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​The Winter Witch
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She is the poison luck 

of long dark January.

I am the apple core 

de-fleshed by sharp teeth.

She is the noon hour 

when the light is low.

She is the white muse.  

I am the crow of sunrise.

She is a birch branch spindle 

hanging as in a death.

I am the hemlock root 

shriveled in a twisted wind.

She is the long primeval valley sleeping

under a galaxy of bones and bleak truths.

I am the lies the stars tell the eyes.

She is the comfort of needles.
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​If Heaven Were a City of All White Buildings
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In Memory of Rebecca


Hatcher’s Pass, AK


I.

Under the cover of the minute hand 

of a great clock is an avalanche.

And trapped underneath the snow? 

Time: Is it so unbelievable?

The boreal owl paints the silent moon

with his song; obscured by the change

from summer milk to winter milk

those clouds are the eyelids of the night.

There have been darker days

but none so soundly sleeping.

If the raven is afoot

he has not shown himself

but the tender shoots are missing

and the coins on the eyes of the dead spent.  
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II.  

If heaven were a city of all white buildings

and the trouble of remembering

left to each soul upon arrival

there would be no contrast

between the endless snow

and the houses of loved ones

whose memories slowly vanish.

In the twisted-up fog

that covers Becky’s face

beside the window

all that falls to ground

are moments lost

by those on Earth

not terribly worried about tomorrow.
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​Sweet Sonia

[image: ]


Found poem from Father of the Four 


Passages by Lois-Ann Yamanaka, pp. 122-123. (New York: Picador, 2001).



In an alley in Pusan

a man eats by a sidewalk

where the boiling swamp cabbage

and mung bean sprouts tangle. He watches 

a frenzied dance, what looks 

like a fish head ants tread 

a winding path near. Soup steams; 

embers crackle. A dirty little boy 

tends to a small tabby cat 

distracted by the marching militia.

Roaches scatter. The little boy

is picking white maggots out

of the cat’s eye, popping worms

with one fingernail.

He sings a delirious song.
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​In Anticipation of the Summer Solstice 
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Anchorage, AK

What belongs in the city but the grime 

on the hands of the anchored man 

and the oil rig that spews what he gathers

settling deeper into the mud April left?

A lone flugelhorn told him to drop 

his own free will and sink with the lot  

of the surrounding buildings. It was 

a miner’s tune after the gold rush.

Nothing gleams quite like 

the afflicted banks of a river 

of words and in some spaces 

there is no sunset, only evening 

that lasts, and its colors that don’t 

and shouldn’t are prayers: Requiem!  

It is a new year now for the dead 

who’ve stopped counting, whose 

cowboy hearts have been thrown 

sidelong from the broncos of lust. 

The diamond roads cut by our forbearers

shine like sweet lies against the razor truth 
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of the Chugach mountains. Green of this city

is just the color of the wood that survived 

the hatchet, and a bare tree inhabits the evil spaces 

we cannot see in the damp and din 

of the untouchable mind saying:

What doesn’t kill you makes you.
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​I Dream of Making Salsa in the Himalayas
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after Agha Shahid Ali

The five of us forge a pact:

To have the words we make 

taste just as they sound

in our kitchen high up

in the Karakoram Range

and to gather the ingredients

each in bowls of carved balsam:

Habaneros aged in October sunlight

parched and soured by a cool dry wind

that sings of the monsoon’s absence

juice-red tomatoes the dog himself 

has brought in. He cares for them

gently plucked and placed on the stoop

as payment for his supper.

The important thing

is to let each ingredient

speak something no

other can. Stir.

And who will slice the onions?

Not one in five prepares 

to bear the burden.

And who shall sing a raga thanking 

Allah for what the Lord has given?

the Rasta for his sativa

the Buddha for 

the Great God Pan

O, Shahid, you’ve arrived just in time

to take this knife

from my trembling hand,

to calm the roiling

water down, to add:

Confetti peppers sizzling in oil

in a copper sauce pan, the orange

pieces bleed to pink, red to white

black beans and corn dance

between rising bubbles. We leave

them until the salted water

softens their skins.

It’s fine to let the pot boil

over, to listen to the music

the steam makes rising

but not for long. Cover.

And who will be the first to taste?

Five pilgrims hoping

to place salvation

on tongues rinsed 

in merlot and amnesia.

Many hands reach

but for a single bite

and none but Shahid

remembers to smile

when speaking the agreed upon 

invocation:

I never thanked my mother

for giving me this recipe

and it will soon be too late

to teach the ones I love.
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​Asia
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Do you see the minarets 

of Constantinople?  Do you see

her blue water? Her Black Sea? 

She has an open heart.

We traveled incognito

through Turkey via France

danced in a fountain in l’aeroport

until a constable shushed us away. 

Asia, you laughed at his ten-cent 

mustache; I tried to lift his pillbox hat.

In a mosque in Aleppo  

we walked across the blue-green tile

trampled the cuneiform script written

into each stolid brick.  

They worshipped you for a moment, 

Asia, like a storm rises.

Your curve, the shadow of a minaret 

falling to a sea where light pools 

waiting for the sky to swell. Your skin 

the lee shore of an island in monsoon.

That night, we vanished before we could be 

found in a crowd in New Delhi.  You said:

Why does the moon search for us if only 

just to deny the hour of our lingering?

We floated on streetlamp silk

to a little café where a madwoman

served us Russian vodka 

until we fell asleep.

In the morning we woke to the smoke

of street market vendors: Sprigs

of lamb on wooden skewers.

For breakfast we shared a jar of candied 

pears stolen from the governor’s secret garden.

The yellow sugar melted in your hot breath. 

Asia, you opened a window 

and walked through.
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