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                                                                           Mother & Child

Wheels & tracks, baby

Don’t worry, I ain’t gonna

Let you be taken.  Hush-a-bye.

Hush-a-bye.  Sleep now, that’s right.

I got a couple hundred dollars

& in this knapsack you’re pretty

Much hid just in case, you know,

That welfare lady’s put out some

Warrant.  O.K.

We’re hitching a ride & will hop

The next train soon.  3 A.M.

I think it’s early enough,

The whole station still groggy.

Thank god, it’s rainin’, good

Warm muggy dust of diesel…

Makes me wanna doze too.

Come on, hon, don’t wake up.

Here’s your old tick tock clock,

Just like a heart, & I’m right

With ya, rockin’ soft & close.

La la la.  You see, I have to

Sing quiet, ‘cause they’re takin’

Our ticket & hey, lettin’ us board.

Nobody suspects.  Want your bottle?

Look at those lights, the whole

City a christmas tree blinkin’

“so long” as we plunge,

Express cargo, into the

Clickety-clack  clickety-clack

Of this safe moving dark

Thanks to Rickie Lee
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                                                                        A Certain Day In March

The dog, Duke’s, black lab legs gazelle-leaping,

Dad raking the catalpa’s shed twiggy beans…

Above us hung a million more waiting to drop.

I would like to catch every one of them

& pile them here, a commemoration.

I would like to show you the places

Duke took me to, such rough, dry 

Wild rose hills, those bushes crowding 

Into woods, the moss slick mud slopes & 

Green specked with life beneath fallen limbs-----

Ripe compost, the sweet regenerational

Metaphysic of leaves…

How visceral this is:

Milk weed breeze scattered, senses hooking

To seeds, these messengers, carrying me back,

Back, sky-born, across fields & into

My old room for some impulsive spring cleaning-----

Old magazine clips, yearbook pictures

(Who the heck…?) & one piggy bank

in lion guise broken (as usual) for bus fare…

Of course autobiography might embellish. 

I wasn’t just another lucky kite-sprite but almost

Between jobs & given to secret drinking

While under the pretense of being home

“for a visit”.

The thing is I wanted to stay, ancient enough then

To read the humor in family squabbles:

Mom without her two bottom front teeth

Accidently whistling, & Dad joining in,

Later, with snores.  This was Holy Thursday.

This was the snag which they say exists in

Oriental carpets, a certain imperceptible line

In the weaving by which the spirit may go

Away & return

     (Come here, Duke)

always

     (Hi Mom, Dad, Bro, Sis)

unnoticed
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                                                                               Shadowland

You of course know the setting,

That road a paved over cattle path

Which slowly curves:  the usual yews,

Maples, elms, catalpas bending over,

A blotter of fog strewn through generous

Bare branches…

It’s at once a solace & premonitory

How the space opens just as you get close,

Leaving what’s passed to diminish,

The end of a subject unless you look back,

Wondering, unsettled, how much 

Of the familiar is really

Up in the air…

Well, never mind that.

We must roam on, sure & compact as a wallet,

As all those photos hanging out together on

Your mantel, on your desk, those photos which,

Perhaps, when you’re away, start springing to life:

Wiggling loose fillings, playing miniature golf…

Frame after frame, there is a beauty, a mien

Near intimidation with subtleties so vivid, so constant:

The stillness of time’s clockwork inching change

Into faces, the upper lips which become thinner,

Tighter, the mouths whose tips start to slant down…

Is this permanency, memory-----

Smokey, he was such a good dog.

I’ve an embroidered brooch.

I’ve a needle to keep things in place,

Locked on the speedometer, a windshield

Of images above which tick, whisper

Hold, hold on to us
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                                                                                     5:53 A.M.

I’m living in the world of television shadows,

The early gray talkies or those series from the sixties

Which first dealt with “issues” in thirty minutes.

In one I’m developing a crush on a particular teacher,

The teacher who can admit to not knowing all the answers

Yet has enough conviction so that those above him will listen

Even when they disagree…

Funny to be this lonely,

So absorbed by flickering diodes, the 2 d transpositions,

That I can forget, become the silhoutted starlet glimpsed

In close up through a lens smeared with vaseline…

It doesn’t matter, the soft edges, the blaring trombone

Of one program or the tidy squared out openness 

Of the other which was, back then, considered “daring”…

It doesn’t matter because, by dawn, filtered, a fading

Station, I am no less myself

& neither is the world
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                                                                                  August 19th ’88

Music, a kind of epoxy

Keeping bones in place,

The same with words, every

Night, either a cassette or poem

To be made so I can remember

What sleep is for, how to go

Down towards it, no little death,

But, presently, just some toy boat,

A different sense of awareness,

Rowing, rowing, the oars sticking

But relifted, breath after flushing

Sheep heated breath, now a lamb

Lying, oarless, poppy scented, marrow

Fluid in the deep

Furry world that it loves
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                                                                               Cherishing The Gift

Driftwood you brought back

All the way from a cove

Somewhere in Florida.

That wood, petrified, that sand-seasoned bark,

This is your honeymoon memory, & how could

You know it’s exactly what I’d need?

It must be, as we always joked, that

You truly are psychic, doing all those

Fortune tellers one better when they

Threw down their cards & warned

You could---no---could not just…

My love, you surprised all of us

& perhaps even yourself

Standing there in that registry

With all those traffic offenders,

Each witnessing jail bird.

The driftwood you returned with

Now sits on my mantel, a faithful

Good cricket.  I rub its solidity.

I place a taper in every knot,

Make a candelabrum of the branches

& think of Liberace, think of

The Elks.

This is a poem begun more than 2 years ago.

You have the original but I feel from that draft,

Returned to the shelf, did myself over.

Your driftwood has been a touchstone

For all the tides that have not wrecked

Either one of us since.
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                                                                                     Waves

This one, ten foot slate, a girder unearthed

& returning.  These other, meniscuses

Too grey for reflecting

The sky sliding

On each curve…

Here the post cards are all black “n white.

If any difference occurs shades blur it in a slap

Of repeated graceful savagery.

Why be a non conformist when insanity is all the rage?

Instead, weather tongues, the multitude’s mouth,

A basin with teeth gnashing to spit out…

Oh Deus, do you exist, & from such

A tough rugged heartland must not

Wounds be genuinely felt, entered,

Before healing can spark mercy?

Mama, I’m going in, froth the shape of goats

Gnawing off despair’s crabgrass,  Where are my bones?

Now the pleated sheets form leaves, an excess

Of light to whiten the coast.

In Excelsius, purity burns liquid brimstone, 

The amethyst face, hands, a spirit looks on

In tenderness, dis-

Possessing memories, a passage to float from

& open upon

Baltic cliffs, Gibraltar balustrades-----

The other world, the other world,

This must be a birthing place

