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Some men, if they are not lying about it,

have a gift for the road,

as a tree has a gift for soil and sun; 

a bird a gift for the air; a trout a gift for clear water.

If they are not lying about it, these men have a gift

for ramblings of colorful consequence. 

Perhaps the road recognizes those men 

who are her natural-born subjects and rewards only them with travels yielding stories of adventures and misadventures that never tatter and fade from 

retelling, and grants only to them, her chosen ones, 

admission into the hidden places where 

worldly mysteries are formed.

If that is so, then clearly 

I am a foreigner from some other duchy,

not entitled to such benefits,

for although the road winked and lured me, she reneged, 

delivering only weary wanderings 

devoid of adventure, empty of captivating tales; no highways to glorious destinations—only years of following tangled detours 

and dead ends until even the route home was lost,

and I could find only a trail leading back

to a vestige of home. 

But, if they are not lying about it,

some men have the gift—if that’s what it is.  

Or maybe,

the road was lying to them, too—giving them nothing, wrapped as something, which they accepted 

without recognizing the fraud.

I think that maybe this is so, and that most of them

are liars—to themselves as well—and that 

the road is the biggest liar—and biggest thief. 

If so, then for me, 

that learned is at least wisdom purchased, 

though priced for a fool.
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I muttered,

as man alone mutters,

a thought that broke free

and spoke

a joke, born whole.

I laughed,

as a man alone would laugh at

a joke, funny in its autogenesis.

Then I was again quiet,

as a man alone is quiet.
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At Sea
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I have never been to sea,

but I think I can know why

a man will sail out alone in a vessel so small, 

and wager that he’ll make no errors during his trespassing that the sea will discover and punish,

so that he may sail far into a moment, 

purged and pure,

and hold himself within that moment 

for as long as the sea allows, for as long as 

he can resist the pull of

those things of the land,

so that he can imagine that he is free,

so that he can imagine that it is still that world

where one needn’t imagine that one is free,

so that he may endeavor to remain in that

long moment until he is part of it

and need no longer imagine that he is free.
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Squirrels
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Through the window, he watched the two squirrels chase one another through the branches of the walnut tree, then leap to the silver maple and down again to the ground. He supposed that they were two of the regulars that always worked their way through the neighborhood in search of an easy meal—pieces of bread or sometimes a quartered apple that he would toss out for them. He’d given up trying to tame them enough that they wouldn’t run if he stepped out onto the porch. He would have liked to sit outside and watch them, but they always ran. They amused him, but they would never be his pets, nor could they ever be his companions, as a dog could be a companion. But he had resolved not to get another dog. A pup would outlive him; an old dog would not. At least the squirrels were there for him to watch. They would come, and they would go, and their mortality was their unseen concern. They would suffice.
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Autumn
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Beginning always with a vague promise

of something,

something good, 

something new,

a mere hint,

as fickle and unreliable

as a promise from a teenage girl,

but it always arrives with a promise.

And I always believe, like a child doubting Santa Claus,

though with a lingering,

maybe.
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The Hyena Ascendant
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My eyes narrow and harden, my heart rages, 

at seeing the hyena now ascendant over the lion 

who, uncertain now, steps back

at seeing the vulture admiring its reflection in 

the dead rhino’s eye

while the cringing rib-pickers, 

the satiated scavengers, grow fat 

and round as a dung beetle’s ball.

They are too proud now for darkness 

as they fade their shame in the daylight 

until the coming hour when the roar of an heir 

to the great ones, of blood, or of spirit, scatters 

them again into the black of their moldy dens.
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