In This Place of Beautg

In this Place of beaut%
the air builds rooms
of textured detail.

In this Place, each face

is serene, intent, or both.

In this beautg, my breathing is low
and soft like the sigh of the forest.

In this Place, my heart dies

and revives within itself.

In this beautg, the poem speaks
to another purpose of breathing.

What a room is this room

of beautg lamin.



The Quick and the Night

Poetrg is the occupation of

stillness in the Hurrg of being.

| am made sti”, after being
still bg nature, still }39 desire,
still bg the habit of my ways.

And now | am made still 139

the encroachment of death.

Mortalitg takes up its other self,

as mortal death smiles at mortal life.

| am made sti”, not against motion,

not out of time, not in stolen truth.

To know this being made still,
matched with immortalitg’s stillness,

| am made quick in the meeting.

The quick and the night
are the same delight.



Storm and Wonder

There are two moments
that reach in the lungs and Pu”
the breath out for greater clutg.

To witness natural beautg,
and to Proclaim love for ano’c]ﬁer,

the lungs are disposed to the wind.

We inhale, and we exhale,
in greater Proportion Pro{:ound,
when the heavenlg beast arranges

our lungs into storm and wonc]er.

This sudden conversion of small
into largest of a”, feels right size
to one who knows it as norma|

and never not divine.



The Pretense of Incidental Dging

When death is what one

anticipates, waiting dies.

“m glad gou’re not dead,” a
friend says, and | happilg agree,

but death is not my concern.

“Death takes care of itself in you,”
another friend once said, in the midst

of his slow suicidal dance of dging.

Analogies of life are left behind
when waiting dies, | come home to

no more waiting for abrup‘c death.

Now I can live in forever, without

the Pretense of incidental clying.



Orclinarg Grace

Itis grace made ordinarg,
to be where anticipation
once was, waving its Hags

of warning and conques‘c.

Absence of anticipation

is not without interruption
from the self-induced ?uture,
and not without reflection

from the self-enamored Past.

lmagination has not gone into
a sealed box, but lives suffused

in the realitg of every object.

My dreams are teeming with animals,

both ape and owl and a spare owl, too.

This arrival holds the door open,

until endless opening takes its Place.



An Arrangement of Wonder

I am the man who sPi”s his coffee

wnen | look at my watcn for the time.

Aforce directs this arrangement
of dags into a slight clerangement)

as reordering implies a disorclering.

Arrangement is an embrace
of range, a nolding of what’s
unheld in a form of acceptance)

a being in concert with the wild.

A note seems held in the throat,
and the sound fades at a distance,
I am one who knows what time means,

Wl"lCﬂ mg CUP OVCY“HOWS.



As the Droplets Fall

To stand in the nature of what
is true, | lose interest in Preclictions

of what may come to be true.

with my feet onthe grouncl)
and my toes in the earth) I can

sense that rain is coming or not.

This is not the future ?oretold,
but the Present, that grows more
true to itselmc, as the droplets fall.



Magnetic Word Making

Racketed !39 disharmonies) I withdraw

to a few rooms and a garclen Plot.

Bachelored bg the Pursuit of

lovers, | retreat to the center.

Mg cluttered heart collects its
obstructions, even to its clamage)
until it is clearecl) and pumps

with original braverg.

Do you see how the life we lead

magnetizes our language?

lam mettlecl bg armorlessness.



All the Parts of Love

All of what I love suddenlg

invents a Face IDC]COFC me.

My characteris drawn to it,
as all of what | am invests

my heart with grace.

| cannot clepend on who she is, any

more than | can ClCPCI’ICl on mgse”z.

The luck of the moment is the
look of the moment’s attention,
it gives and receives itself,

and 1 am found between.

All the Parts of love are held apart,
when one is first infatuated, and

[ call that Part of mgse”z desire.



Sate for the Sunrise

When one face of love ?ades,

what rec]uires love to fade with it?

The sun sets, onlg in Portion,

it cloesn’tjump its moorings.

If what | care For) slips my care,

whg should I not care for caring?

I walk after her, some time after,
thinking my poem might introduce
this recognition that we might share,
readg to ?orget the poem,

in favor of its Poetrg.
Sheis gone where goinggoes,

ancl | carrg mg heart homc in

my heart, safe for the sunrise.
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Being Among Love

 return to where my heart

sees itself open, to see it open,
again, in this one way, among
all others, in the way of love

toward otners, in my self.

[ return to the scene
of the uncommitted crime,
with criminal intent, to steal

what’s mine bg divinest rigiit.

What | possess, or even dream
of Possessing, Is onig mine in

recognition of its constancy.
Being, in the love | alreacig own

is what | seek in Partnering my neart,
when delight, in no difference, follows.
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A Piece of the Skg

For most of lhce, deathis external,

a Piecc of the skg that might fall.

Until it appears within the Profane
and sacred estate of the bodg.

And one’s Greek chorus

sings aloud, or falls silent.

lmmortalitg is returned to its creator,

lll(C a bOYTOWCCl WOT"( O{: art.

The Phgsical acccpts its inheritance

of time among, the wonders and terrors.
Acceptance IS a voice that soot]ﬁes

the short-lived and sings the absolute -
what falls from the sl<9 IS peace on earth.
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ComPosecl of Peace

While fearis my choreographer)
I am called ?earless) in this

imagination called the world.

Everg clag, some terror

scrapes my com lacenc .
pes my comp Y

'm composed of peace,

as I’'m overtaken bg war.

| disbelieve my own truth,

until | ?orget to qucs‘cion it

I am the ground, on which my fear
dances arabesques of doomed f| ight.

| am the air.

13



The Nameless Room

The room of poetry, grace, and love,

cannot be entered in their name.

This nameless room is not entered

bﬂ angone WhO has a name.

| cannot wi”?u”g enter,
| cannot cleliberatelg stay,

except, In name onlg, I try.

How tempting is that aPProximation

we call evergthing we think we are.
I find mgsehc at the center of the room

that | never come in and never leave)

onlg when | Forget the name of this life.
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The Between

Every animal, that is not

keen to its own mortalitg,

slips into a domestication onog,
a degeneration of e{:erni’cgJ

a comfort of illusion.

In our dulled wisdom,
wejump out of airplanes,
and we make heroic

the slaughter of war.

We tell our children that Granclpa
isn’t dead, he’s on|9 sleeping.

Mg boc{g Is a Fratemity of clging,

and | am its overseer.

In the last breath gone, and
the next breath not yet tal(en,
lies my death, and my freedom
thrives in the between.
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The Bloom of Eternitg

Mg not knowing of Past and futurc,
lures me closer to greater realit9
than any lesson I learn in their

classrooms of instruction.
The heart of a true poem
is the bloom of etemitg

in the kiss of time.

| skip class to return to

the source o1C my education.
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The Precious Shape

In becominga shape of self,
| become other than my origjn,

and 1 die, as the extraordinar9

and the beautiful fade.

Troy 1Ca||s, Helen dies,
this Precious shape of self
s nearlg nothing in comparison

to what shapes it alive.

In Place of the name of the

Father, I become my being.

In my absence of selmc, I become

creation, creator and created.
What shall 1 compare mgself to,

when comparison is thC censor

O{: mg incomparable ]Demg"'

17



In Letters Left Behind

[ will never know this

lover | call my being.

He eludes my capture,
he never appears when

and where I seek him.

I seek him in shadow, in

reﬂection, in Photographs,
in letters left behind.

I hear him say to me, toyou)
we are ncar/y one, but1am
one, evenas/am you,

and Yyou are one who

thinks we are one.
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No Going Back

Man and Woman never left Eden,
theg merelg stopped being at
home, until here became there,

and Eden seemed lost.

A true poem, true love, or the state
of grace, that proves not to be true,
cannot Produce a true poem, or

true love, or the state of grace.

There’s no going back to Paradise.
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The Taste of Death

Now that the taste of death
Is on my tongue, | dor’t need to

expect it or its effects to appear.

Itis here, if not in full, in clegree

enough to be recognized as itis.

| am dressed to suit the agelessness

I have never not been, to know what’s
true and to know my seH;insPired twin
and what I have been twinned to Forget.
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The Roomless Room

Mg carliest habit as a Poet

was to describe the room I was in.

Now | see it was to be Present

without time’s furniture.

The room I now intend to clescribe,

is one | call the roomless room.
It is the same room, uncluttered of
the Phgsical, unfurnished 139 thought)

open, current, timeless) emptg.

It is the same room.
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Witness to the Miracle

Every life is miraculous, every

person is witness to the miracle.

Fach one’s storg is either witness

to the miracle or tries to claim it.

Claiming the miracle reduces

toa description of the witness.

Mg Place in the presence
of the miraculous reveals

its impersonal gi{:t.

Every witness to the miracle
is one to see the inseparable seH:)
and bask in its unreachable beautg,

at the will of no nameable realitg.
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The Porcelain Plate

| see the olive oilg pepper slice
slide from the open face sandwich
to the Porcelain Plate below,

and I am home againin the

furnished room of my eyes.

Mg heart comes out to come in
to the orclinarg in this room where

my roomless heart is at home.

In this roomlessness,
| witness the ting details
of the endless emptiness

of the miraculous.
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Before the Flame

Instead of the icuture,
anticipate the Present.

Look not at what occurs,

but at occurrence itself.

This ur1~cloing uncouples us
from who and what occurs,
and evergthing remains vibrant,

undiminished }39 expectation.
The non~tanta53, of what is,

embraces the flame in its fire,
before the flame is lit and after.
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A Coin for Commerce

if | recover no golcl from the mountain, and

still | sing its cliscoverg) if I see the source of

the poem, and the poems that follow are mere
nuggets, or if each poem is a coin for commerce,

when their source is a range of unPara”elecl wealth,
what part is a quest for gold, what part Is a quenching
of the thirst for golcl) and what part s golcl itself?
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The Home of the Poem

I try to enter the home of the
poem, but it enters, instead,
the way the sun enters a room,
the bodg, the eyes, the heartj
the way all that is enters this
and that, and transforms thcm)

with no change and nothing but.

| speak of a room,
as I knock out the wa”s,

and build nothing inits Place.

| cannot build a temple
in the middle of the temple)
except - here is a bench

to bum for candles.
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The Purest Juice

Here are all the secrets,

rolled into one, secure from the{:’t)
Protected !39 their accessibility)
the source of every creativity,
the way to taste them a”}

the Purestjuice

from the ripest fruit,

the moment of conception,

the nursery, and its generation,
the trip to the oracle’s cave,

and the shock at the entrance,
to see eternity, bg turning to see
from where we have come, right

here, where we are standing.
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| Love You Before

I say, / Jove you,

to the presence that is

before angthing occurs.

I/ovc, before you,
/ /ovc, until you,

! love, within you,

! love you, L’)cforc,
! love you, unti/)

! love you, within.

Our love is in the air

and in the blood that
breathes the air.

Our love is the air

and the blood.

Our love is neither
the air nor the blood.
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Here on Earth

| seem to sacrifice something,

to leave entanglements at the doorj
merelg to be at peace, | seem to be
rocketed to the heavens, to marry the

moon, WhCI’] no SUCh marriage OCccurs.

Isitona chair, and the room Fi“s,
in the fullness of no time at all, at
home in the heart, here on earth)

where splash{lown is simultaneous

with lift-off, in the orbit of this being.
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In Warm Water and Bright Light

Language is the home of
secondhand realitg, the land

of reference and invocation.

| glance at the form of my poems,
and | see the aPProximate words,
until | remember the bite of rcalit9
in the spirit, where every image

IS Pu”ed to a black hole of

unspoken recognition.

Distinctions are lost in warm water,
bright light, music, and delirium,
in the orgasm of creation, and

in the simple realitg of being.
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