Matisse in LA

Reading Matisse in Nice ) thought that when
lwas a bog visiting in LA I loved evergthing about it
especia”9 the air and the light which made evergthing

like a movie like one imagines of Matisse in Nice

Matisse Paintcd the outdoors from indoors

through windows and without windows

Evergwhere in the world light gets into
evergthing inclucling one’s thoughts

The citg is the indoors of the outdoors
and the light gets in evergwhere it goes

| wonder who or what could burst

in my heart like a new fire

Matisse Painted from an inner light
a Iight he could see with his eyes closed
the way a Philosopher thinks of nothing

and discovers the embrace of evergthing

We were visiting my rich uncle but it wasn’t
his neighborhoocl of opulence that cauglﬂt

my eye it was my eye



Spring Comes in the Fall

[ finished Painting a series of abstract shapes
and Put them in a book page after page 48in all

Agcar ago opened a book of Rothko’s work

and tears came to my eyes my throat my hear’c

Now | have a series of my own to look through
an album of loved ones in deep colors I love not

his Familg but mine his love reminds me of my own

Fozgivc me | wasn’t /ookingat your text | was tlehking
ofmy own | say to the man next to me who guarcls
his writing with a clucking tongue while I stare at

a distance within mgselF beside mgse”z in love itself

Mg mother in lllinois at 88 goes for a drive
with my brother who is caring for her he Points out
the colors of the Fa”ing leaves she says 0/7 noit’s

spr/hgtimc tfzings are Just bcghn/hg to bloom



Living As a Genius

D.H. Lawrence’s wife Frieda says to Mabe] Doclgc
try it then yourse/f /ivin‘gr with a gcnius see what
it is like and how casy jitis

I imagine the digiculty that determined loving we”~meaning
and noble People have living with someone who Plags 139

other~than~ordinar9 rules

In the ghct of a blink 1 imagine the Problems encountered bg

a genius Iiving with the rest of us whg do1 say us am | a genius
or not am | difficult or not who has diﬁcicultg living with me and
who do 1 have dhclcicultg living with the cars 2@ ]39 in the street

Lawrence could live angwhere and nowhere his sexualitg
was all over the Place his consciousness was unbounded
and unbincling how do you mix water with water and still

call it a couple

Here are two quarts to pour into an ocean oF Places to

visit and Pcople to see and very little money to Plag with

When I look at another human | might ask is this

someone /COU/C/POUI” myse/finto or vice versa



Being Safe in Unsafe Being

The headlights ofacar turning backing slowlg lluminate the street

ina receding Pool [ listen to the ball game on the radio a local film director
sits surrounded ]39 his Protégés he looks lost in the comfortable complicitg
of their gouth Tim talks to Amanda and Amanda talks to Tim the country

IS Fighting an endless war it’s been a busg night in the cafe I have a chair
next to the old coffee machine at the end of the poem endless poem

there are extra iNNiNgs in the ball game Amanda’s tentative smile

holds the tender hope of being safe in unsafe being



Good PaPer

Here and there one finds a Poe‘c scattered
among the shavecl and shrec]clecl timbers

no POCt has ever saved Bambi

I bug good paper from the art store use it

like stationery write love letters to the universe
send a Package home dear Mom and Dad
find money and food enclosed



The Nucleotide Rushes In

NOC! CliSCUSSCS single ﬂUCICOtiClC Polgmorphisms

APParentlg when genetic cells sPIit in order to regenerate
sometimes the new Parts don’t match up and catastrophic
variations can occur the woman of my dreams appcared

in my dreams again last night

| don’t remember the details but | remembcr a sensation
without explanation the burden of effect without a storg

a presence without a message a messenger o1C silence

At work todag no’ching remarkable haPPcncd as signiﬁcance
wanders like Demosthenes with a lamp |ool<ing for an honest

enclinga couplinga last line a beginninga catastrophe



Preparing for the Revolution

Dr. Barrg came to look at artwork he might clisplag in his office

he was an hour late his wife is Pregnant he said he liked the colors

Last night in my dreams Peoplc were shoo’cing at me | negotiatec[
the bullets as one might negotiate a crowd avoiding elbows and

collisions moving unobtrusive|9 in a hail of bullets

My recent brush with death has me less inclined to put mgselF
in harm’s way as I have habitua”g done the lesson of my historg
is to not be happg to not enjog the fruits of haPPiness to not
put mgsehc in haPPiness’ way my recent brush with eternity

inclines me to fall in love with my own happiness

| tolc] Dr. Barr9 tha‘c some colorsjust feel good to look at



The Raven’s Song

There’s a toy monster on the table and a small ]303
who Put it there who wants to go home now he says
ajazz band Plags na warmlg lit room among dozens
of attentive faces with a few children and one of them

is restless

The President proposes our national right to attack
anyone we think might bring us harm if this bog who
looks at me in complicitous cxpectation knocks over
my coffee 1will not try to stop him in advance of his

moment O{: arrogant disregarc]

The music reverberates in my be”g it resounds in my ears

the Fingers on the table are mine insofar as 1 believe them to be
the taut and wrinkled skin has been molded from within to form
hands that move without my wi”ing them | marvel at their Vitalitg

| react emo‘ciona”g to evergtlﬁingl see and inte”ec‘cua”g
| Pre‘cend not to notice the trillion beads in the waterfall

each one singing the name of my heart

A man Pu”s a string on thc ting monster’s back and listens

to the monster’s chest in a mock exaggeration of insight

The Piano kegs strike my chest like ravens cawing

in a silent night and my heart is seared bg unclilutecljog



Livinga Posthumous Existence

Pve been twenty years living as if 1 could have or
should have been dead living in the awareness that

mg hFC’S COﬂClUSiOﬂ was Put on hOlCl a lOﬂg time ago

In the awareness of |i1ce as an abegance not quite
a ghct more an oﬁcering to be held until it is let g0
an ogering bg open hands to be themselves let go



The Sleeping Fish

Longfngis the word for longing

rain stands in for rain

Gregorg tOlC] me From hlS new hOUSC in Tuscang /7€FC

in Ita{g tfzcy have a different word for evcrytklhg
Like tutto

My hand lies across my lap like a sleeping
it leaps

10



Advertisement on a Wall

The best poem s alwags right in front of me
where it appears in detail from within
like a beam of lig]ﬁt suddcnly cast against

adobe walls in Mexico from a sPeeding car
Read my heart

Hurtling PC”-mC” down walled corridors
madlg driving in narrow streets in a vi”age
in thc Yucatan on the run from a hurricane

Read my heart

See the world
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A Detective Storg

lnc[etatigable bespectacled disgruntlecl dgspeptic
the detective has grown a beard he’s decided
to investigate something new and different

angthing but another murder

He reads the paper not looking for ajob

but a clue he doesn’t know how to begin

to be different from himself

He’s murdered himself and he’s Iooking evergwhere
for the man who’s coming to take his Place he can’t

stop being a detective by not being a detective
P S Y S

Look at the muscles on the guy eating his veggie Pizza
like a hgpoehondriac Popping Pi”s he burps Politelg

Mg tongue IS sleeping alone these clags
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Mg Feet Hurt

There’s a mist

of Fatigue ateye level
Mg feet hurt

A man | know is in town accompanied

bg his ever-Present cloud of miser9
Mg feet hurt

The mist of {:atigue

will lift in a few hours
Nothing will rescue this man

from his cloud of cherished

misexy or me from him

unless 1 do it mgsehc

Mg feet hurt
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Nest in the Air

| open my mouth before
there is angthing to say

Small birds Hg in nest and
Hg out with their young

Still there is nothing to say

| keep my mouth shut

and eagles nest in the air
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A New Leaf

[ have it in mind to be born again
this is my legacg being one of us
to see a new incarnation coming

and assume its shape

We spiral toward ourselves
coming around again transformed
in duplicatc toa Iiving version of our

own Past that’s Now clead asa &oornail

| turn over a new lea{: and {:a” to eartlﬂ

or Hg on the wind-blown fortune
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Her Beautiful Hands

She has beautiful hands her mother said were unusual
she reads The Elizabethan World Picture while the rest of
the coffechouse gang engages in word Plag and banter

She has bare arms and shoulders happg laughter
adirect gaze uncomplicatecl ]39 gatherec] Pain

She Pushes her tongue out behind her Iips Pu”s

her book up below her eyes a veil to mask the grin
that Percolates in her eyes she has Middle-Eastern
eyes if the Middle-East were Margland and Delaware

The Elizabethans believed that boc]ilg

humors were PFOCCSSCd in the liver

Hannah listens as Katg te”s the sad stoxy
of the recent visit with her estrangecl father

Katg slouches her eyes dart from face to face

for the acceptance that Hannah takes for grantcd

This casual café love is a communion

ora grab~bag of unprec]ictablc surPrisc
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A Portrait of the Mona Lisa

A true poem s a Portrait drawn from the ether
alikeness of gasses a simulacrum of inhalation and
exhalation an adulation of neither and nor Painted
in remarkable detail with one foot on the floor
away of inviting the ear to hear what’s left unsaid
recognition of the guiltg and the innocent in rhgme

a soundalike to silence in the land of the sublime
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Warm Pool of HaPPiness

I have Iatelg begun to miss alcohol after eighteen years
away from its warm Pool of self-induced happiness and
the touch of a woman my touching of her warm accePtance

these are triggers to the illusion of a completcd realitg

The last time | went to Hawaii it was cold and the heat

of dreams is sacrificed in the cool sunlight of each new cla9

What’s missing is warmth that onlg occurs in one’s awareness

when it’s close to occurring oF its own accord
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The Shadows Around the Heart

| stePPccl out of the light into
the shadows around my heart
beside mgselF in doubt

Tl’lC mind isa ShOCbOX O{: Old Photographs
where one PhOtO gains ascendanc9 assumes

a resurrected lhce ancl occupies the room

A hologram begins to dance as if in the heart

and the ersatz Jove | feel Puts me in 5hadow

Looking from the shadows
makes the Iight seem Paimcul
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Embraced bg a Finger’cip

People say theg love me | believe them
but 1 don’t feel it as | feel the love
[ feel for them

If anyone touches me in the slightest way
with unconscious affection I am consumed
reduced exPandecl elevated fulfilled emptied
of all thought but one / have been embraced
by a ﬁhgcrt;}o
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In Zoca before the Fall

There’s a Painting of a grocery store on the wall

a Photograph ofa gas station a statuette of a grizz|9
fisherman holcling his creel a Painting of a rowing crew
at the shoreline Posters on one wall a bank of windows
on two and Mr. O’Meara in his chair reaclinga book

this is not a home but Peoplc act at home here

Before and after this moment there is nothing but
death and dreams but here we’re at work and Plag
coming at each other in desire and fear being near
each other in boclg and soul as students are

devoted to their studies as lovers love

Thisis a meeting Place a watering hole where all
the animals come where survival is shared without
conflict a kind of heaven for the hapless heathen
and other homebodies of the quiet heart
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An Unsuspecting Coconut

In order to write a poem one must remain still
longer than it takes to get going again until

the breath is let loose from its usual duties
She has a cartoon face caugnt between gootg
and beautiful her hair like straw droppecl

in a decorous Pile on top her head

She holds each page aloftin contemplative
limbo and then whack she strikes on to the next

Someone sings a Bessie Smith blues and time

Is sPlit open like an unsuspecting coconut
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In the Margins of the Truth

In this simple stupor between birth and death

fear Plags the role of bookmark clivicling this part
of the sea from that part divicling seeing from what
| see making endless love into small fearful acts

teac]ﬁing soberjudgment as a kind of drunkenness

| don’t own a chair but when I sit down the grouncl
rises up to meet me | trg to stag in Place but | drift apar’c

and fall awake on cue in keeping with the blue horizon

m certain of one thing or two
that I don’t know what it is | know

and there’s nothing else for me to know

Young John Keats Put his foot against
the leg of his table and in tha‘c gesture
I understood how one could discover

beautg in the margins of thc truth
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Mg Paraffin Heart

I had a chance to rest when all was well
[ fell aPart in fear thought | was dging but
my co”apse came in the midst of strength

| wasn’t clgingl was imagining it
when it was no longer imminent
when | could begin to fearit

without fear
And then love came

into my Paramcmcin heart
swinging her scgthe of fire
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Mirabile Dictu

| can’t explain the balanced state of being
Pve lost like a ball bouncing down Italian steps

in another time

m able to grasp the simplejog of every moment
but my tenuous grip on the Fragile vase of my being
territies my thinking

Holding angthing when my Fingers have shattered
is closer to the inte”igent truth but 1 cant call it

a Personaljog
The simplejog of every moment is felt in senses

and sensibilitg but it lives in unwound Parcels

of insPired breath
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The Uncﬂerlging Truth

A tall barefoot man Puts on sandals

before he comes out for the evening
to drink coffee near two women with
bechive bandanas next to the man

who is the one these words rePresent

This one | represent tells a stor9 that includes
the others and his stor9 becomes the carrier

of the other self that is no longer who I am

In sPeakingl seem to pass into the

imagination of seParation and identification

Nothing could be Further from the trut]ﬁ
and that’s what makes it attractive to the
imagination of seParation and identification

the misleading map of the soul
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In the Advantage of M9 Soul

| write a poem in the way
of becoming less alone
bg becoming more alone

in the advantage of my soul

[ hear in the ear of another
who listens aloud in the silence

of my desire to sPeak

For every tree that Fa”s
unseen in the forest a forest
Fa”s n the word that’s unheard

| write a poem in the way

of being not alone

No matter who comes this way
in the woods of my words

| belong }39 my words

As lgive my words
I give my word
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A Case of Ver’cigo

When | imagine ’'m Fa”ingin love
I don’t know if it’s true but it feels
like it's something | can’t control

Fa”ing never reaching the ground
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lness Lingers

Hlhess lingers until it seems
it's never been angwhere else
I linger in illness until it seems

Pve never been angthing else but il

This is an analoglj for good health
which acts the same as illness
these companions arrive in turns

like strangers and they stick around

Theg remain until 'm their companion

until | seem to bc wha‘c theg claim to be

Mg illness and good health are visitors
who take asglum in my good graces like
intruders in my rooms theg look at me who

are you they say and my thoughts agree

Jama Ianc“ord out of sorts With his lodgers
but | am unattached even to this boarcling house

I am not this toothache this headache
this terminal illness this Perxcect health
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Waiting Room

| sat in the doctor’s office
long enouglﬁ to notice the ﬂaws
in the housekeeping the maintenance

the upkccp and the cleaning
Pve satin my bociy long enouglﬁ
to notice every ncglected unrePaired

untended and unkempt characteristic

Pve sat in mg SOUI lOﬂg enough

to not care about the rest
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The Desperate Device

When the bodg fails to function unnoticed
excep’c forits Pains or Pleasures
evergthing that seems to matter most

matters less or not at a”

We tend the illness and the irjurg
even the degrac[ation and destruction

but we fail to tend the loss of mattering

There is wisdom in our common co”apse

to threaten the Pgrami&s in their construction
in their constancy in the desperate device

of their tombs
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The Old Poet’s Eges

He seems like any old guyon clisabilitg
moving slowlg almost apologeticaug
from one room to another but his eyes

betrag him theg dance despi’ce his sadness

Living alone with an arthritic dog
he remembers the dags of his gouth

Just out of the Air Force mentored
bg a renowned artist living among artists

in thC C1895 Whél’l SEX WAas easg as an embrace

But these are the gooo’ old a/ays he says
and his sighing eyes dance I was Painting
his sister’s house he didn’t remember me

he thouglﬁt | might be a musician like her

In years Past we ran in the same wic]ening circle
we live now in the same narrowing circle now

as then we clwe” in thc same unbroken circle

My eyes lit up as| recognizecl the heart of a poet
that cares not for the circles of time the heart that
jumped from his chest to mine and back again

and his sighing eyes that danced in mine

32



Welcome to the Vast Pacific

I don’t Paint Portraits of those I love
forfear theg’d be too faithful to an ideal
wanting to be art to honor and reveal

to Paint wings in the brush strokes earth

and blood in the forms music in the colors

Keats wrote of Cortez he meant Balboa

on the brink of the vast Pacific to describe
his love of literature but he left Fanny Braun
to the historg of his soul

i Painted your face or you sitting
close ]39 {:acing me or turned away
| might not be able to 5|eep alone again

content in my Fathomless art
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In the Throat of the Hurricane

| Plaged soccer with the bogs the young men

and the older men after two weeks of viral vertigo

[ fell awkwardlg a time or two but otherwise | Plaged
like a happg man a young man a bog happg when
my foot went were it was intended happg when

my eyes didn’t swim happg when I stumbled

HaPPiness is the faith of a revolutionarg between
jog and clelight a calm in the throat of a hurricane

To be simplg happg is not embraced
bg the mind that blows hot and cold

in thC PaSSiOI’IS OF Fear and ClCSiFC

To be happg s tojust Plag the game
for the sheer and simplejog of it
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Divine Terror

How subtlg we Plag }39 the same rules we have
alwags Plaged bg in love and war in life and death

How like a sledgehammer we change the rules
to match the rules we shape and mold cultivate
and nourish Picl( and choose name and define

we re-1corm OUT‘SCIVCS as we've alwags }DCCH

Until wonder engu”zs us and we scramble out

of the familiar into a kind of divine terror

An unimaginecl Paradisc on its one night

of existence in that one moment when it’s real
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The One | Love Best

ThC real woman O{: mg dreams

sat up in bed with me and my lover

5]’16 PFOVCCl hCrSCH: to IDC mg CC]UBI

and mg lOVCF to IDC a dream

How little 1 know my desires
when theg have been my constant
insistent companions foras long

as I've noticed them

This one 1 know best is equal to the dreamer
and truer than the Fading dreams that stain
my bed with their Futilejuices

The dreamer and the dreamed
sit apar’c from my true love
who comes to remind me

| am never so alone

as whcn | dream of another
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