Mead 


62 So. Allen #3


Albany, NY 12208


� HYPERLINK mailto:Mead815@yahoo.com ��Mead815@yahoo.com�


123soho.com//member/mead





                                                                  Rooms, Streets, Streets, Rooms





Going back:


This window, breeze,


These curtains fluttering,


Smiles, shadowless…





Before…there is always before:


One tired body melting


Upon another, converting the world


To a let loose balloon…





Rooms & streets drift in & out of us:


Candle tongues, love, loon lake reflections,


Moths of frenzy, moths of forget…





Later, fan-spread, the mundane was


That sensuous:


Cheap wine, canned ravioli, our laughter


A garment taken off, tree-alive, without


Puppet strings, without stagnancy,


The dead dream,


The dead wind


Of every street & room





I have since become at peace with
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                                                                            Wanderlust








The nights blue bottle walls


Are just the right kind of stillness.


I can feel quasars, see quarks.


You appear with that sort of subtlety.


How odd, as usual, that nothing is


Quite familiar, your panther presence


Suddenly a bear hug 


Receding quietly


In trails of inky smoke…





The blinds, horizontally,


Are aligned with that vapor


Skudding against luna


But leaving her still whole.


So am I whole


Even while strewing my reaches


Through orchids & tides.





Odes are this natural,


Though not especially to us:


Evasion your pulse panting after my own
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                                                                            Harbor





So many lights out there upon pleats,


The white tipped black lapping smooth-----


This is our apartment now, how it feels,


Such a strange space recalling all


The packed boxes, the last objects…


What’s left is open as a harbor is open:


Echoes honoring the falling waves…





I know how terrible need is, this distance


Gaping with the intimacy of discarded


Package string, tacks, tape…


I know it unforgettably,


The flow,


Our cove’s slogan…





But the way you were summoned, love,


Was just as articulate.


Nearby wait pirate ships.


Tell them for me 


We are more than just cargo


For the whole silky bay.�
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                                                                                World Language


                                                                                           For Alice Walker





Here is the dream-----


We exchange skin, off our backs


& everywhere else.


Painful grafts, vacuum sealed,


Heal with scars a reminder


Until the new flesh is eggshell smooth…


.


But would skin be enough,


That of humans, animals, plants?


Love, we disfigure each other


Surely as land, as air,


& these basic components elemental


To each thing living


 Has a language it is essential


To know.





Listening in then, to the bones,


Those concertinas, to the organs,


The blood, that landscape of instruments…


Fifes, washboards & tom toms-----


I want to transfer a telepathy 


For that weather & climate.


I want to hold the sores, discover


Blow-holes & mouths, the passages


 understanding envisions


By feeling we really are someone


Something else, & the next-----





A world then, a world here


Or disorder harmonizing


Infused  with insight


& each view meaning the future		
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                                                                                  Gentleness





Back ‘n forth  through time’s jigsaw


What lasts has an asking quality


& complicit resolve.


Understand we are more open


In our hold of lips to lips


& this secure state is that of grasses


growing back.


Somewhere there’s a river of plasma


Which spreads from tips & further in


Until these depths are like those born


Without pain thresholds.





No.





They can not tell where one body stops,


The other begins.





Skin is the most spiritual thing.


Touch, learning its regions, is never immune


Even when absence becomes touch


Of another form.





Is that one of the hardest contacts


Or just gentleness transmuted to


The smallest act:


Unbuttoning a button, slipping into lather,


Watering plants?





  Darling, it is by these degrees


Lovers rise, outraged, to fight war.
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                                                                          You’re Asleep





I think


On automatic pilot


In a commuter plane.


Flying at night is the most peaceful thing.


These lights are our own Tivoli,


A cathedral of sky.  Going so deep


While floating as if through glass


As it forms, is to apprehend 


How significant smallness can be,


Meaning us in this vast cavern, 


Meaning those spires,


Those good window faces---


Look---down there in the dark.





That dark is as good as chocolate


& maybe we are almonds


For some god to swallow,


Unless perhaps it’s already happened


& here we are in the thick


Of god’s roomy bowels…





Move over, you airbound dutchman,


Dozing at the controls,


Your headphones on Wagner.


Someone’s paging us from his booth


On another jet I can not see.





Listen, it must be long distance


& I think you better wake up.


I think maybe we are like prayers


That voice now needs
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                                                                            Wives & Priests





I recall belief entering veins


Sigh quiet, & songs empathy effortless.


I recall thinking love an angel come down


From a painting & what had heart


Was the humanness.


Flesh of my flesh, what were the vows,


The glories found in making dinner,


Radio on high, or letting hands


Find a cheek while giving the door


Full view?


‘Come, stay’ or “Go as you need’…


Was it fictitious nobility or no ambition


for power? No one loves perfectly.


The dark & the groping.


Nam soon.  Doong sa.


There was a light to it all


& we trembled in it like water





Translations:


Nam soon:  Lie Down.


Doong sa:  Don’t be afraid.
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                                                                                   Jesus On The Beach





Are these foot prints or just breeze patterns


Here where the very air skirts us & sandy hollows


Are quickly filled in?


Are you carrying anything?


Is it human?





I lean, shirt tails flapping, toward tidal pools,


That eddy & snag.  Small shells, kelp, & pop


Up soda tabs all surface for a minute


Before sinking further out.  No.


I do not see you, though can picture beside me,


Tousled shag, white robes, agile girth, your basic


MGM stereotype.





So maybe you aren’t real and need,


As Anne Sexton said, isn’t belief quite.


That’s ok.  I can fixate anyway on fingers


Reaching wounded flesh to pass right through


& then ache, sympathetic, the nerve endings flayed.





However, I do not relish any glamour in this,


Sensing simply truth for what it is, a hurting


True enough.





Still, there’s something else, something more


Sacred than the suffering, which is, afterall, life’s


Nominal evidence, for who would expect


Jesus here playing the viola, salty waves sweeping


To bare sheet music, script, light as wafers away?





I follow after, a miracle, to leave the beach clean
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                                                                               Heroes





A crisis gave birth to us:


Moss ‘neath a jigsaw


Flourishing between pieces…


To get good sleep


Walk all night,


Every block a whiskey shot,


Needles’ sluice finding the vein…


Heroines then, working the strip


For some pool hall redemption,


The wilderness ethereal,


A banshee’s.


It’s not such a drag.


Moths flit up from manicured lawns,


Skirt beer bottles, used rubbers,


& our tigress faces still excited


With some small hope,





Smoldering�
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                                                                                   Loom





The whoop & weave, lines 


Never closing only


Meeting another to open


Out in the folds:  windows


Being made & our lives


Are such too between 


Polio, custody battles,


Drug tips & visions polished


Despite the haze…


How jagged, how straight now,


& then a loop running through


The torment to pull this design


Closer  towards its purpose,


Though never completed,


Attainment simply in the effort


With occasionally, how miraculous,


Fingers beating ease
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                                                                                I’m Not Religious





But I’d like to find a church


Where I could stand in a pool of light


As if at a river’s edge or sea side cliff.


I’d like a gust to spread arms open,


Embracing, being embraced 


With all hungers staid.


Though I’m too skinny, a blade of grass,


My soul is big boned & I could be


A gospel singer.  I could have a voice


With enough arms


To hold the wretched & the non wretched


Living in a world where appearances


Don’t reflect the deepest selves.


I’m not religious, but if I could


Find that church, I’d enter, purely greedy,


Take the veil & never leave�
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                                                                                    Gold





The beaten urn, dug up…


The trace of sun in a garden shed,


Through hair, on hands-----


How rich this, this minor


Chord played well, with  distinction.


If the gleam could become a sweater


Who would not find the fit right,


Feel that all-over-touch & pull


Such shape closer


Little caring how it might sag?


So our bodies, our baggage,


Pounded, refined & worn


For the wearing can still


Cast a light 


With the wrinkles vainly saying:


“Look at us, us crags of stars!”


& we must look, touch, anoint


Because the glow is everything


Good darkness is known by
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                                                                                   Protection


                                                                                          For Otto Levi





Night can be the best time,


Unless it is too clear.


Then we can’t use flashlights


In case of overhead planes.


Also, when it is winter


The cold can interrogate &


There’s no leaves for camouflage.


Smoke is the best insulator,


But can be seen, smelled &


The snows, melted,


Burn, cramp.  


All in all, for sustenance


One only has skin, skin &


Animal senses.  Thinking


Is a byproduct if danger


Doesn’t turn desperation


To fuzz…





Once I was in such thick,


Feverish from a bullet &


The nightmare of how it came.


That happened at night too.


That happened but we managed


To cobble back health real as


Terror’s hunger


Is necessary for revolutions





Or so I keep repeating


Since hope must





Have a reason


& the feet of life





Strive
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