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ANGLES & CHAMBERS 

Here are lovers grown 
In angles and in chambers. 
Smell the paper-
It is the aroma of cinnamon ar 
Taste these words-
They are the essence of decade: 
Hold the paper in your hands
It is the freight of disjunctions 
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ANGLES & CHAMBERS 

Here are lovers grown 
In angles and in chambers. 
Smell the paper-
It is the aroma of cinnamon and clove. 
Taste these words-
They are the essence of decades. 
Hold the paper in your hands-
It is the freight of disjunctions and dreams. 
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NO REASON 

There are secrets in my words 

But none in my silence. 

Words hold reasons 

But there is no reason for this: 

By itself my heart flies to you. 
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WHY OCTOBER MATIEF 

You opened a car door 
One October day. 
That's why October matters 
The world opened to you 
One October day. 
That's why October matters 
Until that New York night 
In a car on 42nd Street 
Octobers were waystations 
To warm suns and beaches. 
But the car door opened 
And I sat beside you. 
And I sat beside you 
All the way to Africa. 
On a hill above the Aegeal 
By dusty Thcumacari, 
Almost everywhere to this: 
Measuring October by col( 
Not the number of fallen 
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You opened a car door 
One October day. 
That's why October matters. 
The world opened to you 
One October day. 
That's why October matters. 
Until that New York night 
In a car on 42nd Street 
Octobers were waystations 
To warm suns and beaches. 
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All the way to Africa, 
On a hill above the Aegean, 
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WEARING A WEDDING RING 

Branded as surely as cattle 

Owned and possessed 

The golden circle signifies 

My enchantment. 

Seared upon my finger 

A seal and charm revealing 

My dumb intention. 


Upon my heart it's drawn: 

Chattel. 

Upon my brain it's harrowed: 

Chattel. 

Upon my lips it's sewn. 


Take me, 0 wondrous cow. 

Familiar fields wait 

For our patient 

Grazing tongues. 
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VARIATIONS ON A MARRIAC 

As a stream is bound by its banI 
I live my life in you. 
Your width and depth hold me, 
Turn me through all terrain. 
This is not a modern marriage 
But it's freedom enough for me: 
Water and earth seeking a way 
To the sea. 

I have only one song to sing. 
It is derived from the ancient d 
Like vespers of little stars 
It is sung softly for us to hear. 
Hum yours, invite me to your s 
I will wait with you 
Until the morning sun 
Hugs the earth once more. 
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I live my life in you. 
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WHAT I KNOW 

Such skills I have: 

Clipping a heavy ram's hooves, 

Pruning the thin limbs of coffee trees. 

I can ride a subway in several cities, 

Speak a language and a half 

And with a nudge tease scholarly 

Words out of hiding. 

My tongue can find its way 

In your darkness sweetened 

With cocoa and curaQ:lo, 

Softened by a decade in tandem, 

Chastened by our two children 

Sleeping their separate lives. 
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SIMPLE THINGS 

Nothing is shrill. 

The nearest telephone 

Rings two valleys away. 

The golden dog cools in the she 

We listen to our latest letter, 

Bathe in a metal bowl, 

Savor one chocolate bar. 

My tea is amber. 

Come sit with me in the dim Ii 

Look: 

Our children smile in their slee! 
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SIMPLE THINGS 

Nothing is shrill. 

The nearest telephone 

Rings two valleys away. 

The golden dog cools in the shade. 

We listen to our latest letter, 

Bathe in a metal bowl, 

Savor one chocolate bar. 

My tea is amber. 

Come sit with me in the dim light. 

Look: 
Our children smile in their sleep. 
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WHERE WVE COMES FROM 

r 
THE QUILTER 

The quilter 
With Penelope's patience 
Patches and pieces 
Hems and binds 
By the sun glowing 
On the winter pane, 
Reclines towards the south 
Wall and window green 
Maple and pine 
Jade and young cane. 
Her scraps selected and arranged 
She invokes Hestia with the silent 
Call of wheat bread baking, 
Summons with the sacred eyes 
Of Cybele and equatorial sunsets, 
Sews our lives by the quilter's stitch. 
Grandmother's flower garden 
And rare cathedral windows fill a corner. 
Paws of gentle bears sleep beside the chair. 
This room is the center of the universe. 
The warm cloth coverlet holds 
The world together. 
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To make, 

As in a factory, 

Cast in precise determination 

For profit and caducity? 


To make, 

As in over, 

That is. to fashion the other 

Into the image of my desire? 


To make, 

As in settle for, 

Which is always less 

Or perhaps as in believe? 


Or maybe 
Not made at all. 
But crafted by eccentric motions 
Swept by gnarled and muddy ha 
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WAITING FOR A BIRTH 

Swelling as you were with us, 
When I crossed the great divide 
And found you in a cafe under 
An arching thorn tree, 
1 took your hand instead of kisse: 
No joy but a weight filled me, 
Mourning the loss of my childhoc 
So our son may enter, 
Trembling at the birth of a man. 
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WAITING FOR A BIRTH 

Swelling as you were with us, 

When I crossed the great divide 

And found you in a cafe under 

An arching thorn tree, 

I took your hand instead of kisses. 

No joy but a weight filled me, 

Mourning the loss of my childhood 

So our son may enter, 

Trembling at the birth of a man. 




A YOUNG FATHER 

The curtain and window are open. 

You lie loose on your side of the bed, 

An artist's model in yellow light. 

In this warm weather we slowly 

Pass through to sleep. 

Squad cars sit across the way 

And share news of domestic strife. 

Their sharp voices drift in the dark. 

At dawnbreak I reach across 

To feel your deep damp thigh, 

Walk across the hall to the children's 

Room to see if they're still there. 


IF I'M NEARLY FINISHED 

My face has not yet fallen 

Nor my labor grown heavy with time. 

If my father is who he says he is, 

There's a half century more of healthy inatte: 

But the little welt sitting on my lower rib, 

Say it's gone wild like a child of these times 

Or the now and then dry cough is the first 

Flutter of dark angel wings. 

If I'm nearly finished and the allotted time 

Is closing down soon, 

As you sleep in the middle of the night 

I'll put my hands against your cheeks 

And you'll wear my prints like natural tattoc 

From the deepness a smile will come 

And a light laughter will resonate 

In these rooms forever. 
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IF I'M NEARLY FINISHED 

My face has not yet fallen 
Nor my labor grown heavy with time. 
If my father is who he says he is, 
There's a half century more of healthy inattention. 
But the little welt sitting on my lower rib, 
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And a light laughter will resonate 
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KISMET NUDE 

Early in the morning 

The house by the sea and mirror. 

We walk to the swale where beach 

Grass and bayberry lay 

Low on a hidden slope and look 

At ours'elves from the outside in. 


No emptiness but the sky fastened 

There at Manhattan and Montauk in mist, 

Herring gulls above and we walk alone, 

Place ourselves like chalk, 

Later find a nearer place 

Where a bather is closer by. 


We gather our inhibitions 

And spread them across the sand. 

Everything breathes green and still 

As our winter dreams are put by. 

We look at ourselves from the inside out, 

Walk to the water soft and free. 


When we look back with 

Clear and innocent eyes: 

Joy in our passion drunk upon the water, 

Little smiles and midday sleep. 

In those moments a garland of small pleasures. 

Without measure that was the place to be. 
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ON OUR ANNIVERSARY 

A girl you were 
Upping me in flushes. 
Still like a stallion 
My nostrils flare 
In your musky scent. 
A dozen years have turned 
You loose to ripen 
Like a tart wormed apple. 
A woman you are 
Upping me 
Quiet and tender. 
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UPON LEAVING 

On the wall 

A gloomy picture hangs 

Be~ween the table and the bed. 

It IS a portrait of separation, 

A pattern of the times 

In the dark that colors our faces 

The paleness in our hands. ' 


The rug is cleaner 

Than when you were here 

The clothes are neatly pil~d. 

The clea: mirror is a prisoner's gazette, 

A chromcle of levied solitude 

Reflecting a bed too wide for one. 
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SEPARATE VACATIONS 

When you were gone 

And it was the coldest April day, 

The cat slept beside me. . 

Purring her innocent motor. 

She put her paw upon my chest 

And I thought it was you dreaming. 

Were you missed? you want to know. 

I heard the clock turn the minutes 

And I saw the sun rise behind the maple 

I fed the cat, talking a little to myself. 
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FROM THE BITTERS 

And who will lie beside me 
In the sediment of our time, 
In the lees of all eternity? 
This passage is far too short, 
There's no time to play roulette. 
1 have chosen you, 
At first my cleaved reflection. 
But in the shadow of the day 
We root and rot to humus and to moss. 
Deep in night's timeless hours 
Our slow breaths we share 
And like seagrass in a tidepool flow. 
From the bitters of our lives 
We drink the brew that is elixir. 
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FIRE SLIDES 

When the bond of fire slides . 

The bed is a bed of blue settled ash. 

And my feet in the winter dusk

How will they warm so far 

From your heart they are? 

In our space we dream about fire 

Ablaze in another time and slide 

Along the rim to a place 

As silent as quiet bone. 

1, rock and whorls of smoke, 

Set you free, seeker of lava, 

To scorch my death to kindlespark. 
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LETTER FROM BEIJING 
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r 
f 	 Tonight the sky is black,, 	

The moon won't rise till morning. 
From this distant balcony then 
I'~l see the wall around the emperor's city, 
Bicycles swarming like schools of fish 
Smoke rising from breakfast fires. ' 
Now in your morning you are awake, 
And the sky is orange with maple. 
We face the autumn together-
Me in the land of jade, 
You at Gold Mountain. 
Everywhere chrysanthemums are in bloom. 

BEAT THE WAY TO CHINA 

Who said we can't dance in air 
Or sing our way on ether? 
Miles above the turning ground 
You twist and hum your way 
To the earth's most distant side, 
The place under my digging fin~ 
Your fine voice and tapping feet 
Beat the way to China. 
And dirt under my lunate nails 
Reveals my desire to hold you tr 
By the bridges of the moon 
By the rivers of the song . 
Reflecting your steps and swaylr 



BEAT THE WAY ro CHINA 

Who said we can't dance in air 
Or sing our way on ether? 
Miles above the turning ground 
You twist and hum your way 
To the earth's most distant side, 
The place under my digging fingers. 
Your fine voice and tapping feet 
Beat the way to China. 
And dirt under my lunate nails 
Reveals my desire to hold you there 
By the bridges of the moon 
By the rivers of the song 
Reflecting your steps and swaying. 



FWWERS AT BEDSIDE 

Somewhere in China 
A butterfly stirs 
The evening air 
And the weather here 
Is changed forever 
The emptiness wa;med 
By fresh spring winds, 
Frozen winter water 
Surging to a linn. 
A butterfly does this, 
Does all this and more. 

MT. TAl SHAN 

Sun rises from clouds 
On the mountain in the east. 
Mist enshrouds the temple 
Then clears for us to see. 
Emperors journeyed to dawnbrea 
And today I send it blazing 
Across the westernward sky 
So you can awake an empress. 



MT. TAl SHAN 

Sun rises from clouds 
On the mountain in the east. 
Mist enshrouds the temple 
Then clears for us to see. 
Emperors journeyed to dawnbreak 
And today I send it blazing 
Across the western ward sky 
So you can awake an empress. 
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TREASURES 

Always you are going to Africa. 

What's in Africa that isn't here? 

What's in Africa that I can't give

Moisture upon your cheek at night, 

A warm cup for your hands in morning, 

The loneliness of my pleasure, 

The treasure of a hidden heart 

Buried in a deep green of continent 

And the flash of a roller lilac in thorns. 


HIPPOS 

No more than 1 am 
Peaceful as though asleep 
All that is weighted 
On the Mara bank 
Bulks the water horse 
No more than 1 am 
The desire of sanity. 



HIPPOS 

No more than I am 
Peaceful as though asleep 
All that is weighted 
On the Mara bank 
Bulks the water horse 
No more than I am 
The desire of sanity. 
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OCTOBER LONGING 
THIRTY-THREE r 
What can I give? ! 

; 

(You have autumn fire 
At your warm window. 
Th~re's a cat fit for pharaohs 
ChIldren to wound you ' 
And a poem redolent of 
DaVinci and sacred rocks 
~ holy ca~dles and nam~less nuns 

e burn WIth devotion. 
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Now in your October longing 
Maples flame like blood 
And wild geese fly like snow. 
Apples upon the table reveal 
Their red and ecstatic fragrance. 
What meaning there is is 
In our country room. 

What meaning there is is 

A window opening, 

A rosebud in the afternoon. 
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Now in your October longing 

Maples flame like blood 

And wild geese fly like snow. 

Apples upon the table reveal 

Their red and ecstatic fragrance. 

What meaning there is is 

In our country room. 
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A rosebud in the afternoon. 
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TWENTY TIMES 

A morning glory 
In a blade of summer grass 
Blossoms twenty times 
And for this eternal. 
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VALENTINE 

The scar of bounded ness 
The unjust wound 
Of immaterial arrows 
The sign of beginnings 
The bruise of finality 
The heart of gorgeous days 
Red the bleeding petal 
Loved between zero and eternity. 
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The scar of bounded ness 
The unjust wound 
Of immaterial arrows 
The sign of beginnings 
The bruise of finality 
The heart of gorgeous days 
Red the bleeding petal 
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MY DESIRE 

When I walk on a cold spring day 
When the wet tames the wild 
And cherry blossoms are here but not you 
Your absence defines all that is. 
My desire the daffodils and yours 
The daisies you dream forth 
From the sodden ground you plough 
Until ,I le~ve and the flowers go on 
Growmg III the fields you have sown. 

VOUJNTEERS 

Nearly nothing groWS 

Planned in the garden, 

No straight lines or rowS, 

Only occult rationality reasoned 

From soil, sun, and shadow. . 
Scallions, lemon balm, and basil 
Volunteer themselves as you do 
Year after year in early autumn 
By the wild ivy more beautiful 
For the hidden colors of fall. 
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No straight lines or rows, 
Only occult rationality reasoned 
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CANTICLE 

Against me leaning 
In the light of winte 
Our bones born apa 
Now pressed and fu: 
We sing in a rosary 
Of our own creatior 
To our cellar we cry 
An exaltation of bu 
Suns. 
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CANTICLE 

t 
Against me leaning 
In the light of winter slanting 
Our bones born apart 
Now pressed and fusing. 
We sing in a rosary 
Of our own creation. 
To our cellar we cry 
An exaltation of burning 
Suns. 
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THE CENTER OF THE HEART I 	 EARTH'S HE, 

Some things are so beautiful 	 Greel) Ilames 
The earth's he~To hold them is to bring 

(
The sun to the center of the heart " Only this sease 
These things on the tongue Sumac and fer 
Of the pages I hold And like you 
These things in the eye And like you 
Of the spinning earth. And like you 
These things once said Leaves descend" Are again and again A canopy for ~ 


Persimmon, rose, and cinnabar. For heart 

Some things are so beautiful For soil 

To hold them is to die. 
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\ 	 Green flame!'> 


The earth's heart 

Only this season 

Sumac and fern 


!Ii 	 And like you i 
And like you 

And like you 


i: 	 Leaves descend 
I 

A canopy for earth 

For heart 


ti For soil 


, 
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HEART OF MARROW 
'If• 

Once and far away 
We clutched each other's shadows, 
Clattered against our borrowed harps, 
Nearly choked on ropes of poisoned smoke. 

Then in our wooden rooms and green 
Our fists began to open 
And flutter to an open space between 
And we flow and flow each morning 

To return here and dream, 
Dream and touch 
In a carapace of proper borders, 
A coarsened hand upon a face. 

In this place of passing through 
We've learned too much to start anew: 
Nothing can be replaced, 
Heart of marrow athirst with fire. 
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GRAVITY AND RIBS 

I swear you ask for this: 
A fastened heart upon tht 
Anointing the night with 1 
But listen to my secret no 
I want to suck your weigil 
And be bound by your gr 
Seize me and anoint me 
In the aroma of hair and 
Held between you and the 
I hear the thunder of wild 
Gather flowers in a thouSI 
And one sunrise dissolves 
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GRAVITY AND RIBS 

I swear you ask for this: 
A fastened heart upon the sheet 
Anointing the night with blood drops. 
But listen to my secret now: 
I want to suck your weight down 
And be bound by your gravity and ribs. 
Seize me and anoint me 
In the aroma of hair and warm honey. 
Held between you and the earth 
I hear the thunder of wild hooves, 
Gather flowers in a thousand streets, 
And one sunrise dissolves my prison wall. 
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THE WEIGHT OF WINTER 

Again the slender maple 

Flames red and alders yellow. 

Autumn deepens to the weight of winter. 

Now we have reached the season 

When we warm ourselves in the lengthen

Ing shadows of slumbering trees 

Harboring the blossoms of spring. 


EVEN IN WINTER 

In the shadows of my YOll 

Sparrows alone sang to m: 
Here in this garden we bu 
Shadows are finch and ja:,. 
A multitude of birds carOl 
Even in winter. 
This is how you know me 
By the small steady voice 
That varies only in danger 
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EVEN IN WINTER 

In the shadows of my youth 

Sparrows alone sang to my solitude. 

Here in this garden we built together 

Shadows are finch and jay and chickadee. 

A multitude of birds carouse 

Even in winter. 

This is how you know me

By the small steady voice 

That varies only in danger. 
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STAYING STILL 

And without illusion 
I return to what is here 
Always to return to what stays 
Without my will or consent 
Stays in the stillness called 
Transaction and form this you 
From which I am as if to fall 
Were a blessing. 
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BETWEEN HER 

Bet ween here and 
A great abyss. 
Someday there wi 
No here, 
No there. 
BUI until then 
You are here 
With me 
And I am there 
With you. 
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BETWEEN HERE 

Bet ween here and there 
A great abyss. 
Someday there will be 
No here, 
No there. 
But until then 
You are here 
With me 
And I am there 
With you. 
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YOU 

This, this: 

Tree, hand, Jane. 

Not that or there 

This only and yo 
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YOU 

This, this: 

Tree, hand, lane. 

Not that or there. 

This only and you. 
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