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  I


  
 


  Afterlife






  Late nights like unopened letters


  the fold coming unstuck


  from this one in the moist air


  the message made prescient


  by the way in which a wave


  lifting from the surface of itself


  could be lifted further


  enough to reach into it and grasp


  from under its erratic stars


  the unwritten hour before dawn


  






 


  A Second Time






  Time stops where the vision


  left off and the miracles began


  the freak fall of snow


  storm that opened the inner door


  then the front and back until


  the walls turned deep red


  home was not where home was


  the hallway an impossible wind tunnel


  for the swarm you left behind


  the portal by chance still open


  







 


  Reverdie






  Climbing over the gate into a garden


  for residents only or so it says


  being the perfect place to notice


  a green thought gaining ground


  from underneath the dreams


  I bring with me which seem to have


  more reality than can be accounted for


  I hold the key to this privacy


  to pursue once again the magical study


  of the happiness nothing escapes


  






 


  Sunday






  The smell of sunlight on river-water


  in shocks and tints ruins the calm mirror


  of sleep and the disciplines of the dark.


  The pushy oars of rowers dissemble and mark


  the surface leaving a trail of peacock eyes


  in their wake while half-asleep in the ultraviolet


  I almost believe in the skys huge blue terrace


  trembling. Ive seen you shield yourself from this


  fabulous Chaos the day springs on us,


  dreaming yourself awake in fits and starts.


  






 


  Night Vision






  Back you go to the late hours work


  of the sound of the night


  against where you live your life


  within a whereabouts unknown.


  But now her dance like no other


  includes you, knew you all along


  for how you keep time, the elegance


  of the way you move slowly at first


  across the room, then gathering the dark,


  then brave in the doorway of her arms.


  






 


  Rooms of the World






  At the ancient inn


  by the side of the road


  where its said


  the rolling hills speak


  of labyrinths unlocking


  interiors of detail


  these five keys behind glass


  each giving a password


  for another world


  turn by themselves


  






 


  Anonymous






  For the sake of the old ways


  I lean over the footbridge


  and compose in my mouth


  a lyric of saliva for the water


  seeing my face fragment


  then disappear recollecting


  itself again as the bridle path


  becomes the spine


  of a well-thumbed volume


  written by no one


  






 


  Snow






  As though it had waited all year in the wings


  of a sleep-eyed white angel to fall


  and did so in an hour, assured of its own


  answerless light cast across the garden,


  while ice crystals melt from the bright lettering


  upheld in the trees overnight,


  everything is lost to the rivers deep lay


  and to the low note sustained in its shadows,


  the roads give and take nothing,


  and you cant get home, although youre home.
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