Mead


62 So. Allen #3


Albany, NY 12208


123soho.com/member/mead


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








                                                                               Curtained





Paintings,


The gold robes which veil approach


Of both image & viewer


Framed by life’s protective shrine of


Durable frailty waiting to meet


Each other’s story like





A train whistle on wind,


The steam, the chuff & clank


Bearing cinema messages, voyages


As fate, where engines are





Needle eyes & tracks part


The landscape same as hands





Pulling back these beckoning


Cloth rivers, these travelogues





Behind drapes
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                                                                         Bosnian Wings





Ashes gather,


Ashes as the feathers, the flurries,


Ashes as these falling furies settling


The dust of rubble’s softness,


Rubble’s grey chunks…





Here, out pokes an arm &


Over there, a leg, in anti-


Birth, the dismemberment connecting


What was flung & what living still


Sweeps in the span of some pigeon’s


Hop, some hawk resurrecting the memory


Of flight…





Oh, it is all a snowbound concentrate:


This throng of  desolate vigilance,


Of sniper-hungry streets, all Plath’s gas


In a winter of trees, bare & disparate,


Finding the sky a factory’s output,


The chuffing trains of camps…





Wings as cinders, wings as tarnish


Bring this in, polishing survival keen,


Polishing sustenance lean as the arc’s tip


Where shadows spread from breast &


The heart goes beating on…





So the breadth of days pass


Through narrow light to narrower


While faith squeaks its way in,


A chink which will blast maps back


In dreams, at some point, weary, but,





At last true to reunion from the dark


Voyage, the exile of rights





Migrating again
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                                                                            Hours Of





Mouths, 


Their pleasures stretching,


Navigable, into eternal spools,


Into lifetimes of telephone lines


Where kisses are taxis


In cinematic synapses lighting


Faces, angelic with experience


Travelling, translucent through


Eyes of wonder,


Through fingers of innocence


Learning intimacy is


Always


Here





Here where


Senses sing clear





After the agony
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                                                                                 Relief





Bubbles well


In the blood, a champagne


Ticklishness, that oxygen gush


For brain cells realtered for the


Blushing on cheeks also


Wet as pearls in fog.





Love, so it is this hope you present


Us with, reordering disorder to sober


Sense in glasses smashed, the fireplace


Lit with alcohol burning as your clean


Veins pump back through





Happy passion’s fountain
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                                                                           Drowning The Ghost





Waves flow forth, froth


Suds-ing fingers,  wiry wrists 


Taut, & hands in a dance of chicken


Frenzy with feathers aflutter, white


Puffs against lace shreds & 


Longer stretches of silk, of skin


Green-blue beneath rushing crests…





The ghost gives up, rises like Lazarus


From its battle with time, the ageless


Search of wrestling  anchors


& rumors as harpoons & lies


As hooks…





Now how a pronouncement of truth


Ascends in a hush of justice


Brilliantly bathed:


Ghost with a lantern striding 


The current afloat.  On his face wet


Beads glisten silver as tears


Or as scales





Yet he gazes in eternal age


With Mona Lisa’s whisper


Of such a quiet laugh.


Yes, at last, quite unkillable,


The drowned ghosts hovers, chains of


Slavery now a sword, his robe, naked


Loins, a perfect shield in order to pass


At home with all elements & that,


Enough vengeance





Against the attempts to bring him down
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                                                                                Rawhide





Leather letters,


A sort of trust


Initials this heart,


Scribbles Time’s brand &,


Moment to moment, smoke rises


From the iron rhythm which hisses


The print in deeply…





When we touch each other’s chests


It is to detect such, our fingers,


Little volcanoes quaking with


Locomotive pulse…





When heads nestle, listening,


It’s as if to hear hooves, the divinations


Of rivery language under prairies, 


Under deserts,


Where John Wayne’s lassoed


By indians whose talk


Is of the hawk’s tongue…





Love, here there is that much


Tentedness & flight


Without rope burns, without arrows sunk


In these the waves which are our pages


Turning beat by beat, to the thrust


& to the opening of our names


Speaking the others’





Breath by breath
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                                                                           Paris Windmills





Wand, wand, wand-----


I know this big pinwheel,


What whole sky it slices


While the whole sky continues…





Whir, whir, whir-----


A cathedral in this turn & then,


In the next, a block of cool lozenges


Circling up from boulevards, 


Their sherbert-hued roofs…





I can taste each as I pass


Here on a Holland Hill, struck,


 Kaleidescopic, as the most amazing


Clock.





Time shines in its passage 


As arcs & blades.


Time whizzes helicopterish


Through a slowness funneling grace


Back to french braids & french kisses,


The knot of just being where Chagall was once.





Listen, his donkeys bray from a wedding of fiddles


Past the ghettoes, past the holocaust, & I, 


Not bride, any more than canvas is a veil,


Or paintbrush, religion, I yet let the wind mill me


As if married to these hands, these images,


This paradise spinning





Reels
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                                                                                 More Shores





Is that samsien, the swish of geisha?


Those strings, that aroma…


A tattoo in silk’s fluidity,


The clear mystery of sheer notes strummed


From tightly bound feet?


Lacking, did they lack-----


Madame M.’s circumstance,


Kindness, the strangeness of-----


Hands, juniper lush, green beyond the wintry,


The stark rickshaws rolling &


Rocking junks of Hong Kong?





Turbulence, poverty-----


Warrior women, dragon lads…


The wells for disgrace


Should pregnancy be unsanctioned,


The posts, the ropes for legs


In order to bend, elevate, be street


Spawn through the master’s wacks


Of obedience, superstition,


The disciplining veils-----


Orphans for the concubine & perhaps


Stars, castrati, latter day, for the opera,


The circus…





Tea now.


Read these leaves,


This ching of the I, 


The patternings, prophetic:


Tiles & gardens, palm fronds & jazz,


The immaculate smoke, the opiate arrangements,


The uniform & bicycle marches-----


Did you predict---


From the Good Earth to Tiananmen?
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                                                                             Our Fourth’s





Sparkle more with the clarity of aging


From child sighs re-stuck in the “ah’s”


That come with each flash of color


Cracking clear sky…





Two tourist planes circle round that,


The smoky pom poms of Oz in their flares…


The tourists raise glasses, toast the pyrotechnics


As if at a launch, while below, in the harbor’s 


Ink, boats, mirroring the stars, honk their horns


Of fog…





They seem good as toys in the bath


Of a stirring whirlpool, while here, on our 2nd


Floor, gazing across tree tops & strays in navy


White late to the display, here to the sound of


‘pops’, our own tube’s soundtrack, we discover


that our fourth’s are no longer about war.





We discover each other too


Again in July’s mildness, our jockey stripes,


A faded flag’s, our tank tops puckered


For the tanned wrinkled tattoos of old glory


Our arms press the sparks of


Here in a shared bed


Which is fourth enough


The rest of the year
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                                                                         Time, Space, Distance





The math of this isn’t diminishment


Always


If expansion is imagined------


Your hands, say, being mine


Here reflected upon only glass,


A train whistles field


Of trees, of highways,


That energy in the passing &


To dive, say, as if dying in a burst


Of sheer vibrance


One with the seeds of green,


The asphalt’s coarse gray,


As sheer light alive in the flash


While your hands, miles away,


Really hold only air


Or the flesh of another,


Though I feel them here


In the strangest of equations


As belonging to my own pulse





& ache
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                                                                               Obsess Somewhere





Else.  Meaning:


Different, on something less than the threat


Of tasting another on your lover’s tongue,


Your lover’s skin------


To suspect & discredit that, to disbelieve,


Be told:  “not what you think” even while 


Seeing shards of another’s anatomy fragmenting


Into him to lobotomize your system in the fun





House mirror of feelings fumbling like angels


Windblown, back…





Backwards angel, your wings patterned with 


The glance of brown eyed Bette D., lips in a sneer


Of cultivated smoke, the miasmic wisps


Where those eyes haunt, even at the A&P,


Muzak fun as Mingus, & you can drift with


The shopping carts, a celestial trumpet





Breaking the chain over the linoleum &


Through the freezer section, through the baked


Goods, a Coltrane opus lifting you on up


Past blues, past jazz, past betrayal’s lying


Gullet





You swallowed & swallowed, an angel too


Oblivious to the Bette D. that filled your mirror


‘til you exhaled & laughed
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                                                                        The Shades of Night





These are,


This plum, this thalo,


Smooth as a cold bowling ball,


This jade like a coast ridden in


On ink stallions.





Now here is grey blanching to chalk


White, unsmudgeable, the dust of it,


Gauze fringe meeting rhinestone thighs….





Androgynous, that greater breadth,


With ruby, with amber lids painted on


The harem’s eyes.  They flicker & blink





With a fiery wetness.  They drift steep


As tigers in a jungle of glass.  Pane by pane,


The stained levels, the translucent


Rush up,





Take breath 


As if knowing torment unconscious.


To me, you do this, passing evergreen


Branches in a tangle of stars & bat-winged


Crickets down ribbons of highways…





I center on the motion as if for the stillness


Of mercy, of tenderness, & get them occasionally


Where the night’s shifts are Salome’s,


Fast fast asleep
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                                                                             Ship Amok





Invisible, this viral gas, the leaks,


This system leaking


Down down down


Through the bowels &


Did nobody guess?





The coughing cabin boy,


The captain & his scabs…


Oh, all the new barnacles


Just beneath the surface,


The rooms, the freckled halls


To pour over


Along the skin…





What great waves, what tsunamis


Of silences crash over this bulwark,


But unseen to the senses, busy 


Searching for hidden lesions, other


Symptoms to record…





Look-----


These fretting battalions----


Touch-----


These hatches battened &


All the galley is solicitous, whispers


That there really isn’t, no, not


A single danger…





Only nerves are going up the mast now,


Only the ice bergs of prowling ghosts


Thin as sonar


From the boiler, through the pipes &


Out each heating duct….





But it is contained as a garbage barge


Making a dock of the ocean.


But it is locked as refugees in a chain


Exiled to salt.





Float on, coast, drift, strange Peter Pan


Vessel, shining like a diamond, blind


To itself.  Shine on pale as death then


In the submersion of fish lips, eely octopi


Eyes & fathoms & fathoms of the still


Stilling  quiet�
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                                                                                Moon Rings





Ok, he’ll be


I say, watching the haze,


The haloes in clear dark &


Stars above the cricket pines…





One could make a wish on all this:


That glowing orb, a brooch tossed up


To hover in deep space…





I leave him to this & maybe


Some night he’ll see his part in


The embroidery, asleep as a silver


Needle, with all the potential of


Stitching…





I leave him to this tenderness


As a distant train rumbles like surf


Against fat black, the opacity of a jet


Launched in 2 a.m. escape…





I make myself cargo there


In a fit of serenity, board amid great


Roaring, & look to the moon,


So as not to hear, from behind,





His cries
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                                                                                   Mustard





Seed-----


Faith in the hand & the hand


Grasps planting, plucking stems


Straight from air…





Leaves, leaves to arrange,


The rootlessness hovering,


Alive that green fire


With topaz in the center,


That yellow bead gleaming…





Harvest potential, 


Harvest, the promise of…


On such we bank our dreams &


From this life does continue


To spill fields before the blue,





The horizons alive
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                                                                                  Doors As





Arches, the good curve of this wood,


The mahogany pine mix, cherry-gold


Where, golden, the sun comes 


As an autumnal coat of stained glass,


These leaves glimpsed in their angelhood


Through this threshold that is open,


This gateway of elevation


Certain as the sky


Hands reach for


As if searching to find, turn some very big


Invisible knob, & ascension is easy then,


Ascension is everything,


The curve of the bow


Spirit shoots for
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                                                                                 Moving (II)





This landscape is a chinese screen:


Mountains of mist, the trees as twigs


Soft in autumn distance.





Their shed leaves are the colour of comfort


Where grey-blue pauses on the tongue


Of God, & horizons, steppe-like,


Fleece that profile.





This is the swathe of a cut sleeve,


The kimono silk draping with wrap around


Possibilities the further one drives-----


Boxes, baggage. Furnishings schooner-curved


For the faith of prairies, latter day.





I lean to you, brother homeless pioneer


Housing apartments of transition to match


Our lack of cash, our get-away pluck,


& galaxies entire spin with these wheels,


Pushing the way to be free


Though fear


Like a needle where


We cling to each stitch,


Wind-threaded & tenuous





But moving nonetheless
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                                                                                   Grey Moon





Grey lake,


how the choruses which lift from there


must come from sirens encased in tin.


How fluent as sardines must be their language,


& how fresh the water, how gun-metal luminous


Bringing silences as dips…





Love, so your paddles gleam,


Your arms being glaucous, dew-webbed,


The lunar sheen a beard for the lake’s face


That shifts to the veils of Salome’s…





I know the depths there, passenger here 


In a canoe of dissolution-----


What the waves take & reflect,


Spilling over to anoint the night’s locket


Twin.





That moon has a string to set sail by,


Gargantuous as Gulliver’s silhouette  &


Bullwinkle’s hide.  That moon is plucked


Nylon woven into a big guitar of pristine


Invisibility, & these woods too, they are composed


Of it, as is the traffic towing its distances


To vanishing headlights, fading train whistles,


City noise…





The shades of such gossamer greys, the textures,


The tenderness is stark & compulsory


As love made while drunk.


But how soothing too the necessity of rowing


Towards such shores, the oars their own destination,


As your arms are, becoming guideposts,


I am grateful to feel by		
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                                                                              Dalmations





Maybe a new hy-


Brid, we are & far


From mongrel, these dot


To dot spots of distinguishment,


Mediterranean, they say,


The docs, our orgins


Date to & they know best


Being the scientists


Of rockets we’re the skin


Satellites of 


In our raised purple


Metamorphosis, the royal


Regalia of connect this X


To that strain of denominations’


Whose co-factor’s a 


Guess except


We’ve got the marks, arf,


Here we’ve got the virus	
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                                                                                Bricks, Light





Warm yourself here.


Press hands to orange, topaz, rust red…





Blood is booming to the bloom of this


Light, these squares mortar seals


The roughness of in dust & in


Crumbling, the promise of fire,


A place to touch clay, pigment,


The cold itself thermal & shaped


Maybe for a window,





The sky clouding its blue puffs


Against such space for squirrel play &


The flight of birds…





Each flock passes to emptiness &


The stones stand, the rectangles


Resume order, the grace of this radiance


Your head rests against, huddled





In the frozen, each eye being flame 


Itself, closed, compressed, soul-yellow


Stirring…





How you move us


There against the bricks


Where you do not stir at all
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