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On the sands of wildwood, n.j. 
 as I search again for diamonds
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Yesterday I found her,
hiphuggers hip hugging,
halter halting,
chasing breakers in the wind
After smiles,
we had know each other for years
Hand-in-hand we trod the butterfly tracks
tracing elusive flutters
through the afternoon jungle,
tripping lightly
on the tracks of other beasts
The moon startled us later,
invading our private world
and proving us only people:
damp sand was diamond in the night
and her breasts were dusted
with America's ransom
Breakers broke before the dawn,
waking me gently,
she held my hand one last time,
and was gone
as they sun played fairy godmother
to the pumpkin sand
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Fleeing With the Wind


[image: ]


Fleeing with the wind, once again escape, 
finding deep comfort in the big, burly machine, 
I leave behind a dead past 
Tears, once swept away by flowing wind, 
are behind me, too here, 
now, there is only me 
there is only my cycle: 
the world flows past my here and now 
and I am all I want to be 
Ahead in the mists of time, 
riding the black and white ribbons
of the future, 
guarding me against the high side somewhere 
there, a companion for me, 
somewhere, another cycle 
But for now 
my machine controls the world 
and brings the countryside to me 
at my bidding 
as on I ride, 
seeking to keep what I have 
and seeking that future 
which will let me be me 
—For DKB 
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Rain

[image: ]


Always echoes of former thoughts
come driven by the storm 
lost thunderings of some past love
rumble in the night dreams, 
sounding fully in gentle words: 
sand and sun are the time for fun ... 
rainy days are like decaying ways 
reminding that once the past was good 
and might be great 
while soaking things through 
with present tense 
and warning of future floods 
To 
or not to?
That is the only question 
ten thousand raindrops 
ask it in the night 
sounding always echoes
of former things 
—For LSC 
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Catkiller
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Slipshod they came on solar winds 
and ancient flame 
Windjamming columbus from earth to moon 
and back again 
with sticky sweet words and photofeet 
A kangaroo leap, it landed them shyly 
on the maiden 
whose gray and orange cherry they sought 
for their hungering bookminds 
and catkiller 
What, they? 
Yes, they, the Apollonauts 
swept to the other half of their home 
on a dead man's dream 
and a German's thundering memory: 
V-twoing to fame they went 
like Spaniards after gold 
they searched the cold and native rock 
Backstepping and pocketminding 
satisfied by narcissus, 
they waited awhile then, 
until fed by catholic desire 
to fill the universe but 
finity pleading the 
pushed progeny and prodigy 
upon the starry road, 
chancing again the blackness 
Woebegone were those first mars marring, 
warring betwixt and between 
still slipsliding up the downwell 
gravity being the wish shining 
at the bottom; 
to fall redly to the surface; 
blushing and cussing the almost air 
they swept away to be ashes to ashes, 
dust to dust, but not here: 
they died on lonely Mars 
Kangarooing again their dust to reclaim, 
and display, and praise the desire 
rescue came five circled Earth's 
too late 
and explored Deimos 
the highpoint of the mission 
Satan's home was in the north, and 
magnetically and gravitationally 
they found that cool 
by lightbending and other tricks of stones 
they did it 
they were gone upon some other place 
than the nine brothers and some 
provided: 
unnamed except by vague Vespuccis 
whose compasses found no known 
lattitude or longitude 
Around they went, magellanically, 
touching cloud and cloud, 
bound somehow to return 
to the distant poor earth, 
to the dirt of home 
! symetrically crying 
that sunloosed escape meant galactic freedom 
they looked for the key that was lost 
burning in the heart cluster 
ofthe heart cluster ... 
Oh did they flame their way to the middle missing 
heaven 
for heaven is found motionless like 
Gods they searched the void full 
to find the truth 
Oh Apollo, they found it! 
Footsteps on the photo, 
they found it! 
not peace and quiet they found to be the way 
but pushing and shoving ... 
Leaving Sidhartha behind, they left, 
our future fathers, 
blowing out of this untimely place 
to another, where they still seek the other side 
of another wall, 
attempting to find that final truth: 
somewhere there being truth, 
and elsewhere, 
perhaps 
another 
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Triggerman
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No flags stand at half-mast for him, 
such things are not to be 
His history, long and complex as it is remains 
untold in the news: 
who notes that the dead man's father 
sold ice cream? 
Why no flags at half-mast? 
Can no one see the courage? 
I see it now: 
we celebrate the general 
for his efficiency and excellence
for his knowledge of killing ways; 
the rich man we celebrate 
for the rich things he does, 
but Albin, lonely Albin 
was celebrated not at all 
Now he is over, like a play 
that no longer brings laughter 
to the playhouse 
his last act had no audience: 
the critics failed to attend 
No flags stand at half-mast for him 
and only three or four people 
could even muster tears 
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The New Year Song
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I 
The new year has yet to reach this point on my Earth, 
already the Christmas tree has lost 
most of the green needles 
they fall constantly at the slightest excuse,
but the Christmas tree is 
dead, dead, dead 
since we chopped off its roots
to mock beauty for a fortnight 
in our empty living rooms 
II 
New Year is not yet here 
everyone is waiting to get drunk, 
tonight is the night to forget all past Christmas trees, 
and try to recall her name, 
that little bitch who left you 
hurry, New Year, hurry 
our past comes too close to us 
it almost catches us in the night dreams:
I find me in the night 
almost remembering her name
almost I remember the dream 
III 
New Year, when it comes 
will be another excuse to mourn there
is no forgetting, 
and the baby year comes in diapers 
while the ancient year dies it 
dies, do you hear? 
Like the Christmas tree 
the ancient year has been chopped dead 
since it came into our living rooms, 
that ancient year has been caught 
by the past, almost 
and the baby born tonight 
will kill the old codger, 
memories will fall from him 
like the dead green needles 
on the dead green Christmas tree, 
teaching that all that is new is not green 
and all that is green is not fertile 
IV 
The New Year is nearly upon us now 
it is alive till it reaches us: 
we chop it down to
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