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To my Mother

(in Memoriam)
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Young Man as Poet
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Most

Jesus, lead me through terrible asleep is a coming

steaming ways, the are the mountains asleep is a going

scheming paths of love where lovers are  asleep is to be

precluding a lost in their indiscretion, awave onthe sea

third. where reason is lost for the for long in the swell
searching of wisdom. and the roll and slack

Jesus, Mountain and slow in the sun

stay with me, paths have a single file. No and endless day

stay with me only three can walk together. But asleep is becoming
two can talk and gather
Woe is love and thwarted the meaning of points. Jesus, gather

the lover. 1 love all your sheep
| know and can if all were known, the alone
love no truth would unfold a one, a two
other. more poignantly another and all.
he than little Jesus, mother us
alosted came stars and from your far star.
and down softer
lone from than mists among the pines.
lhz r_nm_lntaln Knowledge blazes in
r%g the mountain
stariove crevice
presents  of mountain-love long gone
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| am standing unsettled am
on a street ¢ safe
Not to Remember the Empty Days; ©
days of the wind beyond the window, r
window pained and chaste no one
chastened. the trees by wind. notices me.
r
Notto Remember The sobbing rain Little do
rainfor  the garden beyond the wall, they know
wall from tree to tree that| am
thetree  thatwas broken. bywind.  andice, preparing
to swallow
There is a Wanting for Nothing their city
nothing. coming and always there.
There is a Bundle of Never a
never. remember. will L. n
digest
Now t
the sickly softness of the snow presses upon the window s life
The night is an agent of cunning strength 1 and
The snow and the night conspire am con
They shatter the glass gagged ver
they come slowly and abducted it
Into my house known by the snow int
They gather and brought into court oha
Me to hear the sentence of the sNOw KINg rml
ess
Nothing never man
and always remember ure
At this
moment
negative space my neck
is inconsolable Days of the wind and rain are gone 15 ex-
season and place l live in a city room panding
are uncontrollable Oh let us submerge the broken to ac-
All we are or fixed commodate
money-mad table chair several
love-sick door sink whi hbulldmgs
worry-woIn all ic
guilt-ridden be have Shall
AzaaaaaaaahhhhhHHHaaall must be poured
into
tunnels of bieod
tunnels of nerve
passage of synapse

swivel and swerve
reflex and relapse

All in the eye who see
All in the chambers of me

| shall be lover and also beloved
1 shall be seeker and that which is sought
| shall dissolve in my stomach the patterns of nature
And duplicate forests and storms and stars in my thought
1 shall enthrone myself as the universal solvent, soiver and saviour



To My Sister
Consldering Sulcide

You

must

say

where you are going gg:g:ge where you are going
for there will be no sun you for there will be no trees

to the sun go tothetrees
to the litde children to the red pebbles along the shore

to the red birds and the yeliow birds rtr?e and the yellow pebbles along the shore

to the red butterflies and the yellow
butterflies and the purple butterflies ft;r and the purple pebbles along the shore

will and the green pebbles along the shore you have not yet even seen

not

come
with You must find them ali to say goodbye.
you
. For all of the pebbles not yet seen you must search to say goodbye.
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am

a
pile
of
last sun and rain that pack and
by all but mold and tread me down
year's forgotten inito the sod and settled home
of worms' tunnels
dreams of the and the flickering
Come centipede.
| remember
budding on a thousand twigs Love
breaking forth into the wind draw strength
waving rich banners root
over the lush land. from my

| fell in glory in

with a flash of gold and forgotten
I died. 1lay me

forgotten. burst dreams.
into
banners

of

heauty.
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Poem as Love Letter
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h
e
saw
Gulls soar!
sail,
swing,

in skyword happiness

scending to

over the river a

The old rock men
streamed with sun-
whitened gull dung
hair have seated them-
selves in an infinite circle
along the river watching with
Inward eyes the distant din
of the city's commerce and

A MOBILE
C
a pale moon had slyly appeared in ouR sky,
E
revealed, withdrawn beneath clouds wind-wAfted by,
a pale disc so thin we could see clear Through,
E
a disc transparent, yet veiled, shaded anD blue.

B
Y
SHERRY
(Dare I try
heaven, to put my arm
of words
about her
there were delicate shoulder
golden morning of vision?
rod glory My hand
lily of the of promise
pansy valley upon her
violet night bleating heart
shade
shooting of hope?
&
stars Give her

the slow pass ings of long laden flowers?
ships. Their contemplations are cold-
chiseled by the wave washings, strokings, and splashes. Soaring
They are comforted by the ancient stock of cliff behind, gulls?
calling the evening to shadow and the mother of rivers
before sending her tidal messages into the body of this the old
great continent. rock men?
The old men move not, neither do they
sleep. Surely, they are the true watchers of time. a shy
Surely, moon?
they are the true disciples of wisdom.
Love?
The water moves softly
shadowed from evening's glancing sunlight
and the little fragile
of glass tinkle in the

infinitesimally



naked

mountain
to sky
I my the
have raised of
a mountain in your name top
and spread deep valleys at your feet. the
I offer them unto you and you accept them. on
Throw me You take off your clothes to the sun and dance
the key Every tree is your friend and you know each root in its turn
And I in return by each root know you.
from The trees will never flee from you, nor will you be lost
your For Roots in the Land
window have parceled and planted
patterned and plotted
My world is well ordered.
Oscilloscopes. If to hold the waters of running life
Amplifiers.
Methods and Procedures only we were of The rain and
Histological Verification.
Chronic Electrode Implants. the same the stream cut bed
But born in a land and raised by a world I would twixt
where the rivers flood love barn and field
hold
to no banks and you
stay and from afar
in no walls I
I would
touch
take
your shoulder and kiss
your

hand



Out Out

of the rocks of the presence of sieeping
of this strange isiand bodies and the occasional
- lighted window of this
and m sprawled city, in the
es- square mile full of
pecially your stack squalor a million
delicate, peopie unhappy
Rising the wind O to protect
Rising the sigh of the trees but your's, all yours, _
Rising the call of your father from over the fields mysterious body
Rising the marks of tractor treads in perfect mud
the printing of furTows in special fields
the beckoning nods of the growing corn
the cows are impatient
the trees sigh
Becky, Becky, the stream beds are caliing from over the hill
your father is caliing Home is the land
The
truant
memories
are moving e
uncomfortably
in your tummy M

& Gl
s
%'s to carry maidens
Come, escape with how away to casties

collections unendingly be gods
slovdy expanding
of things beneath, beyond of the dead
our Bwes? and of the wind of man. We shall come to



flying
colors
copper blown
and kite - strung in the sun - light
Brown brushed
and nest - soft in the twilight

nestling soft to the night
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My myth wanders
now into new
kingdoms
seeking

My myth comes

from a nameless tower

in a far forest
my birth strangely
castled stories across your patterned sky
and many fabled steets my home was mountains

holding and the night
tall the proud stranger alone
and

come ly the maidens in windows waiting
smile with

at me half-drawn thoughts
Nancy and
obliquely averted
sad when your eye's away shades
| knows
| see You fear
through so much
your window to disclose
with although
my subtle fingers
will find out
and your fingers
You will tell
enchanted unclose YOUR MYTH as a small button
youngest among snobbish brothers
princess and Nancy-queen-to-be
where your father god
was hever born
and a strange shadow

crosses the dying king



Mary had a little
watch which made (to sheep) hawk eyes
Mary watched a little

Mary itched a little

Bed in stead was she set upon

pages of sonnets

By and bye was she laid

in the cold, cold sound

of T.S. Eliot's Cambridge mass

witch who made (too steep) stalk cries

to be made to sleep.

and in the Sweet
Corn, and the Soft
Mush, of
Indian givings, and

be rich men's leavings.
my “The only joy |
ba ever had from you
by was in my
conception of you:
How
do
|
know?
the
bible
tolled
me and
so 1
entered
I the mystic
two fatherhood and
gave you of set traps
to sonnets God for
but | couldn’t you
pen you down Beware the bronze father balls.
. Avoid the steep ball towers,
the dong of the horn-warning foyg.
""5, the noon leavings of the morning dog
6/9 3 and
» all
dog
/,-” star
you ran all over ‘e crossed
my sonnets sleep_les
and overflowed :angmg
like Rorschach butterflies balle

which flit
unsuccessfully
little

pages



love

My

Susan

takes

fancy

to the
strangest
things to

liberties
likes
a

flight

of

me



was

faun
ran
satyr
mine
dancing
skipping
prancing
to
and magic
witching
You
words
finding
were will
secret
yours
waiting
places
be but
to
know

now

together and world forgotten we walk away



Sky and the water vibrate.
| guage the water beetle's flight

back and forth against and with

the ripples and the current

patterned circles meandering
black and gray and deep green and blue
mingle and merge together and gone
separate here and then and now | forget
my dreams
| fell asleep
chanting of you and your eyes
and awoke with a faint fragrance
a fragment of vision
a sidewalk full of music
a Rembrandt tree

and silence.



sounds,

| heard the

50 jong - Knowing the sense ore
been singing the music together

Sharing the passion, the rage, the hope, the love,

Seeking the truth, the spriit, the culture of peace.

Nesting together in the thick pines, _ tp Soil.
Smelling the warm fragrance of needles transforming
Drinking the strength of the slender trees,
of the earth enveloping. entering penis
ears |eUs

Nestling together our various fingers toes tongues

the geep softness

arms  apyeloping lips

Smelling our every entry and pore
Drinking our fluids all blended together

spaces of our souls comverging.

the “12°P
Knowing that we share forever our various lives:

singing,
bird
sparing
earthworms, sister
brother

Lightouse, beloved.



Love Never Gets Easier . . .

24



Who

can
help
TELL us
We ME heal find
have PLEASE the a
cried ! wounds?  way
these We We forward
thany are without
weeks lost - going
HOW without without i back
DID knowing  knowing - ?
WHY 7 WE tears,
wWHY ? LOSE HOW MANY TEARS lost
OUR in
WAY tfﬂes does dpes a
it i it world
take (e  take that
sltl?]w fo t[l’mal s
show passed
that that the us
we | hurt? by
o love How .
u can
bhack lﬂ; i
? ’ make
it
up

HOW CAN OUR HURT BE HEALED ?



In the Shadow of Sainte Clotilde

Redemption.
But have we sinned?
Sainte Clotilde,
puzzled, waited for us to think about it.

Have you not sinned,

my c}lildren,
my ados?
Forgiveness We walked.
can on]y follow sin. fora Iong time alone.
Redemption Sometimes I felt
can only come from love. In the night sky, your hand in mine
There is no love without sin, among stars Sometimes I sensed
only sin without love. mountains, your hips in rhytl'xm nearlwy.
sea,

it was important that we were together,
even in the darkness of elernity.

It is good that we shared the first sin -
the app]e,
the sna]ee,
the tree,
the wind.

1 shall die with my hand on your moving hips,
with my hand on the nape of your graceful neck,
my hand between your strong t}ng}xs,
and content,
that we will be redeemed,
together

in love.
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Being hurt
when you passed me
by, 1 decided to plot an
ELABORATE
REVENGE.

I'will walk arm in ann with beautiful women
in the Garden of Luxembourg, Aund take them to films at La Pagoda
and music at St. Julieone le Pauvre. We will dine afterwards in Place de Vosges
and walk beneath the arcades. And make love to the music of Cannina Burana under (he ratlers
of an old apartment up the staircase in the Marais, We will walk carefully in the footsteps where your hips
swayed and invited me to follow. The music will be loud and strong, drowning out the soft tunes that you
hum when we arc together. In an old car we will pass you at breakueck speed through Trocad
and past Murs Libre, Every memory will be overlaid with scx and desire fultilled!
Every moment will be spent in a never-cnding search for
memories yet (o be overlaid.

For alf 1¢
festof my jife 1
Wil seck for g
mem(mu
Yet to be fouy,
dand wop,,
1 will come (o g,
10w you g¢ they droyy outy,
our music g4
walk in yoyr
footstepg
and overj,
Y your img,
'8¢ with sex ang
desire £y o f

And still the rain will bite into my face!



To a
understand tree

my whose
sadness i'ﬂll]lf‘
trun
and wr':lust "tt:lﬁr
graceful
limbs baecome ftom
respond  no disengaged
with winding are
little antl vines
loving that
holding _ Sighs comes
caressing throughout morming
adoring the when
a dreams realize
beautiful  ©f to
tree-  an then
endless and
night

You are not sad in the morning for you walk together, arms still entwined,
and kissing at every turn of the page, through the city who opens to you

like a woman kept just for love. You seek, vinelike, to keep your ties by going tp the great

time.
of
will
the
against
echoing
canopy,
forest
of the
heights
to the
rising
singer,
of the
voice
beautiful
to the
listening
cathedrals

But even the song eventually disappears and with it the morning sun and the walking arm-in-arm.

Oh God, what | would give to keep these moments forever and remain a child in this magic land!
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Was she your mother,
the ice-cap receding
toward the north star
in the night sky?
Do you
remember
her?
And can you
remember
the first men,
Pequot and
Quinnipiac,
whose name
remains
with your sister
winding to
the sea
west
from
here?
And the
first Europeans
in their sailing ships?
We know
you have harbored
the doe and buck
and their delicate
fawns. We have seen their
their tracks on your island and
we know they must have
SWUum across your
tidal waters.
We have seen your deer at dusk
your foxes at morning,
and watched the baby kingbird
fly singing from its nest.
to tease the spiraling osprey.
We have toasted you with wine
and sealed our love for you with a kiss.
We anchor our love in you, River-San. Keep us forever
in your bosom.



Once

Clifnbing the sacred mountain of truth upon

Flying on the wind across the sea, a
time
our a too short
paths for
crossed i
___ limbs * entwined,
elght caressed.
Our We
bared  surrendered to the pulse of breathing
ourfeet Wil and the twitch of dream
to feel the earth. never and rocked to the shaking of the wind.
be
The smell of your hair quite The print of your body
is still on my lips. o is still in my arms.
e
same

again.
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innovator
little ﬁreﬂy\

YOUu . reyolutionary
midge

who sings the time of cherries

Sing! who inspires

Race!

A\

Bird

A\

earth

1 love you to the point of rage,

A passion beyond all right or wrong,

But love can be a guilded cage,

A mother that keeps her young too long.

Let us not suck our love beyond

The bounds of weaning - nature’s term
Let's keep our passion without the bond
That holds the child and rhythm firm.

In your eyes /the colors of the rainbow

all —— the tastes of the earth

in our hands the stars of the universe

/our waters \ /the birdies
becomne where — all

ariver the butterflies

who upsets applecarts

invasion of ~— ndybuugs
take all — T

My fields of wheat

bend to the wind.
my poppy fields

dancing the dance of love
our blue flowerlets

The more we love the more our wings Mr Gaston

Beat colored wounds against the bars. told me

Our passion turns to hail that stings that he had a friend

Of absence, jealousy and fears. who was a bird
Goodnight

But let us open a secret door, Mr Gaston

Fly in and out until that time ilove you

That both of us come back no more
To the holding cage, the keeping riyme.

/ precautions necessary

searching for partners

free
™~ of the world — can live ~

~

in peacel!



novatrice

petite luciole

toi >~ révolutionnaire

-

puce

qui chante "Le temps des cerises™

Chant! inspiratrice

Cours!
Vole! Je vous aime au point de rage
) Passion qui depasse raison et tort
\ / Pourtant I'amour peut etre une cage

Qiseau Une mere qui guarde 'enfant trop fort.
de

l \ Le plus qu'on s'aime, le plus nos siles

! Blessent les bareaux laissant couleur.

peine La pluie de passion se tourne en grele

De 'absence, souci et plein douleur.
mer
terre
leg couleurs de I'arc en ciel
dans vos yeux

tout es——Iles saveurs de laterre

dans nos mains les étoiles de I'univers

deviennent

n fleuve

qui dérange tous ces gens obtus

les birdies
\ ol tous/ \
-~ “Nles papillons —

Mon champs de blé

) ploie sous le vent...
Nos coquelicots )

dansent limour.
et nos bleuets

Sucons I'amour, mais pas depassé

Des limites de nature, sevage a terme. Mr ?"::‘"“
Gardons Ia passion, mais pas embrassés m :n .
Par le nid d'enfance, le rythme ferme. qu'il avait un ami
un homme genereux

Mais ouvrons de la cage un passage secret, habitant un b_"dy'
Faisons I'évasion et la voitige 8;"“2";"“’
Jugqu'au point que nous somme prets 3 T ¢ A °:"

De quitter le nid, le rime qui figent. e taime

Envahison des\ precaution necessaire

coccinelles

Prendre toute cherchant partenaires.

/ libres

en paix!¥!

du monde — pourrons vivre



rush pause, rush pause, in the sliver of morning moonlight silver kissing the still dark sand, rush pause, rush pause, rush
I take off my shoes and I wade in your cool caress, rush pause, drawing energy from your throbbing thythm rush pause,
rush pause, RUSH PAUSE RUSH PAUSE waves lap higher on my legs with force coming from some source unknown
RUSH PAUSE, rush pause, the quict rhythm returns, and the dawn begins to show the foam rush pause rush pause rush
I wonder if you are walking now along the strand and connected to me by endless caressing rush pause rush pause rush
rush pause rush pause it goes on forever rush pause rush pause connecting us to all who ever lived and loved rush pause

and all who will come to live and love rush pause rush pause RUSH PAUSE RUSH PAUSE rush pause rush pause rush



Pousse pause, pousse pause, le ruban d’argent du clair de lune enlace le sable foncé de la plage, tranquille, pousse pause, pousse pause, pousse,

J'éte mes chaussures et je marche dans vos fraiches caresses, pousse pause, puisant I'énergie de votre rythme palpitant, incessant, pousse pause,

Pousse pause, POUSSE PAUSE, POUSSE PAUSE, POUSSE, les vagues s'enroulent le long de mes jambes avec la force d'une source inconnue,

POUSSE PAUSE, pousse pause, pousse pause, le rythme tranquille revient et I'aube s'annonce, soulignant I'écume, pousse pause, pousse pause,

Est-ce que toi aussi, tu marches maintenant le long d'une plage reliée @ moi par les mémes caresses infinies, pousse pause, POUSSE PAUSE,

Pousse pause, pousse pause, partout des vagues roulant vers I'infini, pousse pause, reliant en va-et-vient tous ceux qui ont vécu et qui ont aimé...

Et tous ceux qui vivront et qui aimeront, pousse pause, pousse pause, POUSSE PAUSE, POUSSE PAUSE, pousse pause, pousse pause, pousse...



You let me touch you and you didn't fly away

You let me take And then you
your wings started singing
in my hands softly

warm
and

trembling

You felt my lips against your lips,
but when my mouth found yours,
you were frightened
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There is a place we do not go. Facing the wind, on top of the mountain, looking out over valleys
and lakes, watching the sun going down through the clouds, we do not see it. Driving through
the rain, as night crowds around, your head against my shoulder, we cannot get there from here.

There is a room we do not enter. There is a child we will not have.
There are thoughts we don't allow. There is a name we will not give.
| dared to speak them and you put But in the crossing of our lives,
your finger on my lips to stop. the joining of our limbs and lips,
The silence seemed to go on forever, the sharing of deepest passions,
But you waited for me to understand. we come away changed forever,
The wisdom of the greatest poets. gaining in strength and wisdom
Of Goethe and his Doctor Faustus for mountains of truth yet to climb,
Bulgakov and his Homeless poet, and journeys yet to even begin.
Only death can make love eternal. Only death can bring peace to love.

And we are not about dying for there is so much life to live, so much love to give, so many places
to go, 50 many rooms to enter, dreams to share. Thank you for teaching me, my beautiful co-pilot!
"How did you get so wise?" | ask, And you say with a quiet smile, "It is quite simple. | am a woman."



EcTb MecTO, KyAa Mbl He NoiAeM. JIMLIOM K BeTpy Ha BepluMHe ropkl, FMAAA Ha AONUHBI U 03epa,
Ha6noAAA 32 NYHAMKU CONHLA, CKBOSAWMMM CKBO3L Ty4H, Ml He BuauMm ero. [poeskan yepes

OO0XAb B HAABUraloUleNcA HOYM, TBOA rosloBa Ha MoeM nneve, Mbi He MOXeM nonacTk TVAa -
EcTb kOMHATa. KVAA Mbl He BOWAEM. Ecte pebeHok, koToporo y Hac He 6yaer.
MbIcnKW. KOTODLI@ MbI FOHMM OT cebA. EcTe MMA , KOTOpOe Mbl He flaeM.
 ocMenunca o3ByYMTb UX, Tbl MEHA Ho Ha nepeKpecTKe HaWMUX XUISHEN,
OCTAHOBMUNA, NPWKAB NaneL K MOUM rydam. B CNMeTeHWUN HaWMX Ten u ryd,
KaxercAa, MONYaHWe ANUNOCH BeYHO. B 06otoaHOW rMy6oKOHW cTpacTu,
Ho bl BebKMAANA, YTOObI 06 BACHUTE. Mel UsMeHUNUCE HaBCerpa,
MyapocTe BENMU4aALLINX NOITOB ~ MpuodpeTta cuny U MyApPOCTE
Fete u ero gokrop dayer, Ona rop ncTHHBI, KOTOPLIM ellle PacTH,
Bynrakos M nosT BesaoMHbBIMR. ANA NyTelWecTBUA, KOTOPLIE ellé NPeACTOAT.

ToNneKo ¢MepTh MOXeT cAenaTk NMo6oBb BeYHON. TOoMNbKO cMepTb MOXeT NPUHECTH MUP B N0G0Bb.
Ho Mbl He coGMpaeMcA YMMPATL, MOTOMY HTO TAK MHOTO XUSHM, YToGbl XUTb, nioGBK, YToObI AapUTE,
MeCT U KOMHAT, KyAa CTOMT BOMTH, MeUTaHuil, 4ToObl pasaenute. Bnarogapto 3a ypok, MOA WITypMaH!
«Kak To1 MOXeLWp ObiTh cTONL Myapon7» U Tbl 0TBETUNA ¢ YNBIGKOW, €« DTO TaK MPOCTO, A — KEHWMUHAR,



After we said goodbye,

but | cannot stop the sky from speaking
| cannot say what is in my heart,
Qutside the sky is weeping.

my day is filled with beautiful sad music.



Ilocsie Hamiero NpomMAaHHs,

He Mory £ 3acTaBHTh 3aMOIYarTh Hebeca

Kax cka3ars He MOTY, UTO Y MeHs Ha Jiylle

3a OKHOM IUIaueT HeOO

Mot IeHb HAIIONHEH IIPeKPACHOM IPyCTHON MY3BIKOH



Old Man as Prophet

44



The curse

of the
prophet
is I
not call out
knowing your names
who ) in all known
has languages
heard
the hidden by darkness
message I call out to you there
not  but but ready te move
just the
the good
bad news " Hear me
News  that as we and let go
there of the despair
is to which you have clung
still
not time but
much enough if we find
each other in the darkness and hold hands
with strength and persistence,
faith and fearlessness.
Abhandon the old ways! and past the waiting willows.

Comeswim with me and others against the dark current
Our time is coming! Prepare to seize the day, to turn the wheel of history!

call
to
willows lz:lr]l:; cicadas
the Iisten announcing
. the first stars
windm ] of the coming night
silence
Where are I have heard it said w';ﬁrema’e
you, my that there are prophets you, I 1;
people? crying in the wilderness, people:
and now | know this deep
" in my heart! |
am But am
waiting it's listening
for not for
you! easy, you!
the life
of the

prephet!



