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       1I don’t know when it stopped


       2There are sounds, smells and tastes


       3It seems that I must have gone


       4As I write another poem


       5As I watch the television my eyelids grow


       6It is a short distance between here


       7I listened to my mind laughing


       8My brain is thick like too old oil


       9I trip over twisted vines


      10Sitting on a curb comforting the afternoon streets


      11She called me on the phone


      12I wonder, when Sand dollars grow


      13I have been instructed that to practice the way


      14Resting in an afternoon dream


      15I wonder if you will appear tonight


      16As I worked in the garden


      17I stood directly in front of you


      18I want to drive my truck fast


      19Growing up in Western Pennsylvania


      20When I want to talk with you all night


      21I taste tears of confusion


      22The past can look through me


      23I make noises to sit quietly


      24I have been sitting in front of the wall


      25Listening to the sound of the highway


      26Sitting together with heaven


      27I went for a walk in a gentle gulf rain


      28I have the experience over and over and over


      29Aching to the bone roots


      30I was walking high in the mountains


      31Truth listens to know one


      32Through the transference of heavy


      33Sometimes the weather comes


      34In the intimacy of reflection


      35Early this afternoon, I checked the caller ID


      36As darkness approaches


      37There are certain natural laws


      38Did you ever watch electricity fighting


      39Winter days always reach


      40Today I went out into the backyard


      41I approach some unseen barrier


      42Thought moves delicately


      43I lay on the couch wondering


      44When I censor myself too sharply


      45You spoke to me, asked to hear


      46I belong to grief


      47Still, quiet, even the Gulf of Mexico


      48Rest is often too concentrated


      49The youngest of us all have experienced danger


      50The shapes that surround me


      51Dreams possess the smell of confinement


      52We are not close to people


      53A car door slamming


      54What is this thing that we call love


      55Is it likely that once found


      56It is in the dark places


      57You said that you wanted to know


      58I can yet only celebrate


      59Most people I know don’t like poetry


      60I sit here alone


      61I was cruel when I was younger


      62Getting up from sitting


      63Empty hearts, steaks on a grill


      64I was thinking about my mother


      65When I die I would like you to cry


      66Where am I in the tree of evolution


      67Random thoughts appear


      68There have been those moments when death


      69My life is filled up with details


      70I stood in the hall outside
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      I


      don’t


      know


      when it


      stopped,


      this


      scratching


      inside


      my skin,


      or if


      it indeed


      is just


      resting—


      I wander


      around


      town streets


      paved


      with their


      emptiness,


      a shared


      kinship—


      I sit under


      A street lamp


      looking


      into


      a pothole,


      committing


      to an act


      of concentration,


      I


      touch


      the aching


      of 1,000


      years


      of loss;


      confronted


      by


      wide eyes


      disappearing


      into


      surf,


      slipping beneath


      the


      sea,


      held


      in its


      depths


      far from


      my view,


      never to be


      touched


      again


      in loving


      embrace


      except


      in


      day dreams


      and


      nightmares,


      I


      cry—


      if only


      I


      had been


      a stronger


      swimmer.
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      There are


      sounds,


      smells


      and tastes—


      traces of


      you


      floating


      all through me,


      poking


      at my skin,


      my memory,


      my sensations,


      and as I


      sit still


      in the movement


      of thought


      I can smell your hair


      and


      around the


      corner of my eyes


      catch a glimpse of you


      smiling.
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      It seems


      that I


      must have


      gone


      for a walk


      last night


      in the quiet


      cold


      of Thoreau Street—


      It seems that


      I could hear your shadow crying


      as it has for 10,000


      lifetimes;


      It seems as if


      I knew


      that


      you were


      somewhere


      and I just


      couldn’t find you


      so I held your


      silent breathing


      and wiped your tears


      from


      my face.
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      As I


      write


      another poem


      my mind


      whispers to me,


      that


      I can’t write,


      and when I


      write


      my mind


      continues to whisper


      that I’m


      really being


      dishonest


      because my ears


      have gone deaf


      from the insistence


      that it would


      be better


      if


      I just cut off


      my fingers,


      and so by


      writing


      I risk


      looking foolish


      and I risk


      amputation;


      all of this is


      wrapped up


      in my want


      to create


      the perfect


      image,


      the one that


      will show


      the glow of you


      and yet all


      that


      pours out of


      me are


      melancholic


      memories of


      sitting


      on the couch


      together


      watching


      the onset


      of an


      ice age.
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      As I watch


      the television


      my eyelids grow


      weary of


      the blue glow,


      they decided,


      without my consent


      I might add,


      to leave the room—


      they did, however,


      provide a subtle


      invitation


      to me


      that


      I could


      accompany


      them;


      after some


      very weak attempts


      to persuade them


      not to go


      I accepted


      their decision


      to leave


      and decided


      to go with


      them—


      I reached with my


      left hand,


      index finger extended


      and pressed the off button on the


      remote,


      the magical box


      that controls


      the blue


      light


      and


      was abruptly


      plunged into


      darkness,


      resting, sleeping,


      visiting


      all of the various realms that exist


      behind closed


      eyes—


      after a period


      of quiet


      I heard a soft voice


      singing;


      with my


      closed eyes


      I looked around


      for the source,


      I wandered through


      many spaces


      in my attempts


      and in the end


      I was unsuccessful,


      so I simply returned


      to the couch


      pulled the blanket up


      around my chin,


      tucked my feet under


      a large pillow


      and allowed myself


      to just feel


      the comfort


      and at some point


      just before daylight


      I had the thought:


      “perhaps we will meet


      somehow again


      in the special light


      of the night realms.”
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