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                                                                                  Primal

A dress to be snipped, black satin, victorian-----

Before knees, these regal buttons, a pair of scissors:

“Please, cut.”

To some such openness becomes ammunition, 

Misunderstanding galore.  Hard stuff for someone

Whose main intention was conveyance.

Too shocking, such risk.  Too arrogant,

Such need.  So, an anomaly, blossom in spite-----

White, white canvases, the hueless beauty,

A ladder to the ceiling inscribed with just the word:

“Yes.”

What soul-mate would recognize, what mind-weaver,

Survivor of the star-maker machine?

John, John simply, but of course dissent entered:

“Dragon lady, jap princess, don’t you know your place?”

No she had eluded the foot binding & hence went beyond,

Strength compounded, a primal scream:

“A chance…Give peace…”

It’s still the same anthem

Echoing out of The Dakota,

The widow unearthing pain to glean light

After glass seasons, light, the touchstone

Of strawberry field skies…

This time will the public at last see & understand?
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                                                                                        Wave

Sudden tsunami,

This long expected great ocean blaze…

The surf is flames, Davy, but nothing burns

Save for fever.  

Where it’s breaking is the dousing

In an aria of sheets going over

Completely white-tipped.

Stunning, Howard, that salve is

Absolute, Frank, for sores which tongues,

Tears, try as they might, could not wash away

The salty crusts of.

Now, post-flood, a supreme calm

Is clean purity over trials of your last brave nights,

& our days are such new sons, new daughters

to name.  Strange that Mother Earth, Father Time

orphans the parents as lovers asunder via the sickness

which smashes & smashes the shape of our whole coast.

Taking form again here is the survival of wash ashores

Yet we do it Dave, Howard, Frank, for the memory

Of love’s sake too tidal for anything else.  
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                                                                               Supplication

Now

Meeting only on plaster,

My face a case of dust, these statues

That you started leaving me

To finish of f

&

“Done with it!”

never, will not

be long enough

between the floods & the clay

that returneth back all of our work,

all which was love as, coward, how

I curse, deliver, now smash

With fingers, knuckles, all in a grip,

A slide, a caress

Again on mud, on fluid, on rock,

The skull

Beneath the muscle, the veins

Beneath the skin, my pulse

Beating your name as chisel, as mallet

When my own all along  really was splendid

& to whisper it  is simply

damnation, remembrance

the least arrogant beseechment,

dearest, dearest, that you will ever receive
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                                                                              Almost All

Wings I see

In dawn’s blue light threading me

Through tapestried green aqueousness,

The light of our limbs weight,

The radiant fringe, skin’s edge,

A peacock’s aura, those haloes

Of great shine, richest coloring

In the reach between what I take in

& give back full, sensuous, spiritous

as oriental erotica in its silk scrim link

to that larger space of divine prussian blue,

golden topaz, stained glass emerald

bright ruby in the caressing clutch-rhythm,

the life seed of seas whether we climax

as one or dissipate in other arms, different

states, for I am still placed down your spine

as an arc, & your system, in constellations,

still correlates its star sparks 

all down the neurons

of my own nerves,

my own vertebrae
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                                                                             Nuzzle

Lamp in hand, face pressed close,

A whispering for the cocked ears,

The urgent breath against that suede,

That mane, the fringe of these curves

Darkly galloping…

This is instructive, the directives, a journey,

Running its own fever course…

See curtains part.  Feel their air-----

Through doorways, through windows,

The whole house a ship set sail now,

& I 

am only rider on rare stallion,

& the beast too,

aggie grey as the seas in a private cove

of stones…

Fog lights shine & fog horns sound

To the beat, the indefatigable hooves

Matching the heart which, room after

Room says;  “I am going”

Says:  “Yes we can go.”
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                                                                                  Passing

At last no recognition,

No glint in the other’s eye

For desire & its poison,

Only ghost life, glass made

Flesh & I drowned as my sister

In fevers quelled, the dear mad

Bliss of blankness

For infatuation full

Of heart, head, tempests,

Perilous, the misplaced

Seed, system-sewn, an Oedipus

Blindness, an awareness distressed

That kills, kills

While the body goes on

To its own askew melody

Being lost out of mind

At a  somnambulist’s crosswalks
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                                                                            White Horse

On its back

Rolling in surf, in sand…

The giddy, the cleansing dirt is 

An abandon to strive for.

The sensuous ease ripples electric

Pleasure melts as pale rider

With no steed I greet in a plunge

Small graces, the air

Come upon

Cross over

The blossoms, madonna blue,

Leaves, emerald spades

Reflected in french door panes…

Why, for these moments,

Am I the stallion at last in tandem

With the vines dripping light?

I do not know but roll as surf 

For what faith effort & prayers are
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                                                                                   Small Cove

You, couch curled, cat

In the elbow’s crook, his

Engine purring, & as you pet

The arc of me curves, nestling

Your pain…

Here is shelter, our “pieta”

A child’s red wagon we ride in

Like a canoe…

“You pull.  I Pull.” &

if it could only be that easy, no

deceit, no demons…

But in the stillness of our interims, love,

One might say, finds me moving as cove

Yet, a circle above the cat & you
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                                                                                 3 Muses Have I

every one a suicide,

& Anne Sexton there for charity,

insanity her grace, she making the 4th,

the muse I have yet to paint.

Virginia.  Mishima.  Sylvia.

Left to right, the way I tell time,

Counterclockwise, on this canvas----

3 muses, 3 faces, & their methods

of dying depicted only to uphold

their passion for craft, and for living…

Listen, if you too are blessed

With such intensity, drive, visions,

Then let your hand be your eyes

Wide awake with this brush

To see past the suicide

Which claimed each of them,

& Anne, the Sexton for their Mosque,

their England, their Japan…

Let this poem I canvassed them on

Be the hope to find any means

& persist on
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                                                                              Latex Touch

Chalk face above lips, pink enough, pulsing

To red beneath the mask & eyes hovering

Over that between the ridge’s papery fit…

They glow, almond-yellow, emerald

As a cat’s, with the knowledge, the evasion

They are full of,  listening through 

How they are being questioned…

Glove touch-----

Find the vein, find the orifice

& all the intimacies held beyond

the sores which fester, the build ups tunneling,

a burning by degrees…

Darling, watch out for flashbacks, 

His nightmares mumbling of what transpired

Between.  Here I loosen myself, rivet by rivet,

A shuddering shutter playing peek-a-boo

As a camera might with my snap shot mind

Clicking desperate eyefuls…

Latex snaps me back, finger to finger,

Through a tending to the grieving…

Gloveless, masksless, gownless,

& I’d spill with kisses caressing cries, 

but here duty calls & wild eyes look up,

a pieta between gazes, 

& that is why we go on finding the means

for touch
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                                                                              Giddy Wrecks

Music, the ear

Drums quiver & limbs, almost

Involuntarily

Swoon, then

Shimmy, bugaloo

Through & 

Open, a

Parachute, sky

Divers ride the tightrope of,

Ride the antics of such a trapeze…

Umbrellas unfurl, chairs, the pre-

carious balance trust

Brought forward for

Anxious faithful faces

Smiling to float, make

It look easy----

Easy, look-----

We dance, do, dream

What we can & sometimes

Elation comes
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                                                                               Into The Ocean

Visions diving, technicolor

Lasers, snorkles

Strobes across vermillion

Featherstars, fine silt

Coral shelves…

Visibility shifts.  Respect

The formidable.  Silk slips over

Lagoon tunnels, eely reefs, volcanic

Stalagmites, the holders of lost missiles,

Ships, planes…

Plankton blooms, viscous, the touch

Suddenly rubbery lace, pearl-smooth

Hair somersaulting with salt bubbles

That dream in another language…

What’s the password, friendly fish?

You---amberjack, borrito, cabria,

Doado.   You---yellowtail wahoo,

Manta, you giant kites-----

Can’t you let your secret sound out?

You, strange streets breathing the ghosts

Of Cortez, Micronesia, Fiji, the orient-----

Your hope is an irridescent thing,

Your very walls teeming…

Waves, waves, you continuous cast-offs,

Strip off my robes, waken the gills…

Listen, let me back.  This time, promise,

I won’t ever leave
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                                                                                       Hold Ups

The wallpaper has large flowers,

Two hues of blue, & a few small

Magenta ones.  

The wallpaper could be a skin-

Intimate bed sheet tacked all over

The house.

Green lines rise through:

Petals, stems, blades

Almost blending 

Though someone took care

To arrange them in just the right order.

Angels may plunge through, such voice-

Shaped angels for a ballet in front of guns.

They’ve been falling forever

& the dance says:  “Catch.”

Arms open very wide.
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                                                                                      Coming Up

From under mud

I have heard the colors speak to me,

Learned them differently

By setting one beside another.

It’s always the same-----

This desperate beginning

On a  turpentine foundation.

I would like to let things be,

Leave the appropriate images

Where they first were-----

In news clips, in nightmares,

The ruined opening a soldier

Walks through holding

Some child’s hand…..

Some childhoods are such camouflage

The mortar, the fire-pocked bricks,

& escape through canvas,

Canvas & nothing else…..

So that is what these mud colors tell,

& me, what do I know

Rising out to scrape myself off

With a palette knife?

I only know that turpentine burns

& that the painting by daylight

May peel like a dream
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                                                                                Dream Someone New

Angel on paper

Watercolor dissolve

Into silk

The outline burst

Where hues once were

A flash on my vision

Emptying-----

The wings felt

The surface under----

Rich  dark

Deeper light

& no explaining

What seeps through skin

To beam from eyes,

The outtermost rim

Of every limb

Waiting to give

Feel reception

Should an angel

Descend

Mead

62 So. Allen #3

Albany, NY 12208

                                                                            Somebody’s Father

He knows despairs’ colors:

Monochrome, ghastly,

The brilliant face

A rather strange grey.

This is a surreal setting,

The one that he sees, not

Making out a thing

But what’s behind his own

Eyes.

The story’s all there.

You can see it, a glass clear

Fever where heat waves waver

On a day actually overcast.

This is evident.

He’s got on a raincoat, dark

Business suit & tie.

The coat also is made of

Several shades, terribly bright,

Mourning making a Frankenstein.

He stands before a doorway.

There’s a watching priest & saluting guns.

He clutches a flag.  The stars, silver,

They as well are just way too shiny
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                                                                        Imagine My Mother Dancing

Hands first, that under water sway.

Left, now right, steps spiralling,

A staircase behind…

Mother, imagine,

Dance from our porch,

The night sky aglow,

Calling through whistling trains…

So age is approaching,

Ages gleaned, death shed to replenish

The globe in our figures,

Sabra of that flame
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                                                                       Painting With Turpentine

How long do you give it

Before erosion sets in?

This painting is being made

With decay suddenly known:

Turpentine, turpentine, my 

Flammable element…

How it melts hues

Even while setting them

A smoldering solid on paper. 

They all fuse together,

Fumes kissed to shadow

Going where lines glow

To suggest depths underneath.

I didn’t plan to head there

When I started.

I had such feeling, but

An amorphous idea-----

Swimmers, swimmers diving

Rising without tanks, oxygen,

But alive.

Now these figures shape a sea

World, expire enough vapors

To light torches & there is 

No stopping

The savage radium, the burning

Fish bowl I seem to be
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                                                                           For Christy Brown

Saint rogues are these, the spiritual cynics

in a Dublin pub, a bedroom for seven, feet

Next to heads, stolen covers, the sagging

Mattress, & all that weight…

Oh roll, roll brawling sisters. Brothers toss

Your angst, your laughter, your will

Through gossip streets, the narrow doors,

The eyes opening…

Not enough coal…Porridge again?

Da lost his temper, his job.  Ma’s stashing

Cash for a wheelchair, for Christy…

Let’s drink another round.

I’m frenzy painting, holding the line,

A brush between toes, a world out of confines,

My body, this body of wrenched muscles,

Controlled spasms

Yet able to dream…

Desire is my face, my mouth & my mind,

The miracle & punishment, but I

Am no freak, no poet, quite, only

A man, like most, attempting some freedom.

A typewriter might help, a room, enough

Space to bring home, shape the landscape of flesh, 

Of hands  against this cramped backdrop-----

Buildings, buildings-----

Love, here is the life

Amid war shadows, factories, amid want

As painful bliss…

Love, here is the life living simply

& not so simply

(spin the bottle)

to be shared as a jig

(I’ve scotch in me pocket)

& a wheelchair of wings
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                                                                                Floors of Fire

The inmate who can’t take it any more-----

The painter with eyes of Blake-----

The midnight sun dreamt of

From some squatter’s tent-----

Rivet into this & up…

Keep time with a broken arm,

Drum beached on instinct, 

Pain breaking towards habit,

The habitations under construction,

A thousand workmen’s helmets

Glistening yellow as Mercury’s…

Here torches weld, take to alchemy,

The amalgam of alloys, & have faith.

How bolts hold, screws merge 

With girders & cables reel communicable

As some match in an elevator

During a huge city black out

Fountains strive for such, fed

From the mud depths to splash

On marble & rise-----

Channels intervene, aqueduct realms

Sparked by evaporative air to stream

& meet steel above a sink of porcelain…

So we melt -----

Caged subway grids, sidewalk floors,

Mattresses along side Park Avenue, a riot

Of feet, sole-combustion, spirits, spirits

Cascading until blisters ascend

Into the everything

Bronzed by flame
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                                                                             Lamp Legacy

I filched my grandmother’s lamp from her front porch

A week after her funeral.  I was moving again

But three years passed before I even used it.

Cracked at the brass base, the things lima bean china

Bristled within when first lit, &, on top, instead

Of a shade there was some friend’s old fedora.

Is there any message from that glow of the 3-way bulb

Shorting before blazing?

It knows of generations, owners, & houses.

It knows of conversations, traffic surf, bird whistles

& leaf sighs.  It has held them the way a surface

Has held, congenial, this cord-wrapped vase,

These electric secrets spreading, encapsuling radiance…

Tonight on the floor by my bed of worn couch cushions,

Steamy mug & spilled brushes, the lamp stands 

As my grandmother once stood, humble & useful

While I paint all I can of these refracted windows…

Such neon rippling & streaks of purple monochrome

Now slowly fading as night blues to dawn…

Grandma, how can I hold them, set down with each stroke

What loses time & light?

Oh yes, I remember:

“Take this lamp, re-use tea bags & stamps”…

Your cycle of advice resounding real & still

So maybe some day by lamplight again after another move

I will look at this painting, look, feel, and know:

Those were the shadows, that was the wall

