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			Its life-span is shorter even than that of the perishables it encloses.

			—Francis Ponge

			But salvation here? What about the rattle of sticks

			On tins and boxes? What about horses eaten by wind?

			—Wallace Stevens 

		

	
		
			MY PEOPLE

			Not having any money never made them

			think badly of the moon’s monthly vanishing.

			Besides, there was scientific expertise to be gleaned

			from beans and a slingshot squab. Also gravy.

			Their driveways were paved with coal-stove clinkers.

			An outhouse forgave all sins without confession.

			Any star that shone in the morning was a blessing

			upon them. The problem with newspapers

			was that they were owned. Coal dust seeded

			their lungs with the nights they would not live to see.

			Train whistles moaned, kindly and beneficent.

			Elsewhere was another myth they did not believe.

			Bent as he became, my grandfather found a thousand

			quarters and purchased a thousand beers therewith.

			He was thirty when he married my grandmother,

			who was not quite sixteen and loved his graceful way

			on the dance floor. My father almost finished fifth grade

			and half a century later built a grandfather clock.

			Rumor always had it there was a picture somewhere

			of the person they called “Old Man Wrigley,”

			gum magnate and millionaire. He sat right there with them,

			in the old unplumbed, foundationless, immaculate house.

			No one ever found the picture but they still believed

			the old man the relative he was claimed to have been.

			Socialists and anarchists, mostly, they disapproved

			of Democrats but despised Republicans.

			The few who became cops were forgiven. Several died

			in wars. Their graves are scattered all over

			Bluff Hill Cemetery, sometimes a husband and wife

			with a stranger, or even two, between them.

			They would not know what to make of this work

			I do, which would not seem to them like work at all.

			Three years ago, I rolled my father’s wheelchair

			to the grave of his namesake, Great-Uncle Arvil.

			Ninety-two, with Parkinson’s, my father didn’t say much

			but said, as he always said, “Shit, I hate that name.”

		

	
		
			ECOLOGY

			Study the muddy house, the salmon

			gutting it out through glacial till.

			Study the heart, which should not be seen

			but heard. Study the tree that is the child

			and the ink that makes an octopus invisible.

			Epistemologies of silence and blindness,

			suffering of common stones, the soul

			with its hardened, scaly, inevitable callus:

			study them by coyote light, buffalo magnification.

			Study the imperatives of rain and snow

			at the whim and fancy of the wind.

			Study wind as well. We will never know

			what it desires beyond the elsewhere it is going.

			Study elsewhere, the geography of strange beds

			and topographies of lips, the glowing,

			enormous, indefatigable possibilities of red.

			The sky, which is the mother of all rivers,

			must be studied, as must the river of all mothers,

			those oceans of spirit, the wells of unbelievers,

			days like buckets full, arriving one after another

			in the absence of an invisible engineer.

			Study the balusters and balustrades, wall studs

			of sedimentary stone, the skin, the downiest hair.

			Study spring grass, the planetary grave, the blood-fed

			soil of the body farm, the pentagrammatic arm.

			Study the cuticle and free margin parentheses enclosing

			pink implications, the vast concupiscent charms

			of the toes, the sleepy eye’s slow closing.

			In such time as you are given, study the house

			within the house within the house you love in.

			Know of it such portion as you are allowed,

			and return to it to die, like a salmon.

		

	
		
			BLESSED ARE

			you, faithful ravens, for staying on and saying

			through the songbirdless winter

			the Biblical syntax of your declarations.

			It is with interest I watch you excise,

			with inordinate patience, the upward eye

			of the fallen deer below the house,

			and the sight through my binoculars

			puts me eye-to-eye with you

			and the eye you eat and squabble over,

			opening now and then your wings

			in excitable Corvidae vexations,

			like a scrum of omnivorous umbrellas.

			Further plunder will require your partners, the coyotes,

			slinking even now your way, awaiting

			the night your plumage exemplifies

			and under which they will open the carcass

			for your further delectation and caws—

			a dozen mornings I imagine it will take.

			Then the snows will bury it, and many mice

			will gnaw its bones, until it emerges yet again

			from the melts of spring, a blessing for the blowflies

			and the seethe of their maggots, until the vault

			the empty brain occupied is emptied itself,

			and I retrieve the skull and hang it on my shack.

			There it will be filled with thoughts of yellow jackets.

			There it will grin its grim, unmandibled

			half smile out over the distances swallows

			troll for the yellow jackets themselves,

			and one of you will perch upon a bare rib then,

			to recite, for all the world, your ravenous beatitudes.

		

	
		
			TINNITUS

			—at the library

			The loneliness of a rank of six public

			pay phones moves me today almost to tears,

			and I wonder, dropping in my quarters,

			if you will allow this odd nostalgic

			impulse toward anachronism

			to go through. That is, if you will answer

			this morning’s call from an unknown number,

			or let it, by the cold mechanism

			of that which is called caller ID,

			be rerouted to what is known as voice mail.

			And then, on hearing your unreal voice, if I will,

			nevertheless, tell you that it’s me.

			But no, I hang up, and from the pay phone

			on the far right I call the one one slot left,

			and from the third, call the next one left,

			and from the fifth, call the sixth and final phone,

			creating as I do a carillon

			of overlapping, almost identical rings,

			disturbing the many students studying

			in this building, where no one’s home.

			As I leave, I dial you on my cell phone,

			and you answer, asking if I’ve just called,

			saying the number was strange, that you’d called

			back but heard only a busy-signal’s drone.

			Ah, love, let us be true to one another

			in almost every way, I also do not say.

			I’m at the door now, this cold and snowy day,

			thinking of the old high ways one lover

			once spoke to another, over wires,

			when a call could be a complete surprise.

			Still you ask, what is that
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