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​ Morning

 


Do not say, “It is morning,” and dismiss it with a
name of yesterday. See it for the first time as a newborn child
that has no name.

—Rabindranath Tagore


 


 


​ Gilbert

 


My friend Gilbert

had the kind of face

you see on milk cartons

on rainy Thursday mornings

that puddle in your brain

without a grain of sense

or purpose but dripdrip drip.

 


Gil played games

that brought down bullies

to no-longer-larger-than-life lugs

we could look in the eye

and not cringe.

 


Gil’s games

made emperors of roaches

and elf queens of

bucktoothed, freckled girls

who are good at math

and can’t sing.

 


Gil’s thoughts

entered me like garlic

and permeated blood

and lungs and skin,

reeking and lusty of life,

lingering in the pores

for days.


 


 


​ commuter world

 


i

blurred sun fog-burns

breeze-bumped wires sway

heels crick cement stairs

shuffle-slide passengers

plaintive wait, fearing late

 

rails ring, lights shine

collective sigh from skirts,

suits, pneumatic brakes

bodies surge toward metal steps

commuters herd to windowed world

 


ii

silver snake swaying takes

slithered path through urban blight:

cracked brick, splintered glass

forgotten realm forebears built

on black backs, brogue brawn

ground to dust by dawn to dusk

smoke-choked assembly rush

 

ragweed taps smack-talk

bandana boys bright-sprayed

to catch averted eyes

and show the ghosts of us to come


 


 


​ Acies
*

 


Across the corridor

from our meek bovines,

the hand-licking

pups with hooves,

lay the battlefield.

Avian territory.

 


One never approached

the paltry poultry unarmored.

Tall, thick boots,

sturdy hood,

muffler even in summer

gave slender protection

from their most

wicked weapons.

 


Those bullet-like

beaks batter

shin and shank.

Talons tear hair,

flay flesh.

Crisp pinions

score skin.

 


Toxic droppings

strangle and gag,

lunge for the lungs

like mustard gas.

 


In a cloud of

dung, dust, and down

I’d dive for nests,

quick and deft

in my theft

as a Prague pickpocket.

Basket packed,

I’d beat a retreat,

shed my sweaty gear

and skip off

to second grade,

where no one knew

my secret identity:

 


Regina Ova.**

 


 


* Latin for “battlefield.”

**Latin, meaning “Egg Queen”


 


 


​ Light in the Strong Hand

an air traveler’s hymn

 


Light in the strong hand

that holds me, I fold

into the morning sky with joy.

The silver bird that pulls

my foot from Terra

holds no terror now,

for my soul is like

soft, pink fetal flesh

floating in liquid love.

 


Underneath, around, about,

solid spirit weaves

a web unseen:

I am enmeshed in a sheet

of shimmering care.

No ill can harm me there—

neither height nor fear

of bottomless air.

 


I am light

in the strong hand

that holds me,

that knows not strain

nor wear. My master,

who clove the night from day

is firmer than my clung-to

home of clay.


 


 


​ Gladstepping

 


Sun sears scarlet

‘midst rosy clouds.

Birds chirp cacophony:

adieu to orange autumn

as they wing their way

toward equator.

 


A crackling path

my fleet feet make

this merry morning.

My infant heart

toddles in gratitude

for rose chirp, rust crunch,

for hip, knee, heel, and toe

that let me go

stumbling, lisping,

fists grasping

good gifts from Abba.


 


 


​ Graham at
St. Stephen’s

 


Guitars and bass weave

a smooth jazz tune

as the people pass the peace.

There, in the fourth row,

a tall man, ginger-blond,

hugs the untouchable spinster,

feeble Miss Fraley.

A palpable surge of energy

lights the air around him

as he sneakily tucks a twenty

into the pocket

of her moth-eaten

tweed coat.

The gift pulsates at her hip

like a beating heart,

thrumming with holy hope

and love.


 


 


​ Playing presto

 


When the last chattering

congregants drift away,

Bob takes his place

at the piano.

He kicks off sensible shoes,

rolls shirtsleeves

up sinewy forearms,

opens his scarlet-spined

score, pausing to study

ant-armies

of notes that march

across the pages.

 


A door creaks, and a new

congregation shuffles in:

downcast brown faces,

frowsy, soiled clothes.

The air thickens

with perspiration,

a baby’s shrill cry.

Gazes glassy with misery

rest a spell on the piano man.

 


Behind thick lenses,

Bob’s downturned,

myopic eyes unfocus.

His digits blur as they churn

oceanic octaves

of black and white.

He has left this sanctuary

and his own coat-hanger body

to trip among motes

of harmonious light.

 


This is all

he has to give.

Not a warm space,

safe from the mean streets.

Nor jobs for folk

who “ain’t had much schoolin’

but we real hard workers.”

Nor a quick cure

for the vein-snaking

hunger for junk.

 


All he has is notes,

tripping, tickling the air,

filling the room

with a voice of elven joy.

A sliver of fine pie

for minds too full

of ugly.

 


It’s not nearly enough,

he knows, hoping

somehow that the song

rippling from his fingertips

will be a dappled fish

to be blessed, divided,

passed till they are filled

for today.
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