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To the People of Sun,
 That We May All Better Understand





‘If we run fast enough
The winds will not catch us.’

Beth Rollins






I




Rites of Passage


Now rock the boat to a fare-thee-well.

Once we suffered dreaming

into the place where the children are playing

their child’s games

where the children are hoping

knowledge survives if

unknowing

they follow the game

without winning.




Their fathers are dying

back to the freedom of wise children

playing at knowing

their fathers are dying

whose deaths will not free them

of growing from knowledge

of knowing

when the game becomes foolish

a dangerous pleading

for time out of power.




Quick

children kiss us

we are growing

through dream.






Father Son and Holy Ghost


I have not ever seen my father’s grave.




Not that his judgement eyes have been

forgotten

nor his great hands’ print

on our evening doorknobs

one half turn each night

and he would come

drabbled with the world’s business

massive and silent as the whole day’s wish

ready to redefine each of our shapes –

but that now the evening doorknobs wait

and do not recognize us as we pass.




Each week a different woman –

regular as his one quick glass each evening –

pulls up the grass his stillness grows

calling it weed. Each week

A different woman has my mother’s face

and he, who time has,

changeless,

must be amazed

who knew and loved but one.




My father died in silence, loving creation

and well-defined response.

He lived

still judgements on familiar things

and died

knowing a January 15th that year me.




Lest I go into dust

I have not ever seen my father’s grave.






Coal

I


is the total black, being spoken

from the earth’s inside.

There are many kinds of open

how a diamond comes into a knot of flame

how sound comes into a word, colored

by who pays what for speaking.




Some words are open like a diamond

on glass windows

singing out within the passing crash of sun

Then there are words like stapled wagers

in a perforated book, – buy and sign and tear apart –

and come whatever wills all chances

the stub remains

an ill-pulled tooth with a ragged edge.

Some words live in my throat

breeding like adders. Others know sun

seeking like gypsies over my tongue

to explode through my lips

like young sparrows bursting from shell

Some words

bedevil me.




Love is a word, another kind of open.

As the diamond comes into a knot of flame

I am Black because I come from the earth’s inside

now take my word for jewel in the open light.






Rooming Houses Are Old Women


Rooming houses are old women

rocking dark windows into their whens

waiting incomplete circles

rocking

rent office to stoop to

community bathrooms to gas rings and

under-bed boxes of once useful garbage

city issued with a twice monthly check

and the young men next door

with their loud midnight parties

and fishy rings left in the bathtub

no longer arouse them

from midnight to mealtime no stops inbetween

light breaking to pass through jumbled up windows

and who was it who married the widow that Buzzie’s son messed with?




To Welfare and insult from the slow shuffle

from dayswork to shopping bags

heavy with leftovers.




Rooming houses

are old women waiting

searching

through darkening windows

the end or beginning of agony

old women seen through half-ajar doors

hoping

they are not waiting

but being

the entrance to somewhere

unknown and desired

but not new.






The Woman Thing


The hunters are back from beating the winter’s face

in search of a challenge or task

in search of food

making fresh tracks for their children’s hunger

they do not watch the sun

they cannot wear its heat for a sign

of triumph or freedom;

The hunters are treading heavily homeward

through snow that is marked

with their own bloody footprints.

emptyhanded, the hunters return

snow-maddened, sustained by their rages.




In the night after food they may seek

young girls for their amusement. But now

the hunters are coming

and the unbaked girls flee from their angers.

All this day I have craved

food for my child’s hunger

Emptyhanded the hunters come shouting

injustices drip from their mouths

like stale snow melted in sunlight.




Meanwhile

the woman thing my mother taught me

bakes off its covering of snow

like a rising blackening sun.
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