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                                                                               Lowering The Lights





Grey eyes, wolf’s, cold steel 


In the glint with fire behind, steel


Of a new street grid, a warmth


In that whiteness


Glowing gold through the black


Of its own holocaust….





Tender yet, it is animal fragrant,


Mortal through the mist where


In absence, presence, absence,


We, hunted, touch through


Tenements, the graffiti of city woods.





I draw close my curtains


As though inside the vestments


Of your flesh robes, the fur & grey


Gazes you pierce the lowered lamp


Lights with,





& also my beating heart
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                                                                              The Red Divan





Is the color of fresh blood, of cut roses.


It is plush crushed velvet.


It is woven from saffron.


Across it spread dragons & eagles of gold,


Their wings a peacock’s rainbow.


Their eyes are emerald, amethyst


Their talons, & around necks of girder


Veins, around ankles as strong,


Are adornments of turquoise.





Here we sit, asian & ceremonious,


Turbanned & kimono robed.


Veils drape our faces but for the eyes.


They are Scherezade stories.


We do jigsaws & play chinese checkers.


We lay tarot & map globes.


We are the victorians learned in karma sutra.


We are the ancients incense rich as the mystics,


With the whole old sofa now a gondola


Travelling down the Seine, the Thames & the Tigris


By way of the Mississippi.





What a melting pot in our charms.


What an agelessness with a view, sicilian,


The sistene wrought by an impressionist


In the frescoes of our eyes…





Love, my mosaic, the last light before


Disrobement, I stretch my tresses for & flesh


Wide open as cushions, let me take your lips,


Take your chin, hold still for moments, feel


Every part of you quivering into & through


Centuries of breath





Secure here in the frame of our palms
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                                                                                Egg





Nog of nogs, the creamy yolks


In a globule


With straws, the pinprick holes


In shells, the insides, an elixir


For mural mediums, the suspensions,


The great oracles of paint…





Such is the ritual of what you do


On my flesh.





Here we drink, breathe fire tinctures,


The ageless grog of the primitive,


Viking furred, glistening holiday lit.





Now





How warm:


Two toasts we are proposed to each other,


Sipping time, all time love makes, like us


Open & nude
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                                                                                     Walk





Against lights, on either side


Traffic honking


At the midway, the meridian,


That too bright on gray


Double yellow,


My mind in some dream state,


Hungering, 





& the traffic, the street a feast


Many horns, much whizzing traffic,


A symphony carnival, my heart





In some other place, perhaps with you


& the cat close to your nose for a kiss,


You  two on the carpet rolling 





Bolts beyond





The hospital, that reel of Jose dying,


His lover’s eyes as sirens, a hearse


In my blood, yet I breathe in, blink,





Think of you & the cat & reach


Just like Jose





Some other safe side





�






Mead


62 So. Allen #3


Albany, NY 12208


123soho.com/member/mead


_ HYPERLINK mailto:mead815@yahoo.com __mead815@yahoo.com_





                                                                                      Penetration





First there’s hurt,


Then the going glows golden,


Ruby in center, blue nimbus at tip





All of this whiteness


 motion melts


Sensuous, scientific, earth solid


Spiritous,





Clay of your clay, of mine,


Blood beating





Every nerve endings


Font,





 Each chemistry more chemical


Hovers rhythmic essence, a transposition,


A rearrangement, navigation





Riveting in, the assemblage


A pilgrimage, 





Lead us or lose us


Through this intimate montage
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                                                                            Diana’s Curse





See the future.


I do not fabricate.


Your disbelief tears up truth,


Casts deceptions from the wayside.


If you could realize a torso only immortal


In stone, re-piece the scattered limbs,


Find discernment in the head’s graven look,


Then you would be back on the right path


Instead of trading denial’s alibis…





Listen, remove the brackets,


The censorship from my speech, the omissions


You’ve camouflaged in identical uniforms…


Here all is toga plain, the scroll of a shell,


Its knowledge gently whispering


Warnings of impermanence, but also


Eternity’s winds…





A storm has come & you are in it,


You the sex of history & future deliverance.


Choose wisely…





But no, you are too narrow & in turn


Raise your own children to be mean & impoverished.


They shall be lean with your shortcomings,


& even as rulers shall topple just the same
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                                                                              Arms Are





Branches, veins, the twists


Of bark, & we, tree sculptures


Dancing in the stance of air


To know what gardens weather


If ever they are to come again.





& so, with care I sow my earth


even as I might decide to just walk


out of life, turn into a Birch


only wisteria shall gather about,


twining my trunk, an embrace


of nature’s elation





the same as  yours’
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                                                                                      Sighs





To covet, sighs,


A covenant between spirit & flesh.


Eyes come


Eternally mortal to that rhythm:


Pelvic, pubic, the moan emissions


Between your eyes above mine


As sex & sensuality meld us to one fluid,


Bone marrow, the extremis….





You know that knowledge is terrible,


Death’s phantom a phoenix to the fusion


Of our shadows & the winged brilliance


Where, life to life, pulses feed sickness or dna..





Love, feed the thirst, the hunger desire


Decides on.  Choose passion as breath & we


Waves in the ebb, the flow of that domain…





Here, first eddy, flushed then waxen


Tallow, flame to wick.


Come, come again, I’ll hide no sighs,


Being charcoal to paper 





Rubbing an imprint
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                                                                                Cavalcade





Faces swim back to me, 


The fluid screen’s billboards,


Films of such intimacy


Where the sensuous had grace…





Also, this waterfall coursing


Brings limbs, settings, charms-----


Here the vistas of a breeze blown curtain, 


How light fell upon gossamer, & how the rays


Felt with another or you, a cat on my chest,


Various cats, various chests, & scenery is


A terminus


Where the prayer of being let be


Is enlarged quite simply.





So I promise the allotments of tenderness


Sparkling like tickertape to spiral us on
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                                                                               The Prophesy





Vases from the furnace,


That bright blaze of glazings & I am


Neither fazed or abased by the cooling


Sandscrit or the figures on each urn


Frozen in the business of funeral games…





It was all ordained, millenias of history


Spellcasting what part in the demise


This civilization would enact-----


Gladiators fell, temples became edifices


& fools skirted the looters between hordes


Of the hungry dying…





I match up the packs depicted in my baked


Clay collection.  I seal up the cracks, preserve


Organs, goods of use for the pickled souls


Long on their way into the next living…





Still, if they are repeating what our culture lost,


An ends by the means, what is the use?


Still, we saw it all far before this, our painted


On wood eyes gazing from totems & coffins,


A legacy of such sights bound-----





We pass them on, but is there any soul left


Who is not sightless?  We pass them on between


Handles, spouts, lids, the trade, & our burials,


Their own message to the future


Should there be one,


But where have we all gone now





Once risen, excavated, blowing through rites


Of mystery certain enough in death as we lived


With that knowledge, & denying it


While making afterlife plans before the mouths





Of our own graves





�






Mead


62 So. Allen #3


Albany, NY 12208


123soho.com/member/mead


_ HYPERLINK mailto:mead815@yahoo.com __mead815@yahoo.com_





                                                                            The Tattoos





They put on you


I found to be astonishing & slightly


Grotesque.  No, not the fact of your skin,


Perfect if hurting beneath that modern aztec map,


But the lines, the x’s, a technologic blueprint


Of voodoo for where the radiation would enter


The numb branches…





Perhaps warriors are painted as such, & certainly


You have, even when delirious,


Pure soul.  Yet I also see the marks as brands


Before slaughter, as hands of the pilot steering


Across the radar & the sonar screen


As if the scene was just a video game, & those


Were play toys, those bombs that he drops…





Let the beams pinpointing you penetrate gently,


Excise the poison & not nullify anything else.


May you walk from the incisors leaf tossed


As though from the wind pricks which  free


 the stem from the limb.





Back to turf again, to terra firma, to what is


Solvent, the majestic tattoos of earth


We are each particular needles & ink of,


We scrolls in our own right


Of the fold, the strolling





Lambs





(for Anna S.)
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                                                                              Ralph’s Walk





Fevers breaking, lungs, heart not so


Stressed, & dementia itself even clearing,


We got on Ralph’s slippers, we got on 


Ralph’s robe, we polished his cane,


We dappered him up…


For Ralph’s sweet as hell


Even when bitching about the hospital’s


Red tape, & falling on the floor


Insisting he can bloody well walk, &


Ralph’s sweet even when giving a finger


To the nurses, sneaking a cig in his sheets,


Pissing up to the ceiling, holding his stuffed


Elmo doll & yapping a fly’s bar rag


Queen regal as a loon…





& so we lope to the front desk, admire the ship


IV Timoteo made…


& so we stroll through the halls admiring 


the reproductions of Georgia O & Gaugin…





Yes, it’s as if this were the Whitney & not another


Piss poor hospice.


I can believe it if Ralphie can.


I can believe it the way, when little, at Peter Pan,


One once clapped,


& Ralph is happy


At last sated for sleep,


Re-entering the tinsel show of his drag room
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                                                                          Our Own Private Heating Pads





Fold strong wings about.


Here the tones of gold turn into silver,


The sheerest white, iridescence all on top


But closest where we are held…


This blue black comfort glows of course red.


So shadow has met shadow & continues to


For there’s a place where we melt & go on


As fluid, as such colored air…





Now the teeming of life gathers slowly round,


Electricity humming, heat massaging fatigue-----


Confessions, monologues, hymns build, disperse


A diaspora of neurons lit in their travels…





Endless, endless, no limits found


Between edges of skin & other matter of any world-----





Thus anyone, by accident, may intrude upon, love


Deeply, those who are dying, only at a different rate.


Thus anyone could will  presence to become touch


Of kimono, heating pad, shroud…





Only martyrs know such self indulgence,


To be called ‘angel’ their very soul’s hunger


Suturing shadows to light:


Heal systems,


Constellations,


Realms
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