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ABSOLUTION

The flowers are beginning to look like
you.

Each day you have run your fingers through
their roots

And now one sticks your tongue out at
you.

Another bats your eyes. A third

Leans back and strokes your double chin.

You stare horrified as another pulls your
hair

Down about your forehead. Furious,

You try to pry your fingers out of the
soil.

Contentless pain shoots into your arms and
the fingers stay.

Flowers lace the shoes on your feet,

Others sprout your Sunday gloves. Your
toes

Have crawled clandestinely into dirt.
Flowers

Lovingly snap your knees, bend your neck.

The garden smirks at you and produces

At each appropriate place the lines of your
skin.

By noon, your back has begun to twist after
the sun.

In the front yard, a string of petals

Is raking leaves, is eyeing your wife

Through the geraniums placed at the kitchen
window.







NOAH (i)

All afternoon you’ve been testing the
boards,

Looking for leaks, stamping the flooring in
place.

You’ve scared a quarter of the animals to
riot,

Knocked a deer, cross-mated when we
weren’t

Keeping good enough watch, into early
birth

And the mess is mine to clean when, time
short,

There are other duties. You’ve shaken the
railings

I think of every stall. I tell you,

Yes, the waters seem to be going down,

If it will save you from another fit

Of convincing me, of listing your proofs. How
many

Birds you’ve sent off in just the last two
weeks

The world will never know: your madness

I hope in a better time you and I

Will hold to ourselves; I hope

That your sons have not seen. Somewhere

In the very bottom, underneath the
stores,

There is a seepage and the must-smell

Is terrifying the deeper you go,

And we can’t get to it. You try

All the hinges on the doors,

Swing open to ocean, waves higher than
sight.

Yes, it’s been long enough. Dry land is the
desire

A man might have that his neighbor’s
grandsons

Have fertile wives. A few more days

And we’ll be slaughtering the lesser
beasts;

Neither I nor your children will forgive
you

The times you chase after their wives.

I talk often of letting the lions loose

In the underdeck, of doing anything

That would quicken us, and it’s not an idle
thought.

Close the portal and come to bed.

You’ll babble half the night of the
physics

That will leave us stranded on rock,

Yet believing is adequate for me: I’d
like

To get to sleep. You check one more deck,

Drive a new nail. All night I feel us
lowering

The waters breaking on shores, this terrible
arid

Smell, the desert everywhere, the bastard
species dying of thirst.







THE BELIEF IN
PROGRESS

There could be greatness coming.

A great people. A race that somehow

Fits more likely. A few anatomical
differences,

A few behavioral changes beyond today’s
model.

Close enough to us that one can feel

Empathy, that - could the thought be

Not quite vulgar to them - one of theirs

And one of ours might mate. A race

Of slow movements. Tall, with huge

Deep-set eyes. An ability to feel the
wind

On a face and suspect that it is wind.

Little hurry to get out of a thunderstorm

Unless there is some practical reason for not
getting wet.

An order of mind that knows that mutually

Antagonistic and necessary propositions are
generally

The normal course of events. Gracile
fingers.

An utter lack of anger. An appreciation of
line

That carries to even the most mundane, the
ugliest,

That makes senseless beauty. A full two feet
of greater

Stride than we, master of their own
numbers.

Prayers that could be public documents.

Think of them restoring the earth,
resurrecting.

Think of them looking back on us with a
reasonable

Accounting for our limitations, granting us
quaintness.

The power to create food out of air, to
make

Even the crows peaceable. The poise

To flatten the waters, to bring speech out of
trees.

Browless, but not unkind. Think of them

As free of the machine as the article once
manufactured.

Think of them passing across a table the salt.







REPORT AND SUMMARY ON THE
CAUSE AND RESULT OF THE FIRST USE OF TACTICAL NUKES

We worry the trees at hillside

May be a problem. Oak, poplar, birch,

Each stake proving a nemesis to
machinery,

Each a cover. Many will not get

To the top. The leaves are damp,

The footing will be poor. Perhaps

The ground is mined, a battery

Overlooks from the opposite slope. It is

Not that I am afraid. There must be

Some better way of putting the place

On our side of the map. The wind

Tears through gray branches. More leaves

Fall and I think even the Druids

Have given up the land. Small feet

Race ungainly on narrow paths.

Dark is coming and our small party

Is the bravest of a nation of bests.

No life is too proud to find death
mechanical:

Balloons on the board at the carnival dart
throw.

A star stumbles to the top of the hill;

The evening will be clear; the moon

Should not be far behind.

We have killed a great number of squirrels.

Splinters were more a problem than

To a man anyone expected.

The land is our land.

Go around.







THE 1938
HURRICANE

I am a mark of east and west.

From the leaning posts of my iron gate

Directions are known.

Otherwise, there are thin huts,

Shacks, houses –

All weather beaten, animal scented.

From them to get to anyplace

You must be an outsider – so they

As well as the water and trees

Seem unbearably strange.

My points are exact,

My erosion slow

And as descript as hail storms.

Who could know

Bitten by sea surge, rained out,

Coffins would float?







MAKING LOVE ON VACATION IN
HAWAII

Snow impacts on a land already subdued.

The eaves are preparing for collapse.

At the edge of the forest dark shadows

Contend for terror with the cold, the
quiet.

Groaning windows pull you to exhaustion about
the house.

The back door open, wind plays

With ice crystals in your hair. South, warm
against animal flesh,

There are rabbits, a fox curled in the hollow
of a log.

Why are you masking pride in your predatory
traits?

Crouch. Gray teeth ready themselves at the
door frame.

Your damp muzzle folds in mastery beneath
your arm.

Wake up. Wake up.







OZ

Beyond some physical point the road

Is no longer the path of Dorothy and
Toto,

But familiar dirt road. At home, the gate

Is open and through to the back door

You bound over loose foot stones.

From the window three farmhands

Leer at you, idle males, your small
anatomy

Hardly more than a mouthful. There is

So much to be done. No one complains

Of the dog, its vicious nature, its
desire

Of the cat. You twist your arms this way

And that, try to sway your hips:

The tinman, the scarecrow, the lion save
you

From the pigpen so as not to see so much

Potential go to waste. Like to like
opposed

You are the object the lady next door

Worries of. In your room, the shade

Up, the light behind you,

You undress slowly, inspect the straw

About your skin, the tin of your veins

The soft down of fur along your spine.

The farmhands take you in like a manatee,

Watching a thing cellulose, predictable,

Each of them struggling at the back row for
plot.

Your body is the wizard’s gas, the fire,

The organ voice. Inside, you seek to work

The right levers, to keep your power
intact,

To not let even the dog know that behind

Some curtains there is nothing at all.
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