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For Dianne


INTRODUCTION

 


The idea behind this first iteration of the Monkey
Mind poetry series is fairly simple –pursue whatever holds interest
at any given moment in time, regardless of whether the subject
lends itself to some overarching idea.

 


With that intentional embrace of the shiny object,
there is complete freedom to include poems that are serious in
their intent as represented by “Sound advice” and “We are told” as
well as inane pieces like “The wormhole in our basement” and “Ode
to rye toast.” It also allows for the inclusion of various
constructs such as the sestina form of “Night to night” and the
experimental form of “A solitude of scenes.”

 


Admittedly, even with this seemingly random selection
process in play, there are still central concepts that find their
way into this compilation, but I hesitate to elaborate because a)
it's starting to sound affected, and b) if the ideas don't come
across in the work, then providing an explanation is kind of
senseless.

 


I hope you find some enjoyment in this
collection.


Poems

 



Folklore


Dolce vino


Night to night


Sound advice


Red and white


To be liked


We are told


Chisels and ice cream


Ode to rye toast


Closing costs


Tai chi/Chai tea


Life begins


A solitude of scenes


If I knew


'13


Proper attire


9 Elm Street


Refrigerator poem


What?


Living on West Winkley


Garden state


The wormhole in our basement


The man who waves


Nebulas

 



FOLKLORE




We are the old stories,

told by the fire at night,

cherished, forgotten.

 


We are the descendants,

lineage to the first king,

the people without name.

 


We are the children,

heralds of the Silver Hand,

last voice of the battle songs.

 


We are the diaspora,

the hundred thousand sorrows,

harvest of infinite pastures.

 


We are the new world,

the housemaids and porters,

lowborn yet to rise.

 


We are the heritage,

the sacred customs,

the path to be trodden.

 


We are the new stories,

told by the fire at night,

cherished, forgotten.


DOLCE VINO




Sometimes when I look at you

I see

all of your

all of my

all of our

moments

rolled into one

universe of you and me

 


Like the time you
laughed/screamed/worried

or the time you didn't

 


So we opened another bottle

I tasted pears/oak/affirmation

created from the grapes on the cart

we saw in Certaldo

 


We said

this is who we have been

this is who we will be

this is us

 


Our life as a vintage

our life in a glass

 


Let's keep the cork


NIGHT TO NIGHT




In a tavern, an old man takes time

to sip beer poured from taps.

He leans against the bar padded with
foam

rubber, his head tilted up to the right,

watching thin layers of cigarette smoke

drift in the glow of the television
light.

 


His glasses reflect the bar light

as he looks to an old wooden clock for the
time.

He gazes down the bar through the smoke,

past the detailed handles of the taps,

and shifts his weight from left foot to
right,

his moustache wet from beer and foam.

 


It makes him uneasy, this foam,

the bartender, a friend, trying to make
light

of it, realizes it might not be right

to joke, sensing thoughts of another
time.

The old man draws on his cigarette, taps

the ash, once, twice, eyes tearing from
smoke.

 


He forgets about the bar with its smoke
–

he is standing alone, in the rolling
foam

of the sea, he hums and taps

to a tune once sung under a bright
light,

his face no longer lined with time,

listening to this song seems to feel
right.

 


The old man tenses, no longer sure he’s
quite right,

he feels sand, sees shapes, smells
smoke,

his thoughts, confused by beer and time

race through his mind, then vanish like
foam.

He’s back in the bar with the dim light,

the sounds draw him out, like dancers with
taps.

 


The bartender stops by and taps

each patron’s glass, as he always does
right

before last call, when he turns on the
light,

soon to be rid of drunks and smoke.

The old man stares at his beer, at white
foam,

Still lost in the passage of time.

 


Startled by the closing light, he imagines
he hears taps

being played one more time – he doesn’t know
if he’s right,

or if it’s just a fading memory of smoke and
ocean foam.


SOUND ADVICE




To curb anxiety

imagine

you are in a bubble,

floating to a place

of peace and safety

easily envisioned:

a pasture,

a park,

or swimming in Guantanamo Bay

where the razor wire is

visible from the shore.

The fish are as colorful

as a night in Hong Kong,

home of the tailor-made suit

you never had reason to wear –

when you're always at sea,

casual is the way to go.

 


To avoid being seasick,

lie down in the center

of the ship, as far

below decks as possible,

even if it means

going down to the boiler room

or below the missile launcher.

Try not to think

about the smell of diesel,

the machine gun nests pointing

down on Puson,

the fire control radar

in the straits of Hormuz,

the celebration of the Sandinistas

marching into Managua.

Or just stare at a fixed point,

like the horizon,

which can be hard to see

when the ocean is gray,

the air is gray,

gray like yesterday,

gray like tomorrow.

 


To plan for the future,

make a list of your goals –

use a spreadsheet if you can.

Moving entries

from one column

to another

can be fulfilling.

Or use Post-it notes –

there are many colors

to choose from.

They are fun to put on refrigerators

with all of the other lists:

appointments,

uses for duct tape,

best canned goods:

pears are nutritious –

they travel well in the bubble, where

 


I am thinking about what I am thinking.

Medical journals call this
metacognition,

advising that I should ask my doctor

if Cymbalta is right for me.

The Taoists call it the monkey mind,

instructing that I should breathe

through the Bai Hui

to grasp the sparrow’s tail.

But I am all out of chi.
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