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                                                                       This Year’s Model





Can you love me like chocolate?


This packaging  is sumptuous, not


A product on the screen…your thumb…


The flicking switch…


Reality instantaneous


In frequency, channels…





Who needs to communicate?


Chemicals can satisfy, machinery respond.


But, shut off appliances, & I’m more electrical,


A transmitter requiring no wiring, only


Touch…





Come, run through gadgets.  Transcend circuits.


Take silicon, create song.


This terminal is useful, interpreting thoughts,


Blind desire…





You are more hungry in your box of abundant


Selection, your mind blue & silver with patterns


An off air station relays…





I go to caress you.  Tune the set.


Are you in there?


Look, I’m a poem.


Where’s the soul who can read me?�
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                                                                             Refuge





Is what we’re aiming for.


Why can’t we admit it,


Tenderness hinted beneath


This façade pulling, pinning down


Passion, ripping cigarettes from


Mouths?





Such skin poses, 


Conceals,


While loves’ plumes smolder


And touches billow, forgetting,


Disbelieving, ferocity means


Shelter





Wild thing, enter, melt,


Then release, pretending escape,


A violence like redemption…





How freedom belies itself,


Needing desire’s confinement,


A denial, understand,


Nevertheless breathing


�
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                                                                                     Sitting Still





Yet centrifugal, impelled with the inward faith of a tree.


Can you believe it, that these leaves shaping space


Are really rooms filled with furniture, air open


& wide?





Here we are


Either five years old or one thousand,


All ages overlapping, lost tracks of meaning


Still resonant as a church.





Who’s singing?


What voice is calling”  “Follow, follow,”


As though the mind’s eye must be guided


Through both memory & the real?


Do I see, hear as I think, or is each sense simply


Made up along the way?





A café now, or, no, just our old kitchen,


Two lovers glimpsed between summer


Breathed curtains, your lit candle, my cigarette,


Our faces read by that imperceptible


Leaning into 


The light cups


Like a moth.





My darling, I  haven’t been as centered since,


Though the contentment which brimmed is an ocean


Moments, motionless, still carry�
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                                                                                      Lover’s Tango





The warm fold of shoulders


Turned purposely away…


Words, callous dollops


Chafing tongues, ulcerous…


Unctious sperm, skin, propulsion


Used as weaponry…


Afterwards, a thin dolorous stench


Leaks…





You said we would be brutal to each other.


You said-----


I didn’t believe


Rage gathers an apex


‘til skull-struck volts & a shattered glass


mattress brought souls fish twisting


& seared by each piece severed .





How can it be


When desperation once bred gentleness,


When fugitives met, created a safety,


Not of calm, but edginess susceptible,


A comprehensive ebb we broke in


& were released by?





Now hands, fingers come back, little


Crippled repairables scooping wreckage, its 


Twiggy plasma, this half liquid, half clay


Wigwam


Patch-packed as a poultice


For the feverish children we are





Again embracing�
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                                                                            After Touch





Things happen, fading fireworks,


Absence flourishing:


Musk thick reserved fuel…





Hold, scratch, spark graphite.


Gas, malleable attractions surface


Brilliantly in the very air’s din.





Touch, touch, what is-----?


The relevancy of a gesture,


The laugh, the shrug,


Developing wings, a capacity


To again send passion





Though the still thrilling aftermath�
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                                                                                    Before





Day winding down, a yo yo,


Its spirals pausing in mid-twirl,


Then caught, strung, some cat’s cradle game-----





Radiance:  moonlight stretching the still------


Kitchen chairs, table legs, their shades a chessboard…





Through spokes, between keyholes, past edges,


Luminosity beckons, is a friend to tired joints,


The creaking threadwork of ligaments


& nerves as taffy…





If life is a yarn, this one’s worn out,


Frayed, shot like a web


Glistening still amid wind…





Where it whistles, strands do a small dance,


Remembering…





We touch in their throes.�
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                                                                            Death & Other Resurrections





Nerve ending in a deadened limb,


Whatever enlivens can be nothing but sustenance.





What grafts back interiors?


An underlining of skin?





Your flesh takes in everything, translates


& gives it back.





Can you feel me?


Then make my shape.


Once I was an instrument.  Then corrosion came.





If you breathe upon me


Off the rust will peel.  Layer by layer, I’ll strip,


All old masks & worn skin.





There’s susceptibility here.


There’s a resurrection.





Filaments extend tendrils, every sensitive head


Fed through the rudiments.





Just so, I surge forth, hook, sinker & line,


Reaping what is earthless.  It is the heart of the breeze.





Is there a delectable disturbance alive in this garden?





The mirrors are becoming windows.  


In you, I look out, entwining invisibly to your infinite dusk.





It shimmers, soothing blue.  I rock here, a tide,


To your spasmodic summer coming.�
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                                                          the dark of his back, the light of his arms





push ups, I do not imagine such,


that these skin doors are not original


nor my own, humble.


Tear the arrogance.


I would summon you to do so


if the summoning could be shown:


a breaking under, & hope for that:


a shrew who is willing to be tamed.


Love, I never knew you at all


& that becomes more clear


with every word I put down.


Now my only knowledge 


is this one good stranger 


whose back could be shadow,


whose arms could be radium


blazing on either side,


blotting the lie of my deluded truth,


that betrayer of experience.


Come, take me under,


take me wisely,


spare not a thing,


you of the make,


you of the triple threat


to whose occasion





I’d rise�



