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                                                                          Stealing Angels

This washcloth is a bunched flower

Of cotton turning to silk by the dipping

Under the silver faucet.

Folds of forgotten robes, turin shrouds

All, forms its blossoms, wet petal by

Petal-----

Rain water holy in a basin of glass…

Music wells, the songs of souls, names

In our systems, a universe on-call…..

I can’t remember all of them, angel

Thief in my wordy religion, but 

The scripture’s

Leaves, page after page, pours the faces

From paint-----

So many bathed

Bodies, such consoling love, simple

In this kingdom of sighing skin, these

Cathedral cell vessels.

In the end bells & candles give permission

& there is not at all any theft-----

Angels of memory, known, unknown,

Heaven hinting, roomfuls of views

Through you & through you…

This cloth is the touch of all of that:

Behold the held.
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                                                                           Aphrodite Smiles

Through soft rain water,

The depths of mythic seas

Where golden fish gleam green

In the dark lavender as Iris pure,

The mature heart, the generous soul,

Our lady of the snows

Robes wave with

Remembering to forget

Here in the ripples

Of winter melts

Greenhouse warm

As love accepting

Our pleasure to face sweetest

Sorrow for all this swimming

Fortune the good goddess gives
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                                                                    Waiting For The Storm

Locusts stir, propulsion  of wings whirring

As small helicopters passing in the upturned

Leaves, their silver ashiver in gun metal blue

Sky whetting its appetite on clouds swirls whiter

With winds gusting for the yellow

Anticipated through indigo & thunderous claps…

Soon, soon…

Will Ra come by this?  Hecate?  The finger

Of God?

Hooves, chariot wheels, the excitations of a lover

All heavens trek the dial of via our hearts needles?

Rain comes at last, that starry descent streaming

Brilliant in streets, the teeming trees, the running

Feet, the umbrellas as lotuses between the beach

Buildings.

Arc of my spirit,

Floating rock near the shelter of yours’,

What Arcadia islands we are here in the weather’s

Blessings.  Today our drought parched gardens

are quenched.  Today, mid summer, this dream

Is real & does not signify monsoons.

Later, dearest, you will collect, weave leaves

To parchment & I will transfuse this experience

Through the intimacy of glazes…

Oh, living Gods, artistry all in the work of mysteries,

Let our gratitude rejoice, small voice by smaller,

For the great chorus of senses given unto us

As Nike flight

When we correspond
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                                                                             Slow

Easter rain, the lillies are whiter with chill

In this drizzle to kneel in, black coated,

Kneading the earth back to being clean.

Yes, green shall come.

Just pace yourself as a seed stored in

An envelope all winter long.

What file has nicked?

What darkness has soaked with the heat

Of copper pipes in an outer world

Unable to penetrate?

Reaching now is the birth of a tuber,

The potato’s eye.  Reaching now is

To feel the duration of anticipation

& not give up hope.

Come faith in spring.  Come summer 

Dreams in any time that it takes

To make these Easter drops the resurrection,

The wheat for the Sunday tongues

Of our holy palms
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                                                                                   Hush

Snow squall:

All the falling feather tufts

Lace soft & as intricate

To marvel with night

Coming on, blue lit-----

Look up-----

Clock tower, yellow,

The face of it a moon

With hands, & the traffic

Sizzling to distance 

Humming for our foot-

Steps that crunch some,

& dissolve in the thick

Wet carpet magical

As water pushing out

Watercolor & our hands,

Held, love, simple &

Holy as parchment:

Remember this.
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                                                                          Rainwalk

Chrysanthemums, the bouquets strong

Hands bring dripping, each bead

As saline clear on the skin

I live in momentarily

With eyes imagining the aerial-----

Those streets, black blue ribbons,

Film slick, you travel through,

Collar furrowed, unfurled umbrella,

In an oriental waltz of vendors,

Push carts, stalls, awnings, all

A drizzle, Renoir-lit by

Smiles passing & eyes I hear

The sighs of in the shell of 

Your coat bringing the flowers

Home

