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For Dianne


INTRODUCTION

 


With this second publication of the Monkey Mind
series, the momentary capture of wandering thoughts continues, a
salute to the freedom of "why not?"

 


This collection is bookended by the formality of
Tanka and Haiku poetry, but between those two pieces it ambles
along, pausing for a bit of anguish in "White room," some nonsense
in "Turkeys," the found in "Spare parts: concrete delusion," with a
few other stops along the way.

 


I hope that the work in this collection provides a
diversion from whatever is on your mind.


Poems

 


Opening tanka

Hanging on

Intemperate joy

Meeting for the first time

Once

Feels like a spell

Spare parts: concrete delusion

What remains of Maya

World traveler

Quantum song

Spare parts: intent unknown

Warrior cook

Third rail

Not dreaming

Hard edge

Turkeys

Urchin

Coming to terms

Your virtuous ping

White room

Salt-free diet

What a candle am I

Compulsion revulsion

Closing haiku

 



Opening tanka




I would follow you

across a rickety bridge

under the red sun

our shadows seek their escape

to dance among the willows


Hanging on




I'm staring at the wall

where the picture once hung,

the one we found at the gallery

on a pier in some seaside town –

we pretended to know about art,

using words like composition

and abstract expressionism,

but we didn't fool anyone.

 


We hung it on the biggest wall in the house
–

it felt like it had always been there,

exuding a serenity, a clarity

that neither of us possessed but wanted,

at times it was inspiring,

a reminder of what could be,

pigments of possibility

captured on canvas.

 


But those were no more real

than our own artistic pretentions,

the colors fading with each day,

all conception lost or simply misplaced

over the years, we barely noticed

how it receded into the wall,

leaving an apologetic outline,

some unformed thought of what was.

 


Until one day we took it down,

uncovering a patch of color,

the residue of an idea

that hid behind this incarnation of us,

who wait to be taken off our wall,

and placed in the attic,

one day to be discovered, dusted off –

raised up and acknowledged once more.


Intemperate joy




Rail against the random

house

the promises of

all, if not more

 


Cherish ephemeral

moments

that linger long

enough to leave a footprint

 


Reject the clever

names

etched in ebony

sanded and glossed

 


Embrace smirks, tears, outraged

epithets

the quiet perfection

of no expectations


Meeting for the first time




The world changed today,

shifting my arc of possibilities

just a degree or so,

 


imperceptibly significant:

an existential nudge,

a cosmic trifling,

 


significantly imperceptible:

a newborn's smile,

a fleeting zephyr,

 


and with this change

I felt a trace of hope –

but just for a moment,

 


and with this change

I felt a hint of despair –

but just for a moment,

 


and in that moment

I suffered the elation of your love

and the misery of your rejection,

 


the new boundaries

of what might become

our discordant affection.


Once




We once launched rockets into space,

three, two, one – lift-off!

First they were unmanned,

but then we all got on,

held in place by g-force,

pinned through the abdomen,

removed from the killing jar,

held up to the light,

examined by some sentience

that (not who) wondered,

What do these do?

What purpose do they serve?

 


We once played games,

one, two, three – red light!

If you moved, you were out,

banned forever,

hydrogen stripped from your molecules,

fissures spreading between your cells,

making you drift away

in all directions at once,

from all you thought you knew,

until you wonder,

What do I do?

What purpose do I serve?

 


We once made ice cream,

no numbers could describe it!

Not two, not three, not one numeral –

just a sensation that enveloped

our tongues, our being,

in an endless stream of celebrations

that are no longer observed, like
rockets,

or understood, like games,

leaving nothing to do,

no purpose to serve,

how it was always destined to be,

once we learned to count.


Feels like a spell




Passing shadow

Lasting night

Hunger forward

Mortal fright

 


Light is thwarted

Vaunted dark

Wicked purpose

Grim and stark

 


Tale of terror

Peril nigh

Stories linger

Whispered lies

 


Distant horror

Cries that bind

Crimson flower

Haunted mind
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