
of smooth cotton. Theg were Iike smashecl

cardboard or a drg river bed.

He walked across a crowded commons,

and no one noticed angt]ﬁing Peculiar.

He went to his room and changed

back to a man like changing clothes.

Outside his room,
and echoing for years,
he listened to the shouting

of angry, derisive voices.

He knew that being awoman

was a way of teaching him things

he might not otherwise learn) but

the men and bogs in thejuvenilc corridors

were completelg COH{:USCCL

Theg ran around M(C le‘Uﬂ‘( CO”CgC 13095

or chickens with their hearts cut out.



The Forest of Trees

Once upon a time,

a man had Pemcect vision.

He could see the Pas’cj

and he could see the future.

He could see the Presentj
exactlg as it was,
with the threads of Past and future intertwined.

He could see the thousancl faces

that mingled and quarrelecl in anyone face.

One clag, he met a woman

who made him feel innocent.

She said to him,

“I' see you, you big bag of Haws,”
and she Forgave him for the accident
of what we call wisdom,

his so-called abilitg to see so much.

“f you’re a seer,” she said,

“then I’'m a seer sucker.”

She taught him how to Forget all he saw
and get busg making things with his eyes closed.



She found out he was ticklish)
and theg tickled each other.

One clag he looked at her,
and he wasn’t afraid of the things he saw.

He saw a ?orest, and he saw the trees.

It all belongecl that way,

it was complete, and so were thcg.



The 1sland Cabin

Mang years ago,

[ lived for a few weeks in a cabin

with a girl and another couple,

on the island called Martha’s Vinegarcl.

I was very busg in my head,
with the girl who would,
a year later, become my wife,

and with the girl who was with my friend.

| thought about the cabin a Ii‘c‘cle)
at the time, and bricﬂy, recentlg.

| went wide in my memory,

and 1 left the old thinking.

[ left the cabin Porch,
[ went around to the side of the cabin,
l lag down in the deep, warm sand,

threaded with grass, ]39 the side of the cabin.

| lag down on the ground) where no one was,
and | lag there for a long enough time
to be there with the island.

The island became my summer companion)

fora long enough time for the memory



to become a different memory

than the one 'd had before.

[ found out that the Pas‘c isa wi”ing friend.



The Interview

I had the chance to interview a great man,

| asked him what made him great.

He said he was merel9 doing

what great People have alwags clone,
theg actas if theg are great People)
without knowing for sure

it theg are right.

Theg Proceecl on ?aith, and theg discover
theg were great People anyway,
theg merelg acted on it.

“It alwags works)

you can do the same,

and you will have the same results,
you will realize that you, too,

are a great man, or a great woman,

it you will.”

Then 1 watched him eat an orange,

and I'll be damned if 1 could tell the difference.



Evolution

The Painter s angry,

her craft has become irritating,
she feels like she’s been Painting
with boots on her hands.

She Hings her brush against the wa”,
it’s a nice wall,

she winces to think of the Paint
splattering off the brush

as it hits the wall.

After she lets go of the ﬂging bruslﬁ,
she watches it salil through the air.

In her Painter’s eye,

she Paints the brush Hging across the room,
she Paints the brush hi‘c‘cing the wall,

she Paints her own startled face

of confusion, anger, and hurt.

She cant stop Painting evergthing,

in her mind.

It bothers her to be S0 CONSCIOUS

of the least conscious Passion of her life.

“The trouble with being human)”



she says, “is | have to learn things,
even the things of my heart,
even the things that depend on instinct.”

“Animals don’t learn this stuff,” she says,
and goes to retrieve the brush}

her sense of the Painting

alreaclg into the next Phase)

evolving.
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The Eulogg

“She turned in the cloorwa9 to the bedroom,
she hooked her thumb in the garter
on her glistening thig]ﬁ.”

«shit,” he said, “whg am | reac]ing this,
this isn’t goingto do me any goocl.”

He tossed the magazine across the Hoor

and thought about his cousin in Toledo,

he didn’t have a cousin in Toledo,

it was a way he had of rearranging, his thoughts,
like a Piece of bread between wine tasti ngs.

He slid off the bed and lag on the hardwood ﬂoor)
he hadn’t done that in years.

He crawled, army stgle) like kids do,
across the Hoor, under the desk,
and he said, “Sergeant,

[ think there’s incoming,”

He assumed a gruH: voice and said,
“You THINK there’s incoming, Shit-for-brains,

you THINK there’s incoming?”

Then he made a huge explosion with his mouth

and blew himself and the sergeant to smithereens.
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He stood up and said) solemnlg,

“Shit-for-brains was a lou59 soldier,

but nobodg liked him.”

He got the magazine and looked at the Pic‘cures,
it was fun looking at the Pictures of girls

without any clothes on.
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’m So Tired

I'm so tired,

I'm as tired as an old woolen rug,

I'm as tired as an old wooden lac]der,
I'm as tired as an old battcrg,

I'm as tired as an old altcmator,
anold clistributor)

an old generator.

These old things that ’m as tired as

are nice things to be as tired as.
'm as tired as any old me‘caphorgou might think of.

[ like being as tired as a mc‘caphor,

I don’t especia”g like being as tired as a simile,

| don’t mind saying that I’'m as tired as a old woolen rug,
but I'd rather say, “lam an old woolen rug,”

than say, “I'm like an old woolen rug.”
When | say m “like” an old woolen rug,
limagine a Picture of me and a Picture of a rug,

side bg side, an invitation to comParison.

| canjump from metaplﬁor to simile, but 1 don’t
like that before and after business with the Pictures.

| never want to be as tired as a tired metaphor,
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a tired metap]ﬁor is as bad as a tired simile,
no matter how you slice it, | never
want to be that tired.

The tired I am,

right now,

isjust fine with me.
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Animal Attraction

Joy attracts animals)
we’re often glad to see babies and small animals,

ancl theg Il‘(é our gladness.

Theg dorn’t care in the slightest that we like them,
like we think theg do,
itisn’t being nice to a cat that Pleases the cat,

it's the gladness in our hearts that the cat recognizes.

Babies and animals are discouragecl bg human angst,
the animals who aren’t hungrg will turn on their heels,

and babies would, too, if theg had recourse.

But the course is set for babies and most hou5e~|3ets,
some cats will crouch, as higlﬁ as Possible, like Panthers,
looking for gladness) upon which theg will pounce,
there being so little of it in the world.

It is the greatest grievance to the animals
and a sign of their extraordinarg Patience
that theg continue their vigil,

even to this Present dag.
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The Stone Wall

A bog was out Plaging one dag,

Wl"lCﬂ l"lC came UPOI’I a stone wa”

For no reason, it seemed to him,
there was a stone wall in the middle

of nowhere, as he called it.

He liked the stone wa”}
he’d never liked a stone wall before,

but this one was unique.

The bog became friends with the wall,
he thought the wall had been his friend all along,
and Probablg was, even before they met.

Whenever he gota chance,

he would 2@ and sit 139 the wa”,

and he alwags felt good about it,
he alwags left the wall Feelinggood.

One clag, he began to listen to the wall,
there was a hollow in the stone wa”}
and he began to listen to the ho”ow}

as if it might SAY some‘ching.

One clag, he heard the wind speaking
through the hollow in the stone wa”,

NA



and it was the voice of God,

or it seemed like it,

and it said, “WHO,” or “YOU,”
and it seemed to say, “SING.”

It was the message he wanted to hcar,

once he heard it, and he began to sing,

just like the wall recommended.
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The Root Wife

There was a man, a longtime ago,

Wl"lO was COI’ICCT’I’ICCl about l‘llS WI{:C

She wept all the time, all she did was weep,
she was a weeping willow, and he thought

he was the roots of the wi”ow.

He thought he was the source of her
weeping and the source of her strength)
because, clespite her weeping, she
remained strong and Firmlg groundecl.

He thought his wife was rooted in him,
and he was of the earth, the soil)

the source, the nourishment.

He thought he was the source of evergthing,
which left very little for her to be.

Then, one clag, it occured to him
that if he was the roots of the wi”ow,

how was it that he could see her sowell?

He wasn’t the roots, he was the branches,

l’TC had bCCﬂ tl"lC one WhO was WCCPiﬂg.

He had been thinking uPside down,

7R



he had been trying to root himself in the air,
and his wife wasn’t weeping, she was

soal(ing up the moisture in the earth.

He apologized for his error,

and she Forgave him.

He wept.
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The Handsome Man and the Gooc”ooking Woman Cafe

Frank sat at his usual table

inThe Handsome Man and

the Gooc”oolcing Woman Cafe,

and he said to himself, “What is it

about this Place [ find so aPPcaling?

The food is OK, but it isn’t great,

the Prices are moderate, and that’s goocl,

the decoris fine, but it’s nothing sPecial.”

Even the music was no big deal to Frank,
but he liked the ambience, the atmosplﬂerc,
something about it made Frank feel right at home.

He looked around at the Fumiture,
the Paintings on the walls,

and the view outside the windows.

He examined the cafe
for those little accidents of nuance

that might have affected him so amicably.
It might be something like a choice of Hoor tile
or the presence of an odd Picce)

like a Piano or ajukebox.

Even though he liked evergthing about the Placej
he thought he liked it a”,just because he did.

20



“Magbe it’s me,” he thought) “magbe it’s

the frame of mind I’'m in and nothing more.”

Frank sat at his usual table in The Handsome Man
and the Gooc”oo‘cing Woman Cafe and wonclered,
“Evergbodg else here seems to like it, too, it could be
the lag lines in the earth) it could be the goocl nature

of the owner’s dog. Oh, we”, whatever it s, it works.”

21



Guns and Butter

When I saw a cube of sugar dissolve in a cup of coﬁzee)
| congratulated mgselF on the courage it took for me
to take a bath, “| am one brave hombre,” | thought.

Now, 've heard about the sigh of relief and the look
of relief, but what about the grunt of relief and the

shout of relief?

 think relief comes in many forms,
and none should be overlooked,

like the snort of relief
and the ﬂapping liPs of relief.

A man once climbed the highest mountain
in the Himalagas) in order to talk to the wisest man
in the world and ask him if he would reveal

the secret to long life.

“Can you tell me the secret to long life”

the man said, nearlg faint in the Himalagan heights.

“Don’t hold your breat]ﬁ,” the wise man said.

22



The Armg Recruiter

[ went back to my fathers hometown,
I went way back in time to the Place of my father's life,

it was a dust% dirtg street, there wasn’t any Pavement.

It was like a town in Old Mexico,
with a short row of stores in Plain adobe

with 5igns of Painted Ic‘c‘cering on the walls.

[ went back in time before The First Great War,
I watched the men of the town deal with the issue

of conscription with the army recru iter.

The army man said) “Come on, let’s £0,”
and the local men acted like theg

didn’t understand a word he said.
lnsteacl, theg Plagecl dumb.

There was a table set up in the middle of the street,
the men of the townjumped up on the table like monkegs
and made si”g noises. Theg made it hard for the army.

I thought there must have been a time,

before Pavec[ roacis, orin my ancient memory,

when wars went unanswered.
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The Pillar

| stood in the open Plaza of the clus‘cg,
little country town where my father had lived,
| watched an old farmer come into the square and

step up onto a Pedestal) that had been Placed there.

He took a Posture of prayer.
He was a Poorlg dressed old Farmer,

humble and gratemcul.

The Peclestal was over

a 5Pot of great spiritual power.

The old farmer stood silent|9 on
the Pec[estal, and then he got down.

No one seemed to notice him,

and no one bothered him.

It was an accepted thing to do,

in the ancient Vi”age of my fathers
father's father. I went back in time,
and I stood on the Pedes’cal.

It was like being on a box

on top of a crude stone Pi”ar.
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Sexual Pietg

The trick to rea“g good sex

is to bring the spiri‘c of God into your genitals.
Alot of People have got it backwarcls)

theg think you need to getout of your bodg
to be spiritual.

I'say if your spiri‘c abandons your boc]g,
you have essentia“g failed at life.

The cha”enge of lifeis to open up and let spiri‘c in,
and that means all the way in, notjust Part of the way.

Some People let spirit as far down as their hearts,

that's a great advance, but it still isn’t the whole way.
Let spirit all the way down into your genitals,
into your bowels, all the way down to the grouncl

benea’ch your feet.

Sag this little prayer, “Gocl} my lower Parts belong to you.
Thg will be done, down here, as it is up there. Amen.”
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A Real Tomato

| lag on the grass, Iistcning to opera sung

in the Park ona beauti{:ul Sundag afternoon.

A trulg beautiful young woman sat next to me,
with a handsome man who wore a golc] ring

encrusted with diamonds. Encrusted.

Theg openeci a knapsack and lunched on fresh rolls,
deli meats, and a largc riPe tomato, which theg Passecl
between them, sharing it, sucking on it like theg were
gving each other hickegs.

I was struck ]33 the sheer natural beautg of her arms
and her Iegs, her back and her neck, her forehead

and her chin, her egebrows and her hair.

It was as if she had offered me a Plum ora Fig,
and it amazed me that | could take it,

without gving her another hickeg,

or wishingl could getone from her.

“Thank 3ou,” | thought) “thank you, very much.”
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The Poet at Work

A Poet saw himself sitting

at the far end of a vast cafe.

“What amazing eyes that other one has)” he said.
“He has the eyes of an actor in an engaging Plag,
the eyes of truth in drama.

If one encountered that drama) suddcnlg, on the street,
one would be afraid of such amazement, but when we
go into the theatre for our amazement,

it feels natural and acceptable.

We witness the amazement of evergthing we ever clo)
actecl out For us. True amazement is swa”owecl up in

life outside the theatre, it’s kep‘c unseen and unspoken.

When life is th reatened, the amazement comes out,
and it’s wondrous to see. There sits the poet like
a crack in the mirror. Hhe’s not sagelg on stage,

and get he shows the unseen.
What should we do with him?
Oh, gooc], he’s found some book) now he’s reacling,

he’s Iooking at the pages, now he’s writing, he’s as

busg as a lamb at Pas‘cure, as a lion at carrion.”
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Phoebe

| went to an outdoor concert given }39 a singer)
who said she was thinking of her claughter,

who was three thousancl miles away.

She said she was also thinking about
chicken Fajitas, thanks to an advertisement,

Facing her, but behind everyone else.

One woman in the crowd was reading
“The Hero with a Thousand Faces,”
one man was Aoing the Sundag crossword Puzzle,

while he stood listening.

The singer talked about how skinng another singer was,
the woman next to me said this was one of those times
she wished she was ta”er) so she could see over

the heads of the shoulder-to-shoulder crowd.

One very tall woman stood in front of me,
her nearness felt good and reminded me

how satis{ging itis to hug tall women.

The singer sang ballads of love lost and found,
and a great eagle rose out of her throat

and spread its glant wings across the skg,
obscuring the sun,and raising a wind of

such Puritg no other bird could Hg in it.
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The pure cry from her throat raised a chorus

O‘F hClPlCSS cries From thC CF'OWC].
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A Tin Drum

There is a woman who loves me,
and there is a woman | love,

but theg are not the same.

rd like to get together with the woman

who loves me and tell her, “Now, | know
what gou’re ?eeling, now, we are the same,”
but it would be wrong to share with her

our mutual dilemma.

If the woman I love came to me and said,

“I love someone, too, but he doesn’t love me,”
rd say, “Well then, you {:ool, turn around,
look at me,” but what empt9 words theg’cl be

i1 heard them from the woman who loves me.

“l can’t turn around and love you back,
it wouldn’t be true.” What can we clo,
all the lovers who love the backs of the
lovers in front of us, all the lovers who

want the line to turn around, about face.

This foolish line of love; in one direction,
black as domino faces, in the other, bright

as face cards. We march like tin soldiers

to the beat of a tin drum held in the hands of
a sad child who doesn’t like himself very much.
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Going Agai nst Nature

“You’re makinga wonderful mistal(e,” she said,

when | agreed to take a chance and bc her lover.

| thought it was going against nature,

when my nature was to wither and die.

rd been so long in that direction that a momentum

of withering and dging had ncarlg taken over.

| Fought the momentum of my suﬁcering, and I tried
to give into it, | allowed it to be better and worse,

bg turns, but it was sure in its constancy.

It was my nature, or so | thought, then she showed up

and started to teach me how to ruin my life for goocl.

“Let this happen, and 9ou’” be sorry,” she said,
“3ou’” hate it, because it won’t feel right.”

What could | say against such logic? She was ogering me
a new kind of suﬁzering, a kind rd never tasted before.

She was ogering me the exc]uisite Pain of transformation,
| couldn’t resist the cha”enge of riPPing my guts out

and tossing them in the waslﬁing machine, Putting

them and all my other organs back in my boclg,

squeakg clean and aching with originalitg.
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What a bonanza of Pain, what a reward for my

Preparation, rdlearned evergthing but this.
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Sea of Love

| was naked in the cafe. The raw naked love Poured
out of me from every pore, gushing from every orifice,

‘HOOCliﬂg From CVCYH chakra.

So much love rushed from me toward the one I loved
that at first | was amazed to be unseen 139 most, unti|

another woman appeared between me and my beloved.
She seemed unharmed }39 the great wave of love,

she seemed to be sunning herself like a clolphin,

she seemed serene, like a fisherman on a fertile sea.
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Yellowstone Revisited

Here’s another crisis for you;
min love with you, and | bring

with me the full crisis of love.

This is no casual catastrophe,
'm unable to offer you a mild disturbance,

’m begonci being small about it.

When you look at me,

you won’t be able to see a minor conﬂagration)

’ma fire of major alarm, I'm trying to be contained,
like a forest aﬂame, contained ]35 an army, but

Pm sweepingtowarc] your ni”sic]es, unrelenting.
If you accept me, Pll be transformed to sunlignt)

ngou reject me, Pl reappear as a memory

of futures onlg dreamt of.
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True lnsanitg

I’'minsane, I've Put mgsel{: in the hands of an insane god,

min the hands of the onlg god, the insane god of us all.

How could a gocl be god of us a”, if that gocl wasn’t insane,

more insane that | can imagjne, and I'm nuttier than a fruitcake.

If it weren’t for curbs on the streets and walls around the rooms,
rd be entirelg without boundarg, “What are you?” someone might
asl(, and d have to say, in all honestg, “m clangerous, Volatile)

dense, and active, | think like a £as, and | feel like a solid.”
Look, up in the air, look, down on the ground, what is it,

it’s amanin love} Faster, more Powemcul, able to leap,

ancl crazg as a IOOI’IJ mg }’ICF‘O.
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The Subject at Hand

There was a time when if she didn’t love me,

then neither would I but times have changccl.

ove mgsehc, in spite of her love or not her love,

I've come to a fondness for mgse”z) not like a Narcissus,
more like a parent, so if my beloved were to miss my love,

I would take mgselF outfora long walk, encourage in mgselmc
a gentle grieving, and tell mgse”z it's better to have loved,

and theremcore, never to have lost.
“Pve lost, Pve lost, Pve lost!” 1 would cry, alwags in threes.

“The abilitg to love, the wi”ingness to love, and especia”g to
have lovecl, Isa ghc’g and that makes you the Prize, that she’s lost.

You haven’t lost, even though you remain unclaimed,” 1'd responc].

“Yeah, but she couldn’t lose what she didn’t try to win.
She couldr’t lose what she’d never looked for,” rd say.

“Pickg, Pickgj” rd say back, and change the subject.
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|_one Wolf

There was a man who lived in the Wilderness, and when he

came into the City, he lived as if he was still in the Wilderness.

The World was a Placc of great aclvcnturc, he loved it and all
the things in it, he was a Private man, in a teeming universe,

nothing was out O{: Place or umcoreseen.

One clag, he thought he might have Pickcc] upa virus,
he laughecl at the microscopic wilderness he knew

lived inside him and inside all of life’s creatures.

He knew that when a storm Passec] ora Plague of insects arrivecl)
it affected the entire Iandscapc) he bcgan to feel alone, he’d never
felt alone before, as alone as he had alwags lived, this new Feeling
Plagued him, he couldr’t shake it, in the crowded city or above

the timberline, he felt well cnough, but he didrn’t feel better.

“Pye lost evergthin P he cried, as his heart began reshaping his
universe, “I cannot live like this!” he vowed, as his soul began to

teach him a new way, a way he’d never known, in all his wandering.

“t will die like this!” he said, and he began to clie,just in time.
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I Want You for Your Mind

! love the stcao'y Hame of your /htc///gcncc.

lmagine saging that

to HOUF IOVC!" n gOUF embrace.

/ love the Capacity of your lhfé//cfct,
fike the cye ofan cag/e.

Think about using that line at a Par‘tg.

| think you have the gfﬁ' of genius,
and that Ioart of you excites me,
fike mounting a carapace

at the Iocak of the Pyranccs,

the Pico de Aneto.

Could you tell that to her or him,

and mean it?

Think for a minute of the sudden wonder
that shocks a gasp from your throat.

Is your mind no less an organ than any other?
Does your mind onlg Plag catch~up to your emotions,
is it equal to the orgasm you imagine happening

somewhere else’? She 1s. He 1s. You are.
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Jog Profound as Sorrow

if you want a cha“enge, tell the unvarnished truth onog,
tell the hard facts of Peacefulncss) without Hinching, the way
the hard-boiled authors tell the heartless failure of hurtful lives.

We accept the stoic death and the cry of Pain,

but there’s another storg) the stor9 of unblinkingjog
and immense serenity, that defines itself as clearlg,
for those who see and feel them, as a knife goes

into the be”g of aman reac]ﬁing for his life,

as it flees his bod9 in a wretched a”eg.

Itis a storg no less sharp, true peace and truejog
are not told bg sentimentalists or romanticists who
onlg fantasize their stories, tghcir fantasies cleng
the richer realitg, bg embe”ishinga Paltry realitg
with pretty lies and reassuring Pain.

The truth of misery and insanity have left us
embracing crueltg and destruction as the talisman

of honest storgte”ing, cheap courage, itis the courage
of the soldier who kills and dies without Feeling.

There’s a greater courage N thc one who Puts away

the steelg heart, and lovesj at great risk to his uniform

of cold reckoning, in a universe of bare survival.
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Not the Same Vale

Iif this world is a vale of tears,

the spirit world is a vale of laughter.

I say /£, to introduce a Foreign concept,
| know for a fact that the spiri‘c world rocks
with laughter, and there, they depend on

our tragedg ICOF T‘Clié{: and balance.

When People who've lived tragjc lives,
die, or when People die tragica”g, theg £0
among, the angels and tell their terrible stories,

and the angels admire them and embrace them.

Theg say, “Yes, it’s goocl to remember, it’s gooc]
to hear the terrible stories, how easilg we Forget)

thank you for reminding us.”
Soon, the newcomers Forget themselves

ancljoin thejubilant throng, needing to be told,

from time to time, of the tragjc tears of a distant past.
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An Ancient Taboo

There’s an ancient taboo against watching

awoman Whllé S}"IC nurses a babg

The storg goes that hcgou stare at the wet nipple
and the wet mouth of the child, you will become)
for some time after, like a babg 9oursel1c.

The taste of the nipple in your mouth
will not leave you for clags and may linger

as lOﬂg as a 3ear in 9OUF COI’]]CUSCd sSense O{: SCH:.

To all outward appearances, 9ou’” be the same,
this is the cruelest part of the curse, your behavior will

betrag subtle changes, despite your normal appearance.

Tl"ICSC changes mag iﬂClUdC an increasecl SEeNnse O]C serenity

and an inabilitg to concentrate on imPossible tasks.

You may experience an abnormal euphoria and a desire
to hold and be held bg People you care about)

but without your normal discretion

Most awkwardlg) you will sometimes feel an urge

to scream at the toP of your lungs atthe aPProach

of uncharitable and unkind People. Beware of catching
sight of a child at the breast of a nursing woman,

the c[anger Is great.
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The Artist from the Art

The moment a singer ends her song, a sculptor
lags aside his chisel, or a dancer stands down,
the enraptured lovers of the art fill the vacuum

with themselves.

Theg close the £ap, theg take the Place once
held !39 the artist, theg become one with the art.

While the singer sings, the sculptor remains,

or the dancer dances, we see no seParation.

When the artist s’cePs aPart from the art,
we are left alone with it, as if caught

in a forbidden embrace.

The artist is moved out, becomes oclc”g useless,
unwanted, but ac‘mowle&ged) like a child at a
funeral, or a matchmaker on the honegmoon)
or tossed aside, like a goblet into the Fireplace,

as the now emptg carrier of the sPirit.

Later, on the street, the artist is a reminder of
a Private Pleasure, an intruder in an intimacy,
made either holg or ridiculous, accorcling

to our wi“ingness to admit ecstasy,

our wi“ingness to face ourselves,

in our finest embarrassment.
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Ina Lightecl Place

When you leave a Place, evena brightlg lit Place)
some light goes with you, and the great blanket
of light eventua”g becomes threadbare.

You can see through the Iiglﬁt N an empty Place,
there, the Iight doesn’t enrich sight, it reverberates,
like a cheap ampli{:ier and bad sPeakers) the light
gets louder and drowns out color it had shown

brightlg, onlg moments before.

Itisn’t onlg one’s leaving that creates this clraining
of soul from the light, the light gets lonelg, it misses
you and Pines for you, it suffers from your absence,

as it suffers from thc abscnce of forests andjungles.

The sound the Moon makes is a mournful cry
for the Man who left when we stopped sending
him there with our dreams, the lunar expedi‘cion

was a halmc~heartec1 gesture to assuage the Moon.

Neil Armstrong was a puppy offered to the Moon
inits grimc, after it had lost its best friend.

The light needs you as much as you need the light,

you are bound together, give the light your best)
the light will reward you with its brilliance.

{4



The Wag of All Love

A man found a ﬂower) awoman,

away of being of incomparablc bcautg,
and it died, she died to him, it died in him.

What about the man who found a flower?

He was astounded 139 its bcautg, he gazecl atit
rapturouslg, he sang songs to it, he wrote poems
to it, he Praised it to the world, he took it with him
wherever he went, he nurtured it and Pro‘cec‘ced it,

he clisplaged it with care and Pric]e, it died.

As it was dging, he said to it, “Whg are you Aging?
I've loved you more than angthing Pve ever known.
Whg do you die? 've done evergthing for you.
What did 1 do wrong? How did 1 fail 2

With its last, sweet-scented breath,
the most lovelg Hower he had ever seen,
said to the man who loved it, “You never ...

let me ... love gou.”
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A Natural Holiclag

I have come upon one of those rare dags,
a Natural Holidag, the kind of dag we try

to create, imitate, and make Permanent.

It never works, the Parl(s, Plaggroun&s)
stadiums and theatres are filled to caPacitg
with those trging to capture or recapture this dag.

The result of enforced holidags Isa mockerg,

as a nation of amateur actors attempts to fool itself
into believing the ruse, the audience takes to the stage
and everyone Plags the identical role of Rudolph

the Red Nose Reindeer, Uncle Sam, or Eros,

Resplenclent on a Field of Hearts.

Natural holidags appear out of nowhere, unplannecl
and unexpected, theg come all the time, but most don’t

recognize them, and even fewer celebrate them.

In order to celebrate a natural holidag) one must have
a natural sense of celebration) there’s alwags one child,
at the Fourth omCJulg fireworks, who looks up at the ?ierg

sl(g the same as when she first saw her mother’s eyes.

Were there magical skies in your mother’s eyes,

Wl"lCﬂ HOU were once a C}’Illd O{: natural WOﬂC]CI"?
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The Gardens at Versailles

There are beautiful children,
who, if theg were left to thrive entirelg
without our guidance, might become

exactlg what we imagine.

Theg clon’t, and theg can’t,

because of our insistent imagjnation,

it’s one thing to erect a trellis for climbing vines,
another to clesign their random Path, put wires
in their stems, and spray Paint the leaves

the color of their Prcjected maturitg.
| ate a horse and sadc”e) 965‘561"(:]39,
it a” came out like creamed corn and

banana skins, like evergthing else I eat.

Even stories have wires in them and need

a gooci enema, occasiona”% | feel better now.
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A Million in One

[ love to see her cloing things in the world,
love to watch the one she Is, to see her being
herself in the world, this is a fascination I have

for others when theg exhibit themselves remarkablg.

In her, evergthing seems remarkable) m Fascinated,

she’s like all great and famous People, a million in one.

| am amazed ]35 this accident. Whg her? Whg me,
this way, with her? 1 know it’s called love, but

I have called other ?eelings love, before.

| was Fascinated) once, ]39 anothcr) it was a shock
to look at her, she was a work of God’s hancl, there

was no other way to look at her) except in wonder.

That was easy to understand) this is more,
it’s more than awe at an instance of creation,

this is love of life that is crcating itself.

This is recognition in another of my own life, this is
the wi”ingness toward another to love my own lhce,
this is love, and even as it goes toward her,

it remains in me.

[R



Bird of Paradise

She sat in a comfortable chair, she read
a gooc] book, she was content in all her

Previous compartments of: discontent.

That is to say, over the years,
there had been Parts of her life
that had not satisfied her.

She’d openecl up the areas of cliscontcnt,
she’d changed their names and fed
their hungrg bellies.

She sat in a comfortable chair,
sheread a good book,

a Feeling Hushed her heart,

a Feeling electrified her sPinc)
a Feeling stroked her thighs,
and stripped complacencg
from her belly,

Fora 5P|it~seconcl, she was

naked in her desire to be held,

she saw someone touch someone else,
inaway that touched her,

and her concerns and Preoccupations

were stolen from her bg the fleetest of thieves.
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A memory, in her ancient garden,
became a wildfire in her flesh and then Passed,

she made and lost a Fortune in a moment.

She was born, Hourishecl} and died,

to an instantaneous afterlife of wonder,

in the blink of an eye, she was out of breath.
She grievecl for the loss of what she’d onlg known

like a sudden bird in her sight, the frenzied beating
of wings, the startling cry, and the rush of Passionate color.
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The Double

A man hired a double to make love in his Place)
the double came to him in a lucid dream, and

the man said to the double in the dream, “Whg

clon’t you come clown and mal<e Iove 1Cor me?”

id be goocl for any woman

to make love to an angel, and it'd be

goocl for youto have the human experience,
itd be good for me to know that at least

some Part of me got to have sex again.”

His double agreed, but the experiment
didn’t work the way he wanted) it made

him long for sex, more than ever.

As he was exPeriencing the sensations
of knowing his double was engaged N sex,
a woman took him aside and seduced him,

much to his Pleasure and astonishment.

As she was about to come, he saicl, “Mg god,

3ou’re an angel,” and she said, “Yes am.”
She evaporated like steam from a |<ett|e,

she ran off with his double, he could feel
them leaving his sweat-soaked boclg.
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The Man With the Slowlg Weeping Heart

A man wrote wonderful poems and stories

that told the truth in a sac”9 Ioving way about
his own life and the dcsperate lives around him,
the poems and stories were filled with kindness
and honor for the lives he described.

Until, one dag, he looked at his poems and stories,
and said, “These are stories of Pitg, and | write as if
there is no god, and I'm responsible to s‘ceP between
the People [ write about and their absent gocl.

It's Pitﬂ J Feel, and so many feel the same way,
| write Pitging poems and stories for a Pithcul,
selﬂpitging world.

I'm saying, “There’s no gocl to Pitg you, so | will’
'm not God, but I wish lwas, I’'m the Pitg King,
and | Pit}j mgselF as much as | Pit9 everyone else.

There must be a God, or I wouldn’t try to take his Place,
Pm Pretending there’s no God, because I'm afraid I'd

no longer be King, Aslam,I’'ma pauper in the land

that has no Pitgj in the land of Unlimited Love.”
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Revelations

What clutg is there for a man to be seen,

when he’s known for his bushel and not his light?
There are kind People who say, in a world of bushels,
“Oh, what a lovelg light,” or less l<inc”9)

“Your bushel seems to have an inner glow,”

when their most honest response would be,

“All 1 see is bushel.”

There are those, so accustomed to the dark)
theg will say, “There’s a candle Present)”

when theg’re awash in Hinding light.

How responsible is anyone to make known
the exact candlepower of their presence,
when the world is so bushel conscious,

it can’t tell a candle from a man shouting fire,
when bushel staves are all the rage,

what Promcit amanto glow?

What is the Purchase of a clear Iight,
when Clear Light is the name for bushel varnish?

And the sun shines unceasingjog.
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In Magnetism

| thought of alover 1 knew
with whom the Phgsical attraction

was as compelling as it was rare.

We were drawn to eacl1 otl‘ner SO strongl Y

that all other interests were diminished.

Our minds, hearts, occuPations, histories,
the recognition of others, all were shrunk
to nearlg non-existent when we were in

tlTC emlarace ot our attraction.

We took no Particular interest in any other

qualities, orlack of tl'iem) in the other.

In our sex, we may as well have been
outcasts in love or gods in love,

it was inconsequential which.

When we weren’t together, there was
no Particular awareness of the otlier,
lool<ing at each other across a room,

no power caught either one’s attention.

But within the heat of our Pl‘iysical comPulsion,

we were electromagnetic, and that was that.
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It was a co”apsed distance of no one’s choosing,
it was a mindlessness of Promethean fire,

it was magnetism.

When we were in its Pu”)

we were ]COUI’IClJ WE were lOSt.
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Chinatown

An accident of fate
occurred to a famous Poet)

in Chinatown, one night.

He wondered what his work
would be like if his fate were

more SUClClCﬂ and lCSS ‘(lﬂd

His Chinatown night
startled him from his greatness
back into the commonplace

of tasting his own saliva.

AA



| SPi”ecl Coffee on the Buddha

| was respectful, listeningto the E)uclc”‘xa, my

bodg was vibratinga small, constant tremor.

felt humble, a little afraid, the Buddha’s

words were sweet, a gentle breeze in soft sun.

| reachecl ‘FOF mg COlq:CC, and ina }DFOkCﬂ

moment, | spi”ed coffee on the Buddha.

Without innocence and without guilt, my
Fingers knocked against the Iip of the cup.

looked up, horri{:iecl, my devil of a heart
was |aughing, and the Buddha was gone.

In his Place, in the doorwagj was a chubbg Familg
of hungrg Patrons) entering the orclinarg cafe.
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