
The Eye of Winter

		Walking the woods, we tread bright frozen ground.
What once was a pond, freezing inward from edges,
		has become an irised eye of ice, staring through trees

into a silver sky. The lidless eye of winter glares from the forest
		floor, and that cold gaze regards dubious clouds.

				Beneath our boots, snow creaks, but ice is silent,
oak leaves beneath and one frozen within. Only one eye
		opens where water pools within a crease of leafless trunks

rising from frozen earth. Nearly naked limbs allow light to fall
		on the places darker in summer, and now, the eye of winter
stares into an amplitude of stars, glimmers as we reflect on ice

		from a day of wandering steps in a place the path is lost.
Limbs bow, and twigs topple into this unblinking frozen eye
		peering into the universe. Silence is the sound of winter,

				and there is no color in these circles and no vision
in the eye of winter, even with everything to see in the direction

we rarely look, up to the light, up to the bending of rays
		into colors that blind us, up to the ringing sky
				shielding us from all we are meant to see.


Our Little Piece of Sky

We drove our little piece of sky home and parked it in front
of the house. Blue as the day is long, that little piece of sky
shone at the curb beyond the brilliant emerald of the berm.

If a road is a river, our little piece of sky was a raft launched
for travel on a massive, mud-muscled surge between clouds
and the current. Wind rocked our little piece of sky, and rain

illuminated the curves. Our little piece of sky burned beneath
the sun, silvered in the moon, and sparked among the stars.

If there were a valley and a bay to reflect on, our little piece
of sky was a mirror and a mind made to reverse the vista.
If there were a forest, our little piece of sky hummed among

the crowns and limbs and leaves. If there were mountains,
our little piece of sky edified pinnacles and peaks. Aimless

aboard our little piece of sky, we allowed the flow to bear
us resolute in the direction we knew the future lay, no regrets
at a constant southerly compass, no reverence for the great

wheels on vessels toiling upriver toward the inexplicable,
and no fear for the imminent delta, or for the sudden gulf,
or for the broken, breaking sea that overcomes all that comes.


Luminaria on Wellesley Drive: Albuquerque, 1978

for Judith L. Florence

When the luminaria were lit, the eve began, the dark part
		at least, beneath stars and stubborn illumination

from the night. Luna was in the sky, a bright face glum
with reflections of the luminous eclipsed by the turning
of the world. On the sidewalk were brown paper sacks

bottomed with river sand from the south valley, burning
		candles within casting a glow of gold on snow,
while the light of the stars looks electric, cold and chaotic. 



		Every last breath drifts into blue, deep and sparked
with old light. If the night were mine, I’d carry the title
to darkness with my hands in my pockets, but my fists

are knotted on nothing, and the sky lifts my eyes to look
		through the clouds from my mouth and see the cold,
universal turning that will end the eve, the winter, the world. 

All I know is love dies as every voice and vision passes,
and days grow lighter or darker as seasons come and go,
and since I know that, I know all will end, even eventually

me. The street is empty with moon and candles and snow
and stars, and with all that light, there’s nothing I can’t see.


A Million-Dollar Bill

on hearing of the incident in North Carolina

Nobody at Wal-Mart knows anything about the really high
denominations of bills. After all, those red-jacketed losers
work for minimum wage, and they probably never even saw
a hundred-dollar bill. I have. They’re real pretty, especially
those new big-head Franklins. A million is a magic kid-dream,

like “I wish I had a million dollars.” There must be a bill for that
beautiful number, so I made one for me. The one thing I can do
is draw, so I got some green ink-pens, measured a piece of paper
with a dollar, and went to work. I copied numbers and signatures
from the one I had and added all the warnings, seals, and capital

Latin quotes. I traced lines and designs, every word: “This Note
is Legal Tender for All Debts, Public and Private.” That sounds
official. I even used Bill Gates in the portrait. Who else, right?
The face and backside took me a month of Saturdays to finish,
but when you’re making something valuable, you take your time.

Plus, you know, the wife and kids were driving me crazy, five kids
dragging me to soccer games and malls and drive-thru windows
all the time. And I always need to keep a little peace with the wife
or at least hold life down to a dull roar. Now, folks will be joking
about that. One reporter said a million is like me and my family,

one trailed by a bunch of zeroes. Funny. At the store, I needed
to spend enough to make the bill convincing, so I loaded the cart
with a microwave oven, thirty or forty rolls of toilet paper, some
toothpaste, dog food, a gross of Pampers, and some new DVDs,
Ocean’s Eleven, The Great Train Robbery, and  The Italian Job.

The wife’s been wailing for years for a new vacuum cleaner,
so I picked up one of those, too. When I got to the check-out,
I handed over that beautiful bill, green with patience and promise,
and while the cashier held my work up to the light, I stood there
in line, grinning, thinking about all the change coming my way. 


Notes

 Cleaning Up After the Storm is an epithalamion for Joella and Steve Arment, who were married on August 23, 2014. 

 A Festival of Crescents: During a solar eclipse, the image of the sun is refracted through any narrow opening between the light and the ground, where the varying shapes of sun appear as the eclipse progresses. My friend Andrew Ehrmann pointed out these images, seen on the sidewalk by the hundreds through the wind-tossed limbs of a tree, and stopped me in my tracks. 

 For the Anniversary of My Death: This is a homage that begins by adopting and adapting the first line of W. S. Merwin’s famed poem of the same title. 

 Hart Crane’s Borrowed Raincoat: This fine line is from Jim Harrison’s poem “North American Image Cycle.”  Hart Crane, author of the classic American poem sequence The Bridge, committed suicide by leaping overboard from the deck of the steamer  Orizaba on April 27, 1932.

 Man Overboard: This poem is based on the painting  Man Over Bord by Norwegian painter Christian Krohg, which was completed in 1905 and, confusingly, shares the same title with a number of the artist’s other canvases, perhaps originally a series. The painting to which I refer depicts seven men at table in a ship’s galley at the moment another crew member announces the news.

 The Word-Swallower: I’m a great lover of carnivals, and my eye gravitates to stories about them. Once, as I read a list of performers, I misread “the sword-swallower.”

 A Million-Dollar Bill: In December, 2011, a man was arrested for allegedly attempting to purchase goods at a Lexington, North Carolina, Wal-Mart using a million-dollar bill of his own design.
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