
	   1	  

In This Being Away 
 
In this being away  
from the past,   
time becomes  
groundless. 
 
In this vast  
uncharted emptiness, 
the bark of a tree,  
like flaking skin, 
slips into the  
open sea  
of air.  
 
 
  



	   2	  

In the Shower 
 
In the shower,  
the window wet, 
 
A thread  
from the curtain,  
stuck to the glass, 
   
A filament,   
fixed in space, 
 
I am restored.  
 
  



	   3	  

A Man Shoveling Cement 
 
A man, shoveling cement, 
drags a board to the ground, 
  
Tips his shovel to spoon  
what’s needed, 
 
His boots, thick-coated  
cartoons of themselves. 
 
He is who he is, 
in what he does.  
 
 
  



	   4	  

A Mind That Won’t Quit 
 
A mind that won’t quit,    
knows to quit the mind. 
 
It does no good  
to a yelping dog, 
to say good dog,  
be quiet now.  
 
Be quiet  
for the dog.  
 
When the mind calms,  
it’s time to say,  
 
Good dog,  
good mind. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   5	  

I’ve heard it Said 
 
I’ve heard it said  
that no one is listening. 
 
Yet I cloud the air  
with words. 
    
Inside poetry,  
no words. 
 
 
  



	   6	  

The Old Monk Says 
 
The old monk says,  
Zen stinks, and dies. 
 
He knows Zen  
is without meaning, 
     
So he lies and dies,  
laughing. 
 
 
  



	   7	  

A Tiny Toy Gun 
 
A tiny toy gun 
on an empty stool, 
  
I point and ask  
the man next to it,  
Is it yours?    
  
Do you want it?  
he asks, and I say, 
Someone might, 
 
They might, he says,  
Desperate, I say,  
 
We grin. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   8	  

I Am Alone in Stillness 
 
I am alone in stillness,  
to allow my return  
 
To others to be  
another homecoming,    
 
Life reunites  
with itself  
 
When we are  
together.   
  
 
 
  



	   9	  

At the Golden Gate 
 
At the Golden Gate, 
few jump out to sea,  
 
Almost all jump back  
toward this life.  
 
In their death poems,  
Zen monks speak  
some sort of  
instruction, 
 
Or they pull  
their words  
in after them. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   10	  

Liars Even Lie 
 
Liars even lie  
to themselves, 
 
I almost believe  
I came from somewhere  
and will to somewhere go, 
 
Or I drive a bread truck forever, 
 
Bread means thoughts and feelings, 
Truck means a body that moves, 
   
Drive means holding the wheel,    
I means always here. 
 
  



	   11	  

I Have Lived Alone 
 
I have lived alone,  
unthreatened  
by the idea  
of the other,  
 
And then  
I met someone.  
 
This new cause  
for definition  
evaporates,  
 
In the thick, sweet air,  
where she appears 
and disappears. 
 
  



	   12	  

These Old Men 
 
These old men,     
I am older  
than they, 
 
If I walk ahead,  
I tell her,  
I can lead  
the way,  
 
if I walk behind,  
you can hear  
what I say. 
 
  



	   13	  

In My Dream 
 
In my dream,  
I get old, 
 
The dreamer  
is ageless, 
   
The dream  
is wrinkled  
and paunchy. 
 
 
 
  



	   14	  

These Words  
 
These words  
are moonlight  
in a barrel,    
 
No chance for  
profit there, 
 
These words are  
second-hand goods,  
 
Their profit has 
come and gone.  
 
    
 
  



	   15	  

The Air is Sliced 
 
The air is sliced  
by speeding cars, 
 
A gas station sits, 
in prosperous repose, 
 
A man stands in peace, 
by the side of the road, 
free from these ambitions. 
 
 
 
 
 



	   16	  

I Am Still 
 
I am still, 
 
What a relief  
to the mind 
that cannot find  
its relief. 
 
I am old, 
 
It’s time  
to take 
the words  
out of  
my words. 
 
 
 
  



	   17	  

The Breeze 
 
The breeze  
in the trees 
can’t spell  
Charlotte Street. 
 
 
 
  



	   18	  

A Workman 
 
A workman  
sweeps the lot  
of a service station,  
built by one of  
the richest  
corporations  
in the world. 
 
He brushes  
the spider webs  
from the Sistine  
Chapel ceiling. 
  
He lifts the dust  
from the Buddha’s  
smiling face. 
 
  



	   19	  

I Seek Salvation 
 
I seek salvation 
between meaning  
and its absence. 
 
I strive to write  
poems in fire,  
with paper.  
 
I make faces  
for the world  
behind my back. 
 
 
 
  



	   20	  

The Poet Speaks 
 
The poet speaks  
of a flower,  
 
In such a way  
the poem seems  
to be about a flower  
and nothing else, 
 
Then he  
leaves the room, 
and the flower  
remains. 
 
 
  



	   21	  

A Tree Fell 
 
A tree fell  
on her studio, 
 
The ceiling 
looked like animals  
had crashed through,  
 
On the roof,  
carpenter ants, 
alarmed by the  
cutting saw, 
 
Their brief new home  
now on the ground. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   22	  

I Fail to Paint 
 
I fail to paint     
a true picture  
of who I am,  
 
Before birth 
and after death,  
 
A self-portrait  
of the only one  
I have always  
known,  
to be. 
  



	   23	  

She Went  
 
She went  
into herself,  
I thought,  
away from me, 
 
My silence  
frees her ears  
from my crowding  
words. 
 
Until I see a path clear  
to the interior, hers  
and mine. 
 
 
  



	   24	  

I Like Sunshine 
 
I like sunshine, 
 
I’m not the first  
to feel this way,     
nor the last, 
 
The last may feel  
commemorative, 
 
The first may have  
felt celebratory. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   25	  

The First Anthology 
 
The first anthology  
of Japanese poems   
was called a collection  
of many words. 
 
A derelict man  
shows his poems  
to a nervous smoker  
in a racing jacket. 
 
It takes a while  
in words to see  
the true nature  
of anything. 
 
 
 
 
  



	   26	  

A Father’s Eyes 
 
A father’s eyes,  
clouded with history,  
 
He thinks of  
nothing but himself  
in everything he sees, 
 
A son’s eyes,  
open to the world, 
  
He suddenly  
thinks only of himself,  
 
And his eyes hide  
in common sight. 
 
 
 
 
  



	   27	  

What Gives Life 
 
What gives life  
to my peacock self, 
such a nasty bird, 
  
Is not its plumage, 
but its heart as pure  
as a swan’s heart,  
 
The swan, also  
a nasty bird. 
 
 
 
  



	   28	  

Those Who Live in One Place 
 
Those who live in one place,     
live among the dead, 
 
Those who move about,  
carry the dead with them. 
 
Grief, without  
a ground beneath it,  
 
Is easy to imagine gone,  
and hard to leave behind. 
 
 
 
 
  



	   29	  

One About to Die 
 
One about to die,     
may make impassioned pleas, 
 
In fiery rage and torn clothing, 
for peace and acceptance, 
 
After constructing   
a long career  
of their avoidance. 
 
  



	   30	  

Forgive Me 
 
Forgive me  
for sounding  
like a translation  
of this day or  
any other, 
 
Everything  
would seem  
to be too much,  
 
Without the grace  
of our near constant  
translation  
of who we are. 
 
  



	   31	  

Many Back Away 
 
Many back away  
from their fire,  
   
Like standing  
at the mouth  
of a volcano, 
 
Dying by fire  
doesn’t leave much  
of the old life behind, 
 
Maybe the shoes. 
 
 
 
  



	   32	  

A Dying Monk’s Final Words Were 
 
A dying monk’s final words were  
Look at me…all dying and stuff. 
 
His disciples were confused, 
so he continued to live, 
  
There was still  
work to be done. 
 
Then he died for certain,  
and this time he said,     
This dying sucks, 
 
His disciples cheered, 
 
I made that up, there was  
no moon that night.  
 
  



	   33	  

Poems Circle in the Dark 
 
Poems circle in the dark, 
knowing there are other  
predators nearby,  
 
Some more determined  
than they,  
 
I’m an old bull elephant,  
my hide is thick,  
 
I welcome their attacks  
into my longevity. 
  



	   34	  

Old Man Walking 
 
Old man walking, 
 
One foot  
in front  
of the other, 
 
The same  
uncertain  
delight. 
 
  



	   35	  

Sleepy-Eyed 
 
Sleepy-eyed,     
in this security, 
     
Behind  
closed doors,     
enclosing walls, 
this gated community, 
 
This lazy, lovely,     
cagey comfort. 
 
 
 
 



	   36	  

Coming from the Volcano 
 
Coming from the volcano, 
the boy across the aisle  
smiled, a conspiracy  
of like liking like,   
 
A small girl did the same, 
on the trail going up  
the side of the mountain,  
in a country not my own.    
 
 
 
 
 



	   37	  

She Makes a Watercolor 
 
She makes a watercolor,  
blue at the top for a sky,  
 
A band of green, where we  
walked, this morning,     
 
My feet dig in the sand,   
her foot twitches, 
 
I love her with all I am, 
I only make it seem so,  
by saying so. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   38	  

Humble Corners 
 
She paints  
the humble  
corners of things, 
 
Until the decay of beauty 
becomes the beauty 
of its decay. 
 
 
 
.  
 
 
 



	   39	  

The Character of Death   
 
The character of death  
is like that of a poet,  
    
Deathless and dying,     
again, and again. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
  
  
 
 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   40	  

A Neglected Toy 
 
A neglected toy    
in the hands  
of a child, 
who can see  
the parade,    
 
Passing  
before  
her eyes,  
 
Inside  
her eyes. 
 
 
 
 
  
 
  



	   41	  

I Don’t Know 
 
I don’t know 
which one of us 
 
Is different  
from the other, 
 
But I wouldn’t 
bet on it. 
 
 
  



	   42	  

An Infant in Arms 
 
An infant in arms, 
her hand holds his head, 
  
He looks at the world,  
grips her sleeve. 
 
The cold wind blows 
in the big old barn, 
 
And the old dog  
barks. 
 
 
  



	   43	  

Rolling Boxes of Metal 
 
Rolling boxes of metal,  
small rooms to die in,  
 
Wombs between  
departure and arrival, 
 
Each car’s wheel  
drops into a hole,  
 
The line inches  
toward the light,  
 
Sudden speed  
smooths the bump.  
 
 
  
  



	   44	  

I Make Words 
 
I make words  
from words, 
 
I look to  
others’ words, 
  
To forget my own,  
before I write them.   
 
 
 
  



	   45	  

These Magnificent Cities 
 
These  
magnificent  
cities,  
 
I love them,  
like a bird  
in flight, 
 
Like berries  
on Bush Street. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   46	  

The Good and the Bad 
 
The good and the bad, 
I hold in my hands, 
 
The way the riverbank  
holds the swollen current, 
the rumble, the rush,  
and the roar, 
 
I can’t even  
say hello  
or goodbye. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   47	  

During the Night 
 
During the night, frost, 
during the day, no frost, 
 
And I haven’t  
gone anywhere, 
 
Dawn doesn’t come,  
morning doesn’t wake,  
night doesn’t fall,  
 
Yet, in this orbit,  
so much seems  
to happen. 
 
 
  



	   48	  

Language 
 
Language,  
that wardrobe  
of the invisible,  
 
Makes me a king, 
I cannot see in  
the mirror. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   49	  

All These Years Trying 
 
All these years, trying  
to become somebody,  
 
And succeeding,  
I’m ashamed to say,  
 
I laugh at  
the shameless ruse  
of this biography. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   50	  

Toss My Bones 
 
Toss my bones  
in a barrel of tears, 
 
I’m done with bones  
and barrels, 
 
Look under a rock,  
search the skies,  
 
You’ll see no tears,  
you’ll hear no cries, 
 
Toss my bones  
in a barrel of tears, 
 
I’m done with tears,  
and tossing too. 
 
 
 
  



	   51	  

I Say “I” to Friends and Others 
 
I say “I” to friends and others 
in cafés and Congress, 
 
No one calls me on my lie, 
 
“I” keeps itself alive,  
by speaking its name, 
 
What is the secret? 
There is no secret. 
 



	   52	  

I Drink the Air 
 
I drink the air, 
 
And yet,  
it goes down  
the right pipe. 
 
 
  



	   53	  

Junkie Guru 
 
Junkie Guru 
from up north 
goes home, 
 
Great relief,  
what wisdom,  
 
I bow to his  
silent teaching.  
 
  
 
 
 
 
  



	   54	  

That One 
 
That one, 
standing up front, 
 
Telling his plans for us,  
is he a visitor, as well?  
 
I, too, hope to  
change the world, 
 
I witness the flight 
of a butterfly,  
 
And await  
the news. 
 
  



	   55	  

Go Slow 
 
Go slow,  
slow down,  
stop, 
 
Now,  
I’m getting  
somewhere. 
 
 
  



	   56	  

My Father 
 
My father,  
dead at eighty, 
these twenty years. 
 
All his uncertain love, 
his broken heart, 
where are they now? 
 
Burn my body,  
throw the ashes  
in the river, 
 
Go home and  
eat something. 
 
 
 
  



	   57	  

A Coiling Vine 
 
A coiling vine, 
a word in the brain, 
 
The curse of thinking  
about enlightenment. 
 
  



	   58	  

All This Talk  
 
All this talk, 
very entertaining, 
 
Even the word silence,  
what a show!  
 
OK, everyone was  
an all-star in high school, 

 
A man falls out of his chair, 
Now, he says, you try it. 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   59	  

Everywhere  
 
Everywhere  
light goes looking,  
 
It cannot  
find the dark, 
 
It takes  
only a little fear, 
 
To stay away  
from this being here.   

 
  



	   60	  

We Are the Same 
 
We are the same, 
 
This is the only  
definition of love,  
 
That doesn’t lie,  
just a little. 
 
 
  



	   61	  

A Man Shouts Desire 
 
A man shouts desire  
from a car, Ooh, Yeah! 
 
A blind cow  
walks into a tree, 
 
The bird,  
on the cow’s back,  
 
Sings. 
 
  



	   62	  

An Old Man 
 
An old man says  
someone older  
than he  
is closer to God, 
 
That music  
is closer to sound  
than this music is.  
 
That part  
of the ocean  
is closer to drowned  
than this part is. 
 
 
 
  



	   63	  

All of Life Appears 
 
All of life appears, 
then the heart,  
 
Then a poem, 
and what do I care? 
 
The sun  
looks not for light, 
 
The wind  
takes no notice 
 
Of the things  
that blow in the wind.  
 
 
  



	   64	  

Green Leaves 
 
Green leaves,  
red leaves, 
brown leaves, 
 
My brother  
took his own life,  
 
This is  
the angriest poem 
I have ever written. 



	   65	  

The Sunset 
 
The sunset  
doesn’t think  
about the sun, 
 
Or the sun  
the sunset. 
 
The painter  
doesn’t paint  
the subject,  
or herself, 
 
She paints  
the painting. 
 
  



	   66	  

Put My Flowers 
 
Put my flowers  
in a bowl, 
 
Change  
the water  
from time  
to time,  
 
To timeless. 
 
  



	   67	  

Did You See 
 
Did you see 
that beautiful bird,  
 
With its mate, fly by, 
a thousand years ago? 
 
  



	   68	  

Water Pours 
 
Water pours 
onto the floor, 
 
From the noisy  
refrigerator, 
 
Now, I get to use  
this old towel.  
 
  



	   69	  

Looking For My Place 
 
Looking  
for my place  
in the whirlwind, 
 
One of  
the lucky ones, 
 
I discover I am  
mostly oxygen.  
 
 
 
  



	   70	  

After Death 
 
After death,  
I will stop talking, 
 
I won’t eat or shit, 
 
I’ll stay close  
to home, 
 
You won’t even  
know I’m here.  
 
 
  
 
 
  



	   71	  

Do You Hear the Locusts 
 
Do you hear the locusts, 
they were here in my youth,  
 
And now,  
here, again. 
 
 I don’t hear them,  
one learns not to listen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   72	  

Leaves Piled 
 
Leaves piled 
at the base  
of a tree, 
 
The tree’s head 
in the clouds, 
 
Bare,  
of its  
fallen leaves. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   73	  

Fang 
 
Fang,  
 
An old dog  
in a photo, 
still old, 
 
Old memories, 
young again.  
 
  



	   74	  

These Breasts Are Heavy  
 
These breasts are heavy  
from carrying this milk, 
all these years, 
 
No one believes me, 
yet they stare, 
 
To see me  
leaking so.  
 
 
 
 
 
	  
  



	   75	  

Sunlight 
 
Sunlight  
on the table, 
warms me, 
 
I am complicit, 
 
I said,  
the misery  
of the mind  
ought to be  
shit-canned, 
    
She said she  
liked that word,  
shit-canned. 
 
  



	   76	  

My Poetry is Other  
 
My poetry is other  
than I am, or else  
it’s the same, 
 
What swimmer,  
what drowning man,  
can tell the difference,  
 
Between water  
and the lake, 
where he lives  
and dies. 
 
 
 
 
  



	   77	  

I Have Come 
 
I have come  
looking for you, 
  
Out here,  
where you  
 
Forgot to say  
you’d meet me. 
 
  



	   78	  

I Once Sat  
 

I once sat  
in ancient sadness, 
 
To taste and spit  
the absence of love,  
in the midst of it, 
 
Occasionally,  
in some shape of it, 
I have never not  
been in love. 
 

 
  



	   79	  

Heartbroken 
 
Heartbroken,  
in the unbroken heart, 
 
I feel her absence  
from a few feet away, 
 
There is a  
fierce tranquility  
in letting go any  
escape from love  
and death.  



	   80	  

I Drop Deep  
 
I drop deep  
in the body, 
 
Beneath the bayou, 
beneath the snake garden, 
 
I find what emerges  
in full-throated song,  
 
Bubbling to the bursting. 
 

  



	   81	  

Prodigal of Heaven  
 
Prodigal of heaven,  
I have gone to stretch  
heaven inside itself, 
 
I come out  
from inside myself,  
to find how far I’ve gone,  
to be just here. 
 
 
 
  



	   82	  

I Feel the Mirror on Myself 
 
I feel the mirror on myself,  
as if I’m vulnerable to its gaze,  
 
Until I remember a kindness,  
like the clothing of eternity, 
  
That most forgiving garment. 
 
  



	   83	  

I Don’t Want to Hurry 
 
I don’t want to hurry  
out of this noon, 
  
I sing for the sun  
in undiluted rays,  
 
By the presence  
of life is life written, 
  
And all the pictures  
fall off the wall.  
 
 
  



	   84	  

Everywhere  
 
Everywhere  
I look,  
my heart  
comes out  
to play, 

 
A smiling dog  
is simply a dog  
with its mouth  
open. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
  



	   85	  

I Am Guilty 
 
I am guilty, so guilty, 
of shouting words,  
crying, talking, 
 
Molding thoughts  
to make words, 
 
I am guilty, so guilty, 
so shoot me,  
 
Everything I am,  
I leave behind, 
 
A small bird’s  
fart in the wind, 
 
My hero, he flies  
into the wind, 
 
And the wind  
flies out of him. 
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
  



	   86	  

This Speaking   
 
This speaking  
of life and death  
is the album of my  
working-vacation  
photos, 
 
Here I am,  
in my latest shot, 
showing you  
these pictures.  
 
 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   87	  

We Sit at Ease 
 
We sit at ease 
in the same room,  
 
I don't think of her,  
yet my heart  
 
Turns to see her, 
there, here.  
 
  



	   88	  

The Streetcar 
 
The streetcar  
rumbles to the ocean,  
 
Stopping just short  
of the waves, 
 
This is also a poet’s  
sometimes courtesy. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



	   89	  

The Sleeping Mind 
 
The sleeping mind, 
wide awake in itself, 
 
O great construction, 
from simple material. 
 
 
  



	   90	  

The Ordinary Oracle 
 
The ordinary oracle  
takes one step back  
into the cave, 
 
Before leaping 
into the unknown 
of the outside  
world, naked 
as a jaybird.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



	   91	  

At Work  
 
At work,  
today,  
nothing  
remarkable  
occurred, 
 
What is it,  
that when  
one is not  
doing it, 
 
One turns  
slowly  
to stone? 
 

  



	   92	  

Quiet Desire  
 
Quiet desire  
comes into my  
paraffin heart,  
 
Swinging its  
scythe of fire, 
  
and my  
sighing eyes  
dance. 
 

  



	   93	  

The Joy  
 
The joy  
of every moment  
lives in unwound bundles  
of inspired breath, 
 
Its poem  
is an adoration  
embraced by a  
fingertip,  
 
End of poem,  
endless poem. 


