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    Dedicated to my beautiful, remarkable, indefatigable, visionary wife; without whom there would be no second chance. 
You are the tallest sunflower in the sprawling field of earthly delights. 

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
"To live is the rarest thing in the world. 
Most people exist, that is all."
 
Oscar Wilde
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The cold lonely truth Is you can read this poem

any way you want.

It can wind its wet, thick cord of phrases around your trunk, until your eyes threaten to ripen like purple grapes




You can let these lines pull you beneath the subterranean train depot of abandoned lost causes

or let them flatter and suck you dry, the way only a life given




to being a soldier defending the status quo can.

Or, like me, you can sit in a chair on a clear, cool night

ogling the stars and the immense shape of

the ineluctable

yet unattainable heaviness

––––––––
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of what's past them and let these lines circle your pounding head

like hawks buzzing in peach trees threatening to remind you of a woman who




despite herself left these lines to seduce you


the way her smell and throaty, hoarse laughter did

a clearly-bubbling mountain stream, 

flowing over rock and spirit

leading, finally, to a sea of forgotten opportunity

Is it any wonder I sleep away these nights

surfing lines, paragraphs, and the frothy-pauses breaking them into waves, riding this poem,

still struggling to forget how these lines and their author,

for a few miserable moments, 

carried me somewhere

more private, intimate, close, warm,

almost-home?

YOU DON'T HAVE TO SCREAM Alone

Twisting in the pine and menthol-cool November wind
an abandoned crow-ravished scarecrow
pantomiming a slow, underwater waltz
of corn and wheat and straw-smelling rot
is like everyone I know;
lulled to a slow-burn sleep
left to decompose by their dreams
(who hung them up for all to see
as the hollow marionettes they always were). 
Everyone; shriveled, sunken, sad
deluding themselves through daily digressions
spiraling into ever-deepening chasms; lost, alone; 
veins of straw, eyes of coal. 

Where is my family now? 

Are they tied to stakes, being incessantly raped by anonymous winds
screaming for an audience
who can only hear the crow's caw? 

Payback
Curled on the sofa 
into a feline-fetal, "S" position
Kathy wept 
with violent jerks, running nose 
eyes shut tightly as clenched fists
clutching her breasts with shaking hands.
I could no more touch her 
than I could hold her soul against mine. 
But I could feel her soul; 
as if it were a tiny gray cloud over a vast ocean. 

I let her sob uninterrupted there, 
raining over that eternal expanse of sea and solitude. 
I left, never bothering her again; 
content with my prune-soul 
and admirable martyrdom. 
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