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INTRODUCTION

 


I find introductions to be daunting, similar to the
small talk that's required at the onset of a party attended mostly
by people you don't know. It requires something from me that I'm
not particularly good at, whereas the poetry and stories I write
have a much lower bar, as I create them mostly for myself.

 


When an idea crops up, I explore it, and if things go
well, the idea ends up becoming something I find to be interesting.
When it doesn't, no loss, I'll revisit it down the road and maybe
salvage what's there or reimagine its original intent. The ones
that I decide to publish, I hope are enjoyed by others, but if I'm
being honest, that's a secondary concern.

 


Unlike my few previous collections, I attempted this
time to work with an organizing principle in mind. My own questions
about certain experiences and events, both big and small, seemed
like fertile ground, as they tend to be subjects that I've never
completely, or sometimes, even partially, understood. If the result
of that, in the form of this collection, provides a moment of
introspection or just an escape from the everyday, than this effort
has been a success. If not, well, hey, it's free.
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Adrift




I stand in isolation, surrounded

by the churning infinite,

gravity, restless

and uncertain,

ebbs and flows,

thoughts, once resolute,

have lost all weight,

my reflections,

punctured by white caps,

swell with indifference.

 


Color exits

from my vision,

all direction

lacks destination,

this assemblage

of instance,

folds back on itself,

a collapsing wave

of hollow magnificence,

lost at sea.

 


Should the wind manifest,

I might glimpse

a future,

when this moment,

preserved by

charm of buoyancy,

finds solace.

Until then,

I must content

to float a while longer.

 



Personal narrative




Someone told a story

about me,

from years ago.

It was a good telling,

funny and nuanced,

everyone laughed.

I didn't remember

any of it.

 


There are holes

in my memory,

not due to illness,

genetic conditions,

or traumatic events

I'm trying to repress –

just blank pages,

empty rooms.

 


My wife remembers everything –

she can tell a story

about every gift we've received,

what a friend said 20 years ago,

the complete history

of each Christmas ornament,

even ones that broke,

ones we no longer have.

 


She'll ask

if I remember –

I want to, I try to,

but mostly I don't.

Sometimes,

not often,

I recall something

she doesn't.

 


When that happens,

I pile on the descriptive,

hoping it will help

her remember,

so we can both

own those moments.

Memories are better

when they are shared.

 


I want to think

I am whole,

fully functioning,

without dependencies.

The truth is different –

I am completely incomplete,

but we,

we are not.


Tuned in




Songs randomly pop in my head,

Lemon tree

My eyes adored you

Maybe I'm amazed

 


Sometimes while eating, sometimes in bed,

Spirits

Fly robin fly

Every little thing she does is magic

 


I don't know why, I don't know how,

Billy boy

Go your own way

One less bell to answer

 


All I know is here comes one now,

Jazz man

My Maria

Polly wolly doodle

 


When all is said (or sung) and done,

Am I blue?

Sarasponda

Crimson and clover

 


I dislike all these songs but one.


Sense




What if the things,

we are looking at,

are not what we think –

there is no meadow, glen, forest,

no river, creek, brook.

What if to really see the world,

we must stop looking, searching, naming.

Then the world

will truly appear,

and what we see,

we will not name.

In not naming,

there is no attempt to know,

and not knowing,

we will finally understand.
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