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October Eighth 

I noticed the leaves today, I have been sick 
and losing touch, but there they surely were, 
falling from crowded trees, playing at sur
vival, trying to make my brain as thick 
as their gatherings, their wrinkled ends, their May, 
lying like truthful books the winners burn, 
told in a language I will never learn. 
My brother has been dead a year today. 

I think of all the poems that use the Fall 
to euphemize a death, but Jimmy died 
this blazing time of year, and all the kinds 
of metaphor won't reach the boy I call 
and mourn and hunger for, the boy who tried 
too well. They are just leaves. Life teaches, art reminds. 
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Scene trom a Window 

My father and my son 
sit in the garden 
as my father traces pictures 
of his father in the air-
my son, who will have sons, 
sits quiet as a blotter on a desk. 
My father is reminded 
of his father's father-
of a joke he told his father
chasing chickens in the nude
his father, not the chickens, 
says my dad, the boy rocks back, 
the chickens there, as big as life, 
clucking around their almost touching knees. 
My father wanders, the old men still, 
my son turns calmly grave. 
My father looks to him, tells the joke again, 
leaning his lips toward his grandson's lips, 
my son's old age a well 
of promises to boys, sons of his sons, 
who find their fathers in the air 
that keeps the trees from flying to the night. 



For Instance 

In the treehouse 
Lars brought me papayas, 

his eyes wet from laughing 
and from stealing; 

his back cut 
somewhere. 

We ate, juice on our 
noses, 

and Lars said, Sunburn never hurts as long as you stay 
naked, 

but if you put on clothes, 
once they're on, 

then there is no hope. 

There is never any hope, I said. 

Lars drank the lukewarm water 
he had taught me to prefer 

and smiled with his crowded teeth, 
his crowded everything, 

and said, 
There is hope for papayas. 
He lay back, and spit in the air, 

and it landed on his forehead, 
and he didn't mind. 

You can always tell if you're a good man, he said, 
Just smell your hands. 
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Twenty years of smelling my hands when no one's looking, 
and now a letter. 

His sons are dead, 
and he holds his wife's bad hand in Bolivia, 
and nurses the wind. 

And I stand in the Safeway parking lot, 
crying into canned papayas; 

thinking he should not have that, 
he cannot take that, 
he cannot live with that 

And 

I remember how my sunburn hurts 
under my clothes 

And I know I must stay naked and vulnerable. 



Warm Day 

My dog harrasses bees, 
He tries to stop their life 
In leaps at pumping wings, 
He turns in flighty air 
To find they are not there. 
He paws and holds his ground, 
Embarrassed by their sound. 
Eve's anger spoils the fun
God, how I hate those things!
Grinning, I tell my wife 
Something I know will please
He will catch none. Or one. 



Waking in Winter 

Leaving the riddled arsenal of sleep 
The far reaches of the mind turn and return, 
Approach the mantled day, the clearing air 
As quiet as a man about to wake. 
The heavy-handed hand of possum white 
Lies just outside the sleeper's thinning sleep; 
He holds his life within its night-time scale; 
Before the tom tom lackaday begins 
The sunless fancies of the unbanked stream 
Must scatter like witches shook by cock-crow. 

The man is up, the sane once more assumed. 
His face comes clear, he turns his whitened arms 
And leans to choose his clothes from crumpled forms. 
He walks about the room, he scans the ground 
Beyond his home for show of morning warmth. 
But all is gone except for rooted trees, 
Naked cronies undone by ivory cold. 
Shivered, the watcher warms to Summer's whims, 
When Degas's mariposas lift their heads 
And dance in rich young grasses' country home. 

But Winter names its name as he stands cold 
And sees it bring, as part of punning death, 
A sense of time, of place, of things to do. 
He sees it puff in Winter's morning face: 
The lack of tint, the frozen springs of life, 
The empty wind, no pollen to be borne, 
The pallid sun, alight with moody light, 
All note in turn, like corners of a map: 
Here there be seasons, learn well their ways and means. 
The door is opened, the Winter day let in. 



To My Surgeon 

Remember, my man, 
Just whom we serve. 

This mass of muscle, 
Bone and boggled nerve, 

Contains all that the poet 
Now wishes to preserve. 



Today Begins the Week of Her Birthday 

And I will bring her oranges, and a parasol, 
And a poem on a letterhead. 

On Tuesday 
I will be empty-handed 

Wednesday I will bring her rice, and a dream 
And peonies, and a knowledge of Italian. 
And study her ear. 

Thursday I will stay away. 

Friday she will beam and put my 
hand over her heart to hear it beat 
and serve me rice and kiss my ear. 

I will give her one wish. 

On Sa turday I will go barefoot to her 
And dance her Greek dances 
And let her see my love 
In its place. 

On Sunday she will be older 
And we will cry and eat oranges 
Under our parasol 
For the whole world to see. 



The Fi;i Military Band 

Skirted, by God, with red and yellow bands, 
Real live men whanging those wiggy drums, 
Black as the inside of well-meaning lies, 
The Fiji Military Band. 

They should be naked, but the times demand, 
Least militant of men, these South Sea fish, 
Clear out of water, trying to be grand. 
The Fiji Military Band. 

Peace to you forever, makers of sounds. 
March along my banks, make me glad 
I am one with the uproarious, cantankerous, 

insidious, goddamn, swinging 
Fiji Military Band. 



The Age of Reason 

Soon as the wind is cold 
You'll turn your head around, 
Tear the mannered fold 
And leave without a sound. 

I would not be your tongue 
Nor bind you like a mask, 
But while we are both young 
Respond to what I ask. 

Share the starling's eye, 
Understand the loon, 
Feel the salmon's cry, 
Respect the silent moon. 

Harbor outlaw schemes, 
Ignore the common weal, 
Live beyond your dreams, 
Never salute or kneel. 



Noticed 

A dog born blind will turn his eyes 
Toward you when you speak-
The black moons, distant and dull, 
Sensing nothing with the speed of sound; 
The head enthralled, between the ears 
The brain knowing something is wrong, 
Punching against the eyes from behind, 
Sorting the words, judging the tone, 
Guessing where the hands are and why, 
Waiting at dead center, millions of fathers 
With real eyes turning the head to the voice, 
Holding the balky legs graceful and still, 
Beaming the solid eyes at unfathomed form 
While options tingle in unfocussed nerves. 
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The Irish Writer 

Born to a heritage soft and foreign, 
The church a winding sheet across his chest, 
His land a decaying rabbit warren, 
A blind and altered eagle for his crest, 
The Irish writer, stripped of kings and queens, 
Soon learned to live beyond his country's means. 

Clarke turned away to lip Druidic sweets, 
Synge felt it best to study modern styles, 
Joyce sat in Paris, roaming Dublin streets, 
Even great Yeats, though charmed by Cathleen's wiles, 
Agreed at last he'd loved a quarrelsome wench, 
And died in peace among the civil French. 

But when they wrote they sought their country's shape, 
And made that stone the mistress of their art, 
In love's tense grandeur or in careful rape, 
And when they'd done gray Ireland was a part 
Of every man of substance and of zeal 
Who burns for language made of supple steel. 



A Day Dream 

All day today 
Today was a day 
Apart from days 
That were not this day. 

All day today 
The day birds flew, 
Rose in the day, 
Part of the day, 
A sun day. 

All day today 
It was a day 
To savor days. 
This was a day 
For those to say 
Who love a day: 
This was a day
All day today! 
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For a Woman Who Would Be Young Again 

Last night we danced by a mirror 
In the home of a casual friend 
And you turned your head in terror 
Saying, "Don't dance that way again. 

I think of myself as graceful, 
When dancing I'm pretty and thin, 
And I find it too distasteful 
To eye the odd folly within." 

I had no heart to reassure 
Nor to say the mirror lied, 
Though to my mind you're young and pure, 
And shine like a sensate bride. 

So now these words, these words to say 
What could not at the time be said, 
These words to calm an autumn day, 
To speak for me in firmer stead. 

Here is a glass that never lies, 
The poem submitted to the page, 
This one to say your soul, your eyes, 
All that is ageless, will not age. 

Yours is a soul so brashly grand 
It lines the seasoned face with youth 
So those who see may understand 
True signs are not the same as truth. 



Fresh Air 

This is the day I meet my love 
And take her candy walking, 
This is the day I take my love, 
With a minimum of talking. 

We'll walk in the lamp-lit streets of cheer, 
Among the staring children, 
And I'll whisper in my young love's ear, 
'My heart is a flaming cauldron.' 

We'll have a drink near the city shore, 
Till my young love's heart has lightened. 
When I rise to leave, she'll order more, 
For my young love will be frightened. 

I'll lift her gently from her chair 
And she'll do as she is bidden, 
For beneath the breasts of my lady fair 
A steaming heart is hidden. 

We'll walk to the house in which she lives, 
With its paint like chocolate pudding, 
And when I take and my lady gives, 
She'll be done with maidenhooding. 

And now I must leave you, as you see, 
On the steps of her darkened home. 
For two things a man needs privacy, 
And one is to make a poem. 



How to Lead a Lite 

Well, we will read. I will give you Austen 
And you will read Austen, and you will give me 
Oceans, to regard the sand, 
The sun's innocence of purpose, my fear itself. 

We shall see movies, we shall be seen 
Seeing movies, we shall indulge in movies 
And talk in Foster's of movies, 
Movies past and present and movies never to be shown. 

We shall edge our lives together in the calm, 
We shall be busy and will go unnoticed. 
We shall bring portions to one another. And love, 
Such love as would make poems fall silent. 



Pantoum tor Parker Mills 

The world is just as new as once it was 
Whenever love's strong waves send forth a son, 
Whatever else the birth of children does 
It leads grown men to feel there's something won. 

Whenever love's strong waves send forth a son 
The dawn of breathing life impresses all, 
It leads grown men to feel there's something won, 
It melts for just a while the graying wall. 

The dawn of breathing life impresses all 
Who in their grace can still be moved by grace, 
It melts for just a while the graying wall: 
We stand for one sweet moment face to face. 

Who in their grace can still be moved by grace 
Will know this feeling, and will know just when 
We stand, for one sweet moment, face to face. 
I am as sure as Job that all grown men 

Will know this feeling, and will know just when 
To praise the child, and thus to praise the truth, 
I am as sure as Job that all grown men 
Rejoice and glory in the birth of youth. 

To praise the child, and thus to praise the truth. 
Parker, I wrote this poem because of you. 
Rejoice and glory in the birth of youth, 
It gives grown men a fresh and lovely view. 

Parker, I wrote this poem because of you. 
Whatever else the birth of children does 
It gives grown men a fresh and lovely view, 
The world is just as new as once it was. 
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I Am Changing My Style, Becoming More Me 

Consider the potato. Or better, don't. 
Be a potato. Be its essence. 

Roll the potato in your palm. 
Slosh it around in your mind. 

Be a potato. Give ground! 
Grovel in the earth. Be picked. 
Say it to yourself. 

Picked. Picked. Picked. 

I am a potato. 
Big and Irish and wise and 

I make strong whiskey 
To water life. 

I am an Irish potato, 
Stronger than flowers, 

Realer than Zola, 
Burnished by poems. 

I am an Irish potato 
With an hundred eyes. 

Potato. Potato. Potato. 
Roll in potato! Nut-deep in potato! 

Say it three times! 
Potato. Potato. Potato. 

Say anything three times. 
Toy boat. Toy boat. Toy boat. 



President Langton 

There will be no slogans, no mottoes, 
just a quiet sweetness, limned with modesty. 

Certain conundrums will have to be answered; 
there is the matter of the raincoat at Abercrombie & Fitch, 
the disasterous affair of Miss A. in the provincial city of S. L. C., 
my Army records will have disappeared. 

Some inner glow will soothe the populace, 
they will notice I do not drink, 
preen about my wit 
and send me to foreign capitals 
where I always speak the natives' tongue. 

I will translate Mao, 
Mao will translate me; 
I will beat Bobby Fisher at swimming 
and Mark Spitz at chess; 
I will not pass good laws 
but I will strangle bad ones; 
my wife will get to meet Brando 
and Dylan's kids will play on the lawn; 
each Christmas I will dispatch pardons 
to obscure dealers in Texas, 
I will buy my clothes off the rack 
and say good-bye gently. 

I will be missed. 



A Poem, Not Necessarily Occasional, 
for a Sixteen-Year-Old Girl 

I was proud, 
proud even of the lake, lying still 
for once as your North Carolina Greek 
touched my ears; your eyes 
as you abandoned the play. 

And the full grass of early Summer, 
flat against my flattened palms, 
the Aeschylus beside us, 
and your lips, tangent to my chest. 

My God, you said, sitting against the tree, 
and laughed, and tapped my knee with tips 
of fingers . Let me cut your toenails, you said. 

At the station, holding Prometheus Bound, 
in a foul mood, you missed the sunshine, 
and I wanted to give you a note 
to read on the train: 
Don't ride backward, 
nature is bountiful, 
there are many more men like me. 



Aiter the Letter, the Spirit 

My body is a field in late March. 
I warm to the sun, waiting like a soaring 
Woman, windows ajar. 

All I have to do is be, 
Until I have string beans and carrots 
Flowering from me like answers. 



Abraham and Isaac 

My son, come here, the time has come 
For me to tell you of the dread 
I've felt since you became a man. 
Lay down the sticks, I'll now reveal 

How God, in all his wisdom, said, 
'My son, come here. The time has come 
To change your name and start your clan 
And, even as in age you kneel, 

So shall you have a fruitful bed.' 
And with his very words began 
My son. Come here, the time has come 
To start the blaze. It was unreal, 

I knew, to think the Lord's own bread 
Was mine to keep. I felt he'd plan 
A time when he would test my zeal. 
My son, come here, the time has come. 



Long Distance 

They called to me 
To tell me my father 

was dying. 
The wind was from the East 
As I glanced at the trees. 
Thanks, thanks very much, I said, 
And that kind soft man, his arm raised, 
Waved goodbye from the ship of his days. 
Old hymns and a lost communion 
Turned me as I turned away-
I stood again in that cold church, 
My father beside me, 
The clustered nuns before us, 
The wind at my satin back
My hand is still 
So much smaller than his. 



POPCORN 

We have moved too much, traveled too much, 
My head is a hive of old numbers, 
JU niper seven something something seven something, 
The stocking caught on the phone, 
The desperate one by one of the lies. 

GArfield something, 9023. 
KLondike 5, whazzit whazzit ten. 
Your phone spelled DANGERS, 
Your phone spelled KLAAXXI, 
Your phone spelled love once, 
Something something once. 



On the Poet William Carlos Williams 

When saints, sitting after dinner 
lighting their pipes 
drinking the last of the beer 
sitting becalmed 

Think of men at all 
They think of men like him. 

They nod, flex hands, 
Turn from the food to the books, 
Notice the darkening. 

Smile. 
Thinking of men like him. 

After a while they go out in the garden 
smelling the last of the light 
watching the earth gulp down the last of it 
kissing goodbye to it. 

They enter the house in the dark, huddled. 
"Leave a light, Giorgio," one of them says, 

"He'll be along." 
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A Modern Poem 

What is the good of seeing a show? 
Of reading books or doing push-ups? 
Of making love by candle fire? 
My application has been disapproved. 

Gone are the joys of youth's sweet numbness, 
Of empty dancing, of girls on stairs. 
Gone is the virginal lyre plucking, 
My application has been disapproved. 

I pass the others not yet reviewed, 
Stiff with that mix of pride and dread 
That must have covered Caligula's dentist. 
My application has been disapproved. 

o if only I had the freedom of madness, 
Or like a Chinese could escape into culture. 
Handball in the court of the Mandarins! 
My application has been disapproved. 



I Am Here Today 

He stands on the set 
Squinting at an oddly neutral sun 
As directors, handy-men, friends, 
Make herky-jerky movements, pointing 
111is way and that, while his body 
Waits inside his mind. 
He peeks at the mildewed hills, 
Then at his spindrift pork-pie 
Friends, all of them mouthing Charlie! 
Turning away in graying Summer 
He leaves among trees 
Owing us nothing 
As we learned and learned and learned. 

Charlie! 
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Before the Voyage 

When it is time to part from those 
I shall not see alive again 
Their solid meat begins to melt, 
Their shirts fall in upon their bones, 
Until my hand, held taut against the sky, 
Returns to guard me from their ruin. 

Say what you will, I sometimes wish 
The watchful God of Sharon Stock 
Would, when he wearies of our sins, 
Retrieve our skulls from sinking graves, 
From battlefields and science shelves, 
And give them mercy and a home. 

But being charged with the tame disorder 
That goes with unassuming minds 
I know the final blow as final, 
I know I won't remember long. 
I dream no home behind a star 
Where friends are angels, and all women young. 

So when I say goodbye to each, 
And kiss each wife the first time each, 
The hand I grip begins to rot, 
The fresh lip seems already stale, 
As though decay were part of parting, 
My breath needed for their air. 

Only the ocean and the loss of friends 
Remind me that the world is wide, 
Can turn me back upon myself, 
Hobble my horses and restore my fate. 



Chinese Sound 

for Chao Tse-Chiang 

Grass on shore stands tall, 
Calm, calm on the breeze. 
Slick small red birds call, 
Call from the tall trees. 
Chick peas float, then fall, 
Fall to warm shore lees. 
Leaf ends curl and ball, 
Fish suck down chick peas. 

Bull frogs leap and crawl, 
Snap at flies and fleas, 
Lie on warm sea wall, 
Lie like fat green keys. 
Snow winds snap their pall. 
Quick eyes quake, then freeze. 
Cold wind kills it all. 
Some say no eye sees. 

37 



Downtown 

She walks toward me-bringing 
Her smile to read-
I am, I know, all smiles. 
She is no older. Nor, I suppose, am I. 
She stands there (on those legs!) and tests my eyes
And then I say I'm late and we shake hands 
And lose ourselves in others we don't love. 



Knossos 

I prefer the farms-the tilled 
ruts of sense surround mathematics 
like a green, gentle joke. 

The buildings look 
like the men ruined in them, 
only the steps 
are built for humans, 
legs must be mollified 
or the tribute never gets paid. 

When my country was beautiful 
only the movie palaces 
demanded awe-now you cannot see 
the farms from Knossos. 
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On Taking My Wife to Dachau 

The gallows were really there, the long aisles 
Really there, light Germans in huge beds 
Arose at six, scratching their chests, their eyes 
U nfocussed, showered and came alive, killed 
People reluctantly, a little sadly, thoroughly. 
Missed you somehow, my life, my son's first armor. 
a the roads are so good, like in California, 
The parks are square. On the level ground 
There is a memorial, an insistence. 



Law and Order 

You know, I've been thinking; 
Right now, in my house, I've got 
Marijuana, nudist magazines, 
Steel-core pornography, an under-age girl, 
A stolen library book, a complete set 
Of Will Durant fraudulently obtained, 
A hypodermic needle and two funny-looking spoons. 
Good thing I'm white. 



Letter to a Poet Who Has Never Lett Tibet 

We live in a house made of trees, my wife, 
My son, a dog and I, we have a life 
As quiet as a bee's; I try to teach 
The four things I have learned, knowing that each 
Will find a place to lie. (I've put the four 
In other poems.) Like you, I guess, I'm more 
A poet than a lover or a friend, 
Though I am friendly, and my loves don't end. 

As to my country, it is much too strong 
To go the way it's going very long, 
Our old are books we do not read, our young 
Are never singing, and they are never sung. 
I think we take more than we'll ever give. 
There is a tax on flowers where I live. 



The Marriage ot Anne 

I 

It started like this: 
A plane of yellow and green, 

supporting Conestogas. 
A mild dawn wind 

chased before the sun. 
The first quick-waking rabbits 

skittering, 
Wakened by hunger 

and a familiar cycle. 

Smell of grass, 
possibly grass, 

Smell of water on the air, 
and the firm smell of buffalo. 

Smell of men and women. 
On the dawn wind 

The smell of rain. 

Children under the wagons waken 
and wander downhill, 

Look to the East, 
Look for the sun, 

Shivering. 

In a crowded wagon 
a woman opens blue eyes, 

stares at a blue pan, 
at her new daughter, 
at her sleeping husband, 

without belief. 

43 



44 

A man rubs a greasy hand 
in a greasy beard, 
squinting from habit, 

Finally stands at the flap of his wagon 
Splashing his piss on the greedy ground. 

A young boy dreams of Tennessee, 
Of swish of gown on undergown, 
Wakens with a heavy hand 
And spreads his sleeping wife. 

Thunder, 
but no lightning. 

The first up, 
The walkers before breakfast, 
Nod as they walk 
Crooked against the unsure ground, 
Bobbing around the wagons. 

A naked girl, 
ten, 

swims in the river. 
The man who fathered her watches 
And cannot understand 

his anxiety. 

In the wagon nearest the river 
Robert awakens, 

Shiver in his bones. 



A girl 
who was sure she'd be first 
awakens last, 

Sits in the light of her lamp, 
Takes off her shift, 
Strokes her breasts downward, 

then upward, 
Strokes her belly from the top 

to the bottom, 
Slides her palms on her legs 

from the bottom 
to the top, 

Then stands and nods 
At the empty canvas walls 
As the sun finally flakes 
The first white rocks. 

This is the day 
Of the marriage of Anne. 

n 
The sun floats across the sky 

with becoming majesty, 
Warming to its task 
Until it can no longer be thought of 

as kind. 

The noon meal is grand. 
Children bolt and dance, 

dogs yip, 
women cluck. 

This is a wedding day! 

Rev. Gloucender shaves 
for the first time in a week, 

Winks at a passing friend 
for the first time in six. 

Mostly it's been burials. 
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Anne and her mother prepare, 
The mother shy, 
The child intent. 
Brisk hands adorn 
The offering. 

Robert tugs at the silken shorts, 
fingers the new wool shirt, 

Stares in the mirror, 
looking for signs. 

The violin perks up 
as Trumlin jiggles, 

practicing his piece. 
Let us hear it, Trumlin! 
and the violin, 
like a high donkey, 
laughs at them 
and they, good hearts, 
laugh back. 

A pig has been killed for the wedding 
And eight big deer line a spit, 
Beer has been crocked in the wagons 
And countless cakes are cooked. 

The boy, a groom now, 
has a pull of whiskey, 

The bride a sip of wine. 

At three the games begin. 
A fighting match, 
champion of the train! 
A broken tooth and a clear winner. 
A foot race. 
A swim, twice across the river. 
A shooting exhibition by the guide, 
Who misses the target each time. 



The all day threatening rain 
still blusters, 
still grumbles, 
but the earth is still dry 
and the dauntless sun 
continues by. 

The people move to the center fire, 
Nudging and pushing to have a look. 
The bride and groom stand cold apart 
Until the reverend takes their hands: 

Dear God, these your children 
are marrying God knows where 
in the nation of the Cheyenne 
determined to live as man and wife 
and deliver unto this sweet earth 
the children of their fidelity. 
I ask you man to man dear God 
to bless this marriage as it stands, 
to give them husky children 
and a tough old age. 

:and he married them. 

III 

Twist and dance 
She married me! 

Twist and dance 
She married me! 

Twist and dance 
She married me! 

And I'll still have her in the morning. 

Fires against the moon. 
Dancers against the moon. 
Dancers against fires. 
Music against dancers. 
Legs! Legs! Legs! 
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I'll still be dancing on my honeymoon, 
I'll still be dancing at the end of June. 
Give me a kiss and dance me quicker, 
I'm getting drunk on this whiskey liquor! 

Robert is drunk, 
His eyes are blurry. 
Glad he's drunk 
And scared he's drunk: 
Swing me in a hurry! 

Stop for a drink and a rest, boy! 

I'll dance all day and I'll dance all night, 
I'll dance and wrestle and spit and fight. 
I'll dance with her and I'll dance with you, 
And I'll up and die at ninety-two! 

And I'll still have her in the morning. 

IV 

Walking toward the place prepared, 
Hand in hand in the gone moon darkness, 
Relentless as fire against fresh wood. 

In the forest the she-owl shivers, 
The round worm searches earth, 
The river goes its private way, 
Blood in the arms of the land. 

Hands to each other's heads in comfort, 
Lying among the staring trees, 
Bodies thick with the earth's soft dust. 

Then the rain, 
The total rain, 
And they go gratefully 
To the horseless wagon. 

And this is the end 
of the day 

Of the marriage of Anne. 



Song 

Abide with me. I know the dawn 
Is coming near, 
But stay your fear, 

Accept the night before it's gone. 
Stay here. Stay here. 

Abide with me. That humming bird 
Who hums so long 
His loving song 

Should calm your mind. That humming bird 
Knows right from wrong. 

Attend my heart. Forget the night 
And you will see 
How my taut plea 

Will turn your head toward the night. 
Abide with me. 
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The Three Visits 

It was the Spring, I think, perhaps in May; 
My father's death has blurred so much of that
Now don't take on, no common tears for him
He was a man, I think the world well knows, 
So much too good for petty daily rounds 
That death was like the shucking of a husk. 
At any rate, this vision that I saw, 
If saw is what I mean, came first to me 
In warmth and golden glow; I feel the grass 
Between my childish toes this very day, 
Can still recall the sense of human peace 
That drained my mind of divers kinds of things 
And left it at the mercy of just one. 

I've heard it said that visions are but scraps
No, don't do that, the pillow's fine as is-
Of something we would give our souls to have. 
But tell me, why was I not deeply moved 
On finding there, that day, upon that hill, 
A floating face I'd recognize in hell, 
That I cannot recall the time of day, 
The day of week, or even just what month, 
That all it was to me was solid peace, 
So that I didn't run, or scream, or drop my doll, 
But stood and looked, as one would watch the sky 
If one thought one was lost. I did not move, 
But not from fright, nor awe, nor rapture's touch; 
Just stood my ground, as quiet as a child. 



I hated her, you see, as though from birth, 
As kittens hate to drown, or trout to breathe. 
But nothing I worked up could long endure, 
For when it came to that, my hungry spleen 
Fed just as much on ignorance as not. 
Above all else, I wanted that to end, 
And formed the questions I was sick to ask, 
But she just gazed, as though I were a map 
That led its owner to a secret lake, 
And then turned off, without a sign to me: 
But I went down the hill in love with two. 

o my hard father! now that he is dead 
He seems so much more real. He was a man 
Who cried to language for a word his own, 
A special word to sum his many parts, 
Father, teacher, leader, champion friend, 
Torn like a loser's flag with love's excess, 
Cringing but once, when he would talk of her, 
Of how she burst his heart to hear it pop 
And mashed the pieces with the heel of hate. 
I see now that poor man's dampened mouth 
As he would tell how she had spat me out 
And cursed me as I grabbed for living air 
And then, as soon as she could rise and walk, 
Of how she left the farm for good and all 
And how she died, among the arms of men. 
I see him now, and know him to be wrong, 
And know he meant it in his breathing heart, 
And bless him for his try to save a child 
By keeping half the horror to himself. 



The next was Summer, birds as thick as hopes, 
And I was walking on that self-same hill. 
I hadn't said a word of her to him, 
The peace I found might shatter on his mind, 
For he had loved her so her given name 
Upon some other wife would make him weep 
Until his face was pruned with Winter grief
And so I kept my new-found love to heart 
And hardly thought of her, if truth will out, 
As one will hardly ever think of air 
Except in cyclones, or the gibbet's snare. 
So when I found her I was not surprised, 
She was just there-a part of all of me-
And I stood still, and saw her eyes were blue
So that the sky and pupil were all one-
That she was fair, no skin for this fierce place, 
That she could smile to make the fingers thick 
With thoughts of touching that unsolid face. 
I stared at her until the sun slipped down 
And left me black upon that scratchy hill, 
It wasn't till I lay in bed alone 
I realized she had talked, and I had heard. 

To know she loved him was a thing so grand 
My lips would sing at any dirty chore 
As though I combed my hair. It was so grand, 
You'll never know, the trinity I felt, 
Or how my heart went more and more to him. 
I see your face, but I am dying now, 
To blazes with your maybe, halfway love
No-now I knew he'd had a worthy wife 
I saw how much much more he needed me, 
For other men get used to falling down-



Excuse themselves, get used to getting up, 
But he was bleak perfection's daily guest. 
He never could abide a loosening hand 
And when he slipped, no word could give him help, 
Just love, a constant round of steady love, 
For those who can not, dare not ever bear. 

And then the last was just before he died, 
And empty eyes, I learned from her, can cry. 
I felt the tears, they blended there with mine, 
And as we watched, his pain-gripped eyes went soft 
And all the weight of forty iron years 
Came crashing in the hands of two he loved, 
A woman twenty, dead these twenty years, 
A girl of twenty, dead since that damned night. 

And now you know the illness cleaved to me, 
I live with nothing but an urge to die. 
My heart is not for such as cannot know 
That every day's a choking in the throat, 
People like me should slunk the fields alone 
And feed on what we dreamed the world would be. 
As to my corpse, go throw it on a hill. 
I know you folks, you talk of crazy Mae, 
Who put her father in the ground herself; 
Then took to bed, and waits there now to die. 
But you know nothing, girl, of what it means
Don't hide your face, I've seen your puddly eyes, 
You're not a beast who reels from too much brain, 
You're one of them, proportions neatly right. 
Just do your job-my corpse off all alone-
And leave my darlings in their cellar home-
At peace, at last, forever in embrace. 
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One For One 

The bluff bully dives and misses 
and I'm on my way, 
moving my ass, while the rat 
bastard in center looks foolish, 
throwing at me instead of his man. 
I begin to float, to defy 
the rule, my sneakers 
have spikes, tipping a base and turning, 
tipping a base and turning, the enemy 
in rout, the wind fighting back, and you 
you you you calling from the high 
Summer rows Home Home Home 



Bit Players 

It is that time of night 
when it has been night for a long time, 
bets are off, and the room has no corners. 
The picture is flat and constantly interrupted, 
like my memory and, like my memory, 
it is in black and white. 
A man smiles with first love 
as he is being married 
and I want to say to him, 
I know what will happen to you, 
you will live another thirty-one years, 
the girl who holds your hand 
has been m u tila ted, 
the judge .... 

my aunt was twenty 
when we saw this show, 
I came to her hip, and she 
hummed in tune with life. 
Joe was still alive, and the 
baby hadn't grown where it should not. ... 

It is la te, la te, la te, 
I stir in memory's light, real light, 
everything near me saying, plain as day, 
We know what will happen to you. 
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For the Poetry Editor 
As He Sends Me 
Yet Another Rejection 

Dear soul, care not. 
I know some poems 
Will not find homes 
Because they're what 
They should be not. 

They do not fit 
In English Lit. 
My heart doth grieve 
Upon my sleeve 
Because of it. 

But gently stow 
The heartfelt no 
Its face away 
And keep them gay. 
They must not know. 



Dedication 

Here's a book for my favorite bookie, 
full of guys and puns and cornered nooky, 
catching just right the classic tone, 
the silver phrase, and the primal bone, 
slinky tethers and working jaws, 
leaps that would make old Meno pause, 
romps in the son of a foggy knight, 
a riming drunkard, a jiggered fight. 
Lesbia's down, the times are drab, 
she says she misses your line of gab. 
Come on over and you can ball us. 
Up Caesar's ass! Your friend, Catullus. 
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Why I Again Write Poetry 

Bud held her up 
By her front paws; 
I lay on the ground, 
Holding her back legs out, 
While Chris 
Pressed in and down 
On her lumpy belly. 

And then a black 
What? 
Oh. A black nose 
And then a pink, 
Jesus Christ, a pink 
Tongue sliding out 
And then back in, 
Still in his mother, 
Pink out then in 
As we all 
Just got still 
As water. 



Land's End 

Not just one night but all the nights 
I've wandered here, stirring birds and 
Counting waves, while the sunny moon 
Kept burning holes in thoughts 
I'd saved for darkened walks. 

Squat ships of steel surprise 
By standing on the nervous sea 
As though their hearts were cork 
Concealed in livid shawls 
To tease the staring shore. 

The late straw grasses of a 
Dry season litter earth turned 
Old with waiting, while torn trees 
Turn from the gone sea wind 
In living fear of its return. 

Implacable as litanies 
The night-time water comes 
To slide its seamless hands 
Across the gray and sandy 
Belly of its solitary love. 
Deep in a catacombed cove where 
Even fools would dread the dead 
Birds lie, too damp for ants, un
Turned sand about their marbled 
Eyes as though some more could happen. 

Here, on the tapering brink 
That ends my home, the cathedral 
Size of nature weights 
The soul with endlessness 
Until the cries of children 

Tearing new flowers from 
Their earth would seem 
A peace against the terror 
Of this land too long too 
Close to the overwhelming sea. 
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Bird Calls 

I meant to come at dawn, birds being what they are. 
But men being what they are it is nine o'clock 
And I get birds like myself; loud, confident, 
Charming, unarmed, jumping from flower to flower, 
Light on their feet, always on the make, the sweet 
Song just for song's sake, the chest firm, 
The eyes soft, naked as jays, wearing no man's band. 

The birds call, and I call, and the damned things hop 
And I stand, watching the hop, my poorly ground axe 
At my knees, swelling with bird calls, doomed 
Where I stand, nothing to do but get older, 
Hop slowed, belly round, dreams parallel parked, 
Singing my late morning starving song 
While the industrious birds sleep off their worm. 



My My 

1 t was the first good day in a long time
Even bald men took their kids for a walk
And 1 put on the Mamas and the Papas
Stood at the window seeing marvels
Dogs looked giggly 
And the prick next door waved
And 1 found 1 was saying out loud, 
"I must have done something good, 
1 must have done something real good." 

ll1is is a poem for the angel 
Who was given the privilege 
Of naming the color of grass 
And who jumped up and down 
Waving his hand and shouting, 
Green! Green! Green! 
Oh! Green! Green. 



A Poem About My Lite 

I would find the road, and then the house, 
Trying to look neat. "Well, there you are; 
Before we start, let's have some food." 
Blue water pot, red faces, and white arms. 
"Pay for my time, the other things don' t count, 
Materials and such. I have a hand 
That all can read. I'll show you if you want." 

So we would talk of price, my city fingers 
Moving round the air, more strong than tough, 
Making it seem to be right there already. 
"We need it soon. This very day." 
I nod, to say I know, for he has sought me out, 
It was the name he heard, he says, 
When he went into town and asked. 
We sip at coffee with the bargain struck. 

They place a table near the well's green edge 
And I line up my pens, the way I do. 
The children come and watch me work, 
Led by the boy who means to do it too. 
I let them stay, and let them see it 
As it comes along, and hold it up 
And, since they're young, show them 
With what care I joined the reason's edge 
And how it fit, just snug and fine enough, 
And how it seemed one thing when first you looked 
But when you looked again it seemed another. 



Finishing as the children fooled around, 
The parents back and walking toward the well, 
Ready to read, and time enough to see. 
I'd hand it over, and I'd watch his eyes. 
And then he'd read it out 
And they would ooooohh and aaaaahh, 
And then he'd pass it round 
And they would pick out best 
And next to best and so, the boys all fine, 
The girls as grave as teachers, waiting 
To see it grow inside them 
Or to be of no account. 

They'd fall to quiet, looking one to one, 
I'd stand up then to go, and we'd shake hands, 
I'd start across the yard in yellow light. 
Turning to fix the gate, and not too shy, 
I'd call across the evening, "Tell your friends." 
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