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WORDS 

 

 

Writing a Poem 

 
These are the fierce and frightening  
Words. Syllables that consume  
Our common waking moments 
Bite by bite  
And make them something new. 
 
Something true.  The pure 
Inner world, the blood and bone. 
Behind the stone on stone grind 
Of our toil.  Beyond food and flesh, 
Within to what we make and feel and know 
 
Lie these words.  Potent.  Powerful.  Words 
Ready to smash earth, ignite air.  Words 
Ready to cross continents.  Words  
Ready to push past the brain's barriers  
And into your most secret 
 
Hidden heart.  Beautiful 
As well as dangerous, words  
That glitter like diamonds and knives.   
Cut to the quick, delicious words. 
And they are mine. 
 

 

 



 

 

 

Marchlight 

 
Intensity grips our little hull  
of ribs. Clouds sail above, 
God riding  
 
on their backs or opening  
doors to luminous  
storm. A light full of  
 
itself, colors flinting  
like fire  
 
opal, fissuring heaven, choirs of silence, singing 
our breath away, till  
 
each thing shines, 
its own being:  
 
the coal plant  smokestacks first  
 
one and then  
 
the other, brilliantly  itself 
 
each crow a black  
maneuver 
 
stones beneath our feet, so beautifully  not  
 
their shadows. 
And we say: 
 
stonelight shed feather industry  
 
a wake of words which are–  
and can never be–  
 
what we meet.    

 



 

 

 

Conch Shells 

 
Poems are not angular 
they are concentric  
twirling conch shells 
some pontificate 
others ooze molasses 
some don’t speak at all 
sing wave tentacles 
attach everyday launch  
tomorrow. Never know 
where I am going 
when trombones play  
violins answer they 
are not dissimilar 
after all. So where 
does a poem go when 
mute with power majesty  
of the amaryllis ? 

 

 

The Secret Life of Bunnies 

 

The lovely lop ears are full of musics 
exotic, otherwise. Elephants, iguanas  
drowse in her pockets. 
 
Vigilance is a belief in doors  
that open to savannahs, archipelagoes,   
crevasses, steaming tropics of other lives 
 
fleshy and unfurred, the chance 
to wear see-though skin, to slither. 
Stars have wandered like this 
 
in helictical songs, novas, novenas, 
spiraling down a phylogenetic stave. 
Explosion is the mother of us all 
 
beautiful in her heaven of time 



 

 

blessing our fears, how they make 
a home for the terrible, the lost: 

 
Dodo in his dunce’s cap, camel’s 
exquisite thirst, bunny’s unbunniness 
crammed in secret pockets. 

 
 

Skittering  

 

I skitter about the page. 
I should do something about that - 
It sure ain’t no damn villanelle. 

 
Sometimes they waltz 
with elegance and grace,  
others skitter about the page. 

 
Scramble for position,  
idea of idea. 
It sure ain’t no damn villanelle.  

 
Plod on my partner’s foot 
trip          fall, 
I skitter about the page. 

 
I wait for inspiration, 
instead emote on a brick. 
It sure ain’t no damn villanelle.  

 
Wish I had a butterfly net. 
Should do something about that  
No villanelle skitter it ain’t, 
about the damn page I am sure. 

 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

NATURE 

 

                            

On the Way to Winter 

A villanelle 

 
I will wrap myself in colors 
making my way in autumn woods 

   dancing the spiral death of leaves. 
 
   As we age we lose our powers 
   feeling lost in darkening woods 
   I will wrap myself in colors. 
 
   The leaves I'll see as flowers 
   drawing me forth in deepening woods 
   dancing the spiral death of leaves. 
 
   No one will say she fears and cowers 
   as I walk in threatening woods 
   I will wrap myself in colors. 
 
   Beauty is just one of many powers 
   protecting me in unknown woods 
   dancing the spiral death of leaves. 
 
   Cascading light, gilding showers 
   illuminations of starry woods 
   I will wrap myself in colors 
   dancing the spiral death of leaves. 
 
 

Before Grass 

 

Where did the clouds rest? 
 How did the trees? 
 
Was it the secret song of grasshoppers, 



 

 

 breath of wild horses? 
Was it the shadow summer 
 lupines cast on a hillside? 
A dream of the wind? 
 
When it grew tall and green, 
 did grass become the language 
of stones?  Did it become 
 stalks for the rain? 

 

 

Breathless 

 

the trees are dreaming blackbirds 
listening for green rustlings 
 
hearing only the crackling 
sound of glittering ice 
 
edges intricate as Vermeer lace 
shining silver in the pale winter sun 
 
small brown birds venture 
carefully from deep shadows 
 
small steps     small sounds 
beneath the crusted earth 
 
roots and see are making 
a quiet stirring 
 
spring snow starts to fall 
whispering its own song of silence. 

 

 

Sunset Horses   

 

dance in a golden field, 
their ears held up like feathers, 
eyes blue, sometimes green,  
and in this strange light 



 

 

I want to change my skin,  
ideas about what’s possible. 
 
When dusk wind blows, 
their manes become flame, 
wild grass catches fire 
beneath their bodies, and legs   
nearly entwining, they gallop  
across purple sky.   

 

 

Blessing the Blossoms 

Not all of you will be fruit 
and yet you are intoxicatingly 
seductive seed gone to seed  
to try for the prize  
and I am with you dreaming. 
 
And who am I to bless you? 
Who am I not to bless you?   
What if it were the only thing I came for?   
 
 

Among Wildflowers 

 
When I am among wildflowers 
 woven over a mountain meadow 
 yellow, white, all the panetones of red and blue, 
 variegated, variously leaved and headed, 
 with petals, rayed, cupped or clustered, 
I am struck silent-- 
 
Where else could I go or would I 
 in these plain clothes, 
 with this boulder for a seat, 
 with these eyes? 
 
 

Pikes Peak 

 



 

 

The scrub oak in your valleys 
convert colors with the chill.  
  
Passionate hues reflect 
autumn light.  A swerve  
in scene. 
  
 Climbing, we suckle 
upon the breast, your 
flowing streams that trickle 
ice cold from your nipple. 
 
 

   Caged Light 

 
You want to control  
the seed the womb you cannot 
even master your own lust 
 
then you dismantle the children 
illegitimate you throw them 
away where they swell in shame  
and confusion and foam 
across the globe 
 
I am caged light 
you know what that means yes 

 

you do I will show you  
illegitimate dolphins and 
the bottom line of roses  
 

                                     I so want you to feel  
the caged light sing 
 
 

Moon Flower       

 
i. 

You are a seed  
Growing  



 

 

In the dark. 
 
A seed becoming a shoot  
Becoming a 
Stem in the dark. 
 
You are a stem growing and budding;  
A bud becoming a flower becoming 
A blossom in the dark. 
 
And when the blossom opens  
Petal inside petal 
Upon petal, you are full. 

ii. 
You are calling me with your white rose 
Voice, full in the velvet air of night.   
 
You are dropping your petals upon the earth 
Making night-dark stone turn bright. 
 
You are calling with your full moon 
Fire, making flames burn white, pure white. 
 
You are dropping your petals upon the sea 
Where they crest in a crash of light. 

iii. 
I hear your calling 
And this is how I answer:  I take you 
Upon my tongue, a full bloom 
 
Sacrament  moon.  I dissolve you 
In my mouth, a sweet moon-flower  
Confection. I shoot you into my blood,  
 
A rush of white-hot moon fire.  I take you 
Breath by breath, petal 
By opening petal, between my thighs 
 
Until we flower together, blood  
And body, sweat and skin, 
White and white. 



 

 

 

 

Two Haiku 

 

White moon in afternoon sky    
jet trail question--     

   spring soon? 
 
   Night in the grasslands    
   upside down over the stars 
   tasting the river 

 

 

Wild Canadian Geese 

 
Their wings sound like electricity 
 
or is it that the sound of electricity 
 
making its way through the air is like 
 
the sound of their wings 
 
 
 
as they hover for a bit, and then  
 
 glide in. 
 
 
 
 The small sizzle and hum 
 
of each muscle folding in on itself 
 
as they   
 
  m      
   and    
      w 



 

 

 
 
   their way onto the field.   

 

 

HOME  

 

 

What We Do with Winter Skies 

 

Stars lean close in a pretense of tenderness,  
darkness disguising light years.  
Some are already dead, not meaning  
the bright lies they tell, not praising  

 
the gospel of clocks. Still we know 
what they mean to us. We say, ―there’s a chair  
for a lady to sit on,‖ ―there’s a ladle 
dipped in darkness,‖ as if  

 
the sky were flat, as if we believed in  
imperiled maidens, or old women  
with hair of terrible stone. As if 
we could scoop cool water  

 
from the pools of our loneliness, 
though we understand the distances  
between us, though we’ve been told  
we are small stars exploding. 

 
 

Perhaps that too the shadow 

 

It’s hard to see how an ant colony operates. 
It’s hard to see for a poet or scientist 
what moves the herd.  The herd is one. 
It’s hard to see for an ant how a man operates 
or where he comes from or how to control 
his impulse to shuffle through town with impunity 



 

 

or how to bring him down.  But ants are in council 
somewhere there is no accountability, 
are in council as one where there is no light 

and little things can weigh heavily upon a man. 
The sky too is dark tonight, the stars small. 
Perhaps that too is the shadow of a man. 

             

             

            Story's End 

 
                Preach to me later 
                when the shrill of voices 
                screaming at the sky 
                has dimmed to silence 
                and there are no prayers 
                worth praying. 
                The story's end hangs near 
                and the choir is still singing. 
 
                Touch me later 
                when my flesh falls 
                charred about my bones 
                and we can no longer kiss 
                the darkness into morning. 
                The story hangs too heavy 
                and the lovers are still dancing. 
 
                Stop me later 
                on your way to gather seeds 
                from ashen fields 
                where nothing green remains 
                to shade or feed. 
                The story hangs too close 
               and the people are still feasting. 
 

            Tell me later 
               after fires have cooled 
               and earth's smoldering crust 
               curls back upon silent fears 
               of oracles. 
               The story's end hangs ominous 
               and the children are still playing. 
 



 

 

 

Flight 539 

 

      Everyone on the plane is driving home alone 
in their togetherness. The digital movie screens,ads,tickets… 
It’s a long, curved night around the moon. 
Firelight, frost-touched cashmere sweaters, elegant 
rolling amber liquors in a plethora of plastic packages. 
Rise high sweet chariot!  Joey’s little girl got her first tooth 
today.  Linda’s sister is getting married in the morning. 
Paul’s gonna’ catch the next red-eye north. 
 
 

The Alcoholic Mother 

 
   It's an easy reach 

to the neck of a bottle 
an easy fall 
to where no one can follow 
not even your daughter 
 
Just three and she senses 
you are a sea 
with sunken jewels 
and killer sharks 
in your watery deep 
 
So young she needs 
you, not a wild 
 

   swamp-eyed stranger, 
breath of fire,  
hands of ice 
 

   The fist of your love 
sinks deep in her life 
 

   beach afternoon 

 
whales   bound in/out  slap tails   flume 
water   applauded by land locked mammals  
aching to rid themselves of leg/lungs 
 



 

 

 

Dark Water  

 
They talked over the clatter of plates in a crowded  
café downtown where words swam like trout  
in rapids and meaning floated like trumpeter swans  
on a lost lake.  She could almost touch the want  
that moved through the room with drifting dust and hung  
on the air with cigarette smoke.  The young girl bushed.  
The old man rolled his words down the countertop.  
Precious eggs.  He grinned when he said God.  
Light from the window behind him cast deep shadows  
on his eyes as he leaned his body toward her and told  
the girl – Listen.  In a world of trout,  
slick hunters forever seeking drowned  
and drifting nymphs, you are a trumpeter. 
Spread your feet when you swim the dark water. 
 
 

This Old House  

 
Small blue flowers among a wave 
of seepage.  
The corridor is lonesome, wailing 
at my weight. 
 
I must find the light. The staircase  
winds narrow  
and yellow toward– I believe this– 
an attic window 
 
the glass holding tiny bubbles  
of histories  
I will never know.  
I pass through 
 
that ancient clearness, walk down 
a trail through 
great pine shadows. At my feet 
a shocking pink 
 
feather, shed from a lady’s hat. 
I place it 



 

 

in my hair, look at the window, amber 
with its own sun. 

 
 

Meditation 

 
Let the beauty pass through 

   my fingers as the stream 
   flows over them.  I hold 
   onto nothing, merely experience 
   in time the delight, open as 
   the stream bed to what moves 
   over me, more sentient, softer, 
   more porous than the rocks, 
   the driftwood, heavier than 
   Mayflies skimming the surface, 
   their sticky wings and tails 
   thicker than sunlight, dazzling 
   the folds of water, more open 
   to the stars, burning through 
   the roof of heaven, firmer than 
   the clouds patterning the meadow. 

 

 

Kumbh Mela in India 
 

   A river of faces flows lava-thick to the Ganges.  
Gray ash smeared from head to toe  
erases time from naked bodies  
and matted hair of sadhus, holy men.  
Sacred ash, hope and proof  
of a purifying inferno, 
covers their suffering  
leaves them with burning  
desire that only the mystical  
Ganges can suck  
from their bones when they sink  
down into her, drink her. 
 
After the Kumbh Mela rituals holy men  
will go another year without a woman,  
repeating prayers and postures  



 

 

until the next pilgrimage,  
the next time they plunge  
into the waiting Ganges,  
penetrate her willing waters,  
lose themselves for one  
convulsing moment  
as she washes doubt 
from their minds  
and gray ash  
from their glistening skin. 
 
 

       So much beauty  home 

      flowers filled the house 

                                            Li Po 

 

I remember 

the day I returned from a walk 
 with a handful of wild flowers 
 
 I thought 

these are really only weeds 
why have I brought them? 

  

         You said 
     you make the house a home 
     I love you for that 
 
          I thought 
                     have we a vase 
                     for these spring flowers? 
 

 

Together   

 
We walk through the woods,  
you noticing leaves fluttering in sun 
 
while my eyes follow the leaf-strewn ground.  
You comment on the clouds through pines 
 
while I analyze the design of fallen cones. 



 

 

It’s wonderful to be together this way. 
 
We reach the river but you are  
watching water, the light glinting  
 
in the same moving place, 
and I’m admiring the stones 
 
letting the shine flow over them. 
We hold hands all the way home. 

 

    

   Metamorphosis 

 
You took me into your deep June 
the summer silk was wound so tight 
around me there wasn't a sliver of light 
inside. You carried a piece of noon 
 
sun like a scepter. Monarch of day   
you know the light and shadows cast 
by the shining heavens. You know the vast 
distance we fly when we love this way. 

 

 

Finding Each Other 

 

After thirty years we did it,  
not finding what was lost or misplaced,  
 
but a place we had no reason  
to suspect existed, like a bookstore,  
 
say, perched on the edge of a sea-cliff,  
no houses around, no one to buy the books,  
 
no proprietor, the door—closed only  
against the fog and salt—easily opening 
 
and we the only customers, taking down  
this volume of words, that volume, 
 



 

 

to read with each other our lives 
in a suddenly common language. 
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