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27 September 2019 

ON THE NEED FOR ADVERSITY 

 

Virtual completion of the world 

come with the rummaging through 

 

dream, just here, in perfections 

so dense, nothing can be omitted 

 

in description through endless 

verbiage, but to breathe deep and keep 

 

only to what has not yet been found, 

as 'feeling' itself both forecloses as 

 

it discloses, the article, the particle, 

acquittance by the scent of blue 

 

flowers yet to be named, going on 

as we do in omissions, agreeing 

 

and disagreeing always with 

the empty, dissociable imprints of 

 

memory from which forgotten 

sonorities emerge, compound strata 

 

impossible to remember, impossible 

to discard, producing fragile, clear-edged 

 

lyric, so arresting, marvellous and tough 

that it surpasses all means to measure it. 
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29 September 2019 

STEADY OF PREMISE 

 

Inseparably referring to all that once 

we were and so remain in, the quiet 

 

grammar of but an insinuation of what 

now is, perfectly audible making always 

 

little – if also total – sense by the tone 

of which our feelings aspire, we become 

 

the sheer coincidence in manifestation 

of the mass of origin from which we 

 

were born, of etymology of how each 

eclipse of 'what we are' is ultimate 

 

agreement with the very nature of our 

formulation, lustrous gift of life gone to 

 

tense fragments assembled in spending 

the coinage accumulated by simple 

 

inhalation and exhalation of imperative 

dictation, being always no where but 

 

here, as legible as birdsong and apple 

blossoms in the healing coils of our 

 

ancient scribbles from as obsolescent 

measures remind from yesterday, of 

 

the necessary fullness in the sheer 

remoteness of all that comes close. 

  

http://proposia.blogspot.com/2019/09/steady-of-premise.html
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5 October 2019 

THE WORDLESS BURNING WITHIN EACH DAY’S LUMINOUS INDETERMINACY 

 

 

Where full measure is worked 

through method down to a tremor 

that believes it knows who you 

 

are and who you aren't when 

in a single body, what then is 

life but some antecedent nature 

 

from which cherished energy 

derives, if one can parse each 

message brought down upon 

 

you and rising from within [are 

you left- or right-handed, or 

both? The coin of ultimate 

 

spending (or 'deciding') after 

all has two sides, neither of 

which one has to choose, for 

 

the coin also has an edge 

whose sole purpose is to keep 

decisiveness and ambiguity as 

 

a single substance in constant 

negotiation in the daily ultimate 

dispersion of gestures that tell 

 

that you are the 'you,' that will 

always tell you that what it 

knows of you is also exactly not. 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/146278236625167
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6 October 2019 

DENSITY TRANSPARENT YET OBJECTIVELY STILL OPAQUE 

 

Androgyny's identity is transparent 

[where do 'these' words come from?] 

bring locked in ambit of nothing 

 

particularly other than trajectories of 

lyric 'passacaglia' in accord scattered 

further and 'heard' as referenced to 

 

the spaces between what is said in 

the discharge within what is being 

referred to as all omissions also 

 

conveyed as 'meaning' within what 

writhes softly inside the object as 

released in reference to what is not 

 

chosen to hear, but is heard for reasons 

difficult to explain [as the 'possible' 

remains 'impossible,' and the reverse 

 

[the vectors of collusion run with 

resonance 'away' from who we think 

we are and 'toward' the honor of 

 

elision 'toward,' exhilaration joined 

to release in separative tapestries 

luminous the more by being unable 

 

to tell  'who is who,' the world made 

of elimination as acquired truth, power 

as songbirds whose substance might 

 

transit it 'through' us, impacted odors  

of dawn as entity itself, a wet dollar bill 

in pocket as salvaged syllable offered. 

 

  

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/146272266625764
http://proposia.blogspot.com/2019/10/density-transparent-yet-objectively.html
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7 October 2019 

CODEX OF NATURAL TRIAL 

 

Bees have shadows, honey 

comes from flowers, there is 

between a kind of tremor 

 

that makes humans dream 

golden dreams come from 

utterance of plants in process 

 

of blossoming in the syntactic 

parallel of sunlight's muscles 

gone loose and gone lost in 

 

the daylight it is part of in fixed 

intervals that rise and then fall 

in evening shadows where 

 

the day's full radiance shatters 

and bursts into the visibility of 

their own particulate harmony 

 

of stars that are punctuation marks  

for the billowing night's dark vapor 

through which we are drawn to see. 

 

 

  

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/150069429579381
http://proposia.blogspot.com/2019/10/codex-of-natural-trial.html
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21 October 2019  

OPENING NOTES TO AN ARCHEOLOGY OF THE TRANSITIVE 

 

1 

 

[Θεάο is the fundamental way the one who looks [for something] presents itself. Θεάο – 'looking' 

– therefore in no way means 'seeing' in the sense of representational looking upon and looking 

'at,' by which humans turn toward beings as 'objects' and grasps them. Θεάο is rather 'the looking' 

in which the one who looks, shows himself, appears, and 'is there.'] 

 

I need 'an Other.' Simply another. Another being, no longer just a fragment of one's 'whole self' 

held in isolation, and 'the feeling 

[of] one's head exploding [ . . . ] 

[of having burst open (blossomed?] 

the feeling one's spinal 

column presses into one's brain, 

the feeling one's brain gradually 

 

 

2 

 

shrivels up like dried fruit [Ulrike Meinhoff] 

and the simultaneous feeling of paralysis and constant motion 

 

Why do prisoners go one hunger strikes? To bear witness to fact that there is no longer 

difference between body and mind? 

[Insanity is a kind of 'unity' on which to starve yourself.] 

 

'The sexual exchange between human beings is most usually 

nothing more than the application of the bourgeois exchange 

principle under pseudo-revolutionary auspices.' [Rudi Dutschke] 

 

I do not wish to be attracted by another's 'style': I have no desire to be seduced by a naked Usche 

Obermeier on the 1969 cover of 'Stern,' for example: 

Let Holger Meins lead the way to liberation and hunger strikes 

via the RAF! 

 

I'd like to be alone with another real person 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/150069429579381
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3 

 

not just the broken mirror image of myselves, 

but here is the difficulty: ['I would not be jealous of 

their feelings for others, but I would be terribly jealous 

of others' feelings for them.' – from a letter, Simone 

de Beauvoir, written to Jean-Paul Sartre.] 

 

'Revolutionary morality! Can such a thing actually exist? 

Lenin, after all, made himself leave Inessa in favor of 

gloomy asceticism and 'left-wing melancholy.' 

  

[Anything is possible and everything, likely.] 

 

Between love and revolution there is the connection of 'seeking independence together.' 

 

 

4 

 

Love and revolution can hold hands as much as they like, but nothing will comes of it, until they 

loosen their grip, give sensibility to their desire, and begin to realise that they have been intimate 

with each other since before they even met. The sky is full of the air each of our own small 

beings share, and breathe. All things are everywhere. So, what are we all fighting about? Or 

fighting for? Sovereignty, perhaps? Or simply to be fully acknowledged by another, in each 

other's physical presence? 

 

Here, the difference between writing [to close a physical distance] and speaking, in order to open 

one's hearing of another, is primal, and significant. 
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28 October 2019 

LET YOUR PORES BE OPEN TO THE PEACE AND TUMULT OF THE SEA 

 

 

What we are is embroidered into 

an ancient acknowledgment of 

 

 

what is indisputable, there is no 

question of why or what you 

 

 

are, all arrangements are ours 

by insinuation alone, as we know, 

 

 

the agony of love is that it can 

be perceived in sensibility, yet 

 

 

also be a point of jubilance one 

can do nothing but celebrate 

 

 

the relation of how necessary it 

is to praise it, the two as one 

 

 

kept individual by saying each, 

different things, the double labor 

 

 

of intimacy that in its initiation, is 

ultimately all it is, and needs no proof. 
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30 October 2019 

WHOLE CLOTH 

 

 

Through each instant of motion guided by feeling,  

all movement is relevant and real, and made  

harmonious through distinctions love makes as  

 

 

its intensity increases and makes us belong more 

intimately to trust, as you in my wandering  

dream are everywhere, just as bliss also is,  

 

 

as each knowledge of it as it touches us, is let go 

and joins to make marvellous the unfolding tapestry  

of the ways in which we together remain woven. 
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4 November 2019   

UNFLAWED PLEASURE AS WHAT LIVING MAKES FOR US 

 

There are sacred runes that point 

to the double-inverted way in which 

 

what we thought had been destroyed 

is exactly what we always return to 

 

as the life that lives in each of us 

continues to be alive, all this we are 

 

surrounded by, that, in embracing 

we surround [it is all simply nothing 

 

more than 'us']: We are never able to 

exceed what we fully are, senses held 

 

together in perceiving what we cannot 

leave behind as we continuously arrive 

 

in where we are: Love is the form through 

which our constant transit moves us and from 

 

which nothing can be either added or taken 

away, as 'it' is as we are, grown thin and strong 

 

along the journey that shows us what we 

are made of, as each to each connected 

 

in singular form where there is no longer need 

for being 'other than [exactly what] we are.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/153283885924602
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16 November 2019 

ROSE-COLOURED IMPRINTS  

 

To Our Love, for Always 

 

 

Our mouths move to the music they make 

as flowers [these] that belong to us, when 

 

fluorescing around a crescent moon 

ascending, our pigments fixed yet always 

 

newly mixed, in constant flaring of our 

breath and how we hear each exhalation 

 

as our sign: A steady heartbeat 

and always within it, the sudden pull 

 

from unexpected tendons as they stretch 

and flare within, in the harvest of 

 

our forever combined expansiveness. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/156143392305318
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16 November 2019 

CONSUMMATIO 

 

A multitude of continuous voices 

true to the same multiplicities 

 

shared that intensify trust in 

 

the building of time that 'stays' 

rather than 'passes by,' as I am 

 

touched by its soft echoic shadows 

as I read through the indebiture of 

 

my discourse of whose bodies  

continue to return to disclose  

 

the difference from where they  

began by appearing the same as  

 

how they were recognised by  

 

the tenderness of my full acceptance,  

knowing always they will return,  

 

having never really 'left', though they  

 

come back always new, as spices  

named when in accord with  

 

fire, always in altered aspect from 

which there is the gift of  

 

consummation, as the shadow  

of your palm on my solar plexus,  

 

which I wear as tightly as a tattoo. 

 

  

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/156143392305318
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17 November 2019  

ALWAYS PRESENT 

 

No diversion from, no 'explanation' 

necessary or 

Even available, as we agreed: Trust is 

Everything as simple as saying 

'You said it,' when it happens as it 

Happens, every time, all the time 

As beautiful as on being attendant 

In every first occasion of 'all that is.' 

   

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/156143392305318
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9 December 2019   

INSIDE THE OUTLINES 

 

Things unhitch and fly together 

to become more intimately tied 

together in feeling freedom more 

than what any promise of a future 

could make in any present but to 

provide confidence in what 'is' that 

can never be predictive of how 

sensibilities work their way through 

difficulties that are necessarily 

the matter one has to work with, 

and of which notices of achieved 

fulfillment will be burned without 

ceremony for inscribing in words 

all that cannot last, not that there is 

nothing that doesn't, for there always 

is in what you believe to be true 

as love, remains, where from full 

adoration of day breaking into dusk, 

The thrill of high notes from a flute 

behind a high fence sounds as 

invisible as it is perfectly clear. 

  

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/161158918470432
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10 December 2019 

LOVE'S NECESSITIES: THE CONSTANCY OF BOTH REDUCTION AND ADORNMENT 

 

Innocence has yet to develop assurance of  

sophistication, so must deal with things directly  

in order for life not to become the commodity 

 

it was never born to be: what we do is where 

we belong, and we do only what is necessary 

In the first place, that is, seek not satisfactions 

 

from love as a domain that renders conflict 

that is not in unity with the tender accord  

of reverence and full understanding of common 

 

emotion, and this is our holding power, whose 

actual purpose is to use all of the elements 

of our life to the exclusion of excess, so life 

 

may live, for it is our duty, in this world to find 

all other elements that are constituent with 

love's full being, synchronising flow of mind 

 

and with what flows in from outside  

that sharpens perception of import and its 

interpretation, while taking care in creation of 

 

the new not in error to opt for what seems 'better':  

The thing to get is a gentle wind, for the gold  

it carries is everywhere on your face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/161468761772781
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12 December 2019 

INTEGRATED SYMPATHY WITH THE WORLD WE TOGETHER LIVE IN 

 

What one hears as tidal sleep begins to wash  

upwards is all that is in the heart's core, 

the settled power of love that like a tear with 

a diamond inside it is both active and at rest  

as a center of gravity that stabilises the base  

of the mountain I grew up under in a forest of 

 

marble birch saplings where I learned  

that no beginnings can ever end but in how  

the next step is to be taken, like how a train whistle 

 

deep in the night can completely delight  

exhaustion and set the veil of nature once again  

trembling with desire for all the time in 

 

Life one's felt alive and knew it as the dilapidated  

yet real house in which life lived with us  

and still decades later, lives in me 

 

and from which love dispenses itself  

effortlessly for being as natural to life  

as angels being home inside the hem of their 

 

garments, the horizon of our body  

that is completely organised in its perception  

of its true place in a world it decides from what is 

 

available. Love is primarily physiological  

and not 'mental' which is reason's endless struggle 

to recognise it as what we want to see but 

 

cannot but for when it is consummated  

in the rehearsal of being so full of generosity  

itself, that it becomes a magnetic sympathy 

 

secluded yet able to occupy the seat of love's  

picture of our expression of the full continuum  

of all toward which our endless giving aspires. 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/161692051750452
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14 December 2019 

HERE ONE LEARNS TO KNOW DIRECTLY 

 

Night rain on an evening street, dreams of one's  

lover through a self alive to the spirit of 

near and dear knowing of all available syllables 

 

likewise. meaning to hold close, to trust in,  

to cherish, for 'ethic' means only in formal  

correspondence to 'fleeting dominion' over 

 

what is equally in formal commitment to each 

together of earth, air, water, and fire [love is 

encyclopedic] and the 'door' we desire our texts 

 

to be an opening to the present must posit 

the entire world the door, as it's constructed, 

will non-predictably open into ['home' is not 

 

a physical location, but a narrative activity 

that we need not go to because it is impossible 

to leave: The conversations I will have with you 

 

will stand on four legs, and the lane along which  

love will walk will be entwined with vines 

of twenty fingers, in spiritual answer to the full 

 

commotion of belief, cleared finally through  

the sacred intervention [integration] of love 

as unshakable foundation [the human will 

 

still involved with the will of the cosmos can 

continue to recognise itself as active in what 

of imaginal reality breaking through to where 

 

before was mere analogy [what we know cannot  

be separated from what we don't know]: 

the regeneration of paradise requires always 

 

a needful warmth as oxygen through breath 

entering into being consumed in the fire, that gives  

power full to our contingency with bliss. 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/162198591699798
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16 December 2019 

RIGOR 

 

Woodpecker drums in 

high treetops: Sun 

makes patterns of 

black lightning 

on the ground 

when we raise our 

arms and legs, 

bringing us face- 

to-face with 

all that we are 

part of, that still 

we do not know. 

The sky is yellow, 

its sun shines blue. 

Insurrection 

is the whole of 

the law, by 

vagrancy and perfect 

indirection. 

Omnipotence becomes 

in me a surplus 

that is not myself, 

as I harvest through 

what's given due: 

Scarlet flowers, 

a bird that's heaven: 

Green fields that I 

believe are you. 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/162707498315574
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18 December 2019  

THE GENERATIVE PRINCIPLE OF LIFE 

 

It is all about as usual how things 

now cannot be what they once were 

In a past remembered as both a still- 

 

life, as well as remaining part of 

the continuum that sent it back where 

it belonged, and still belongs, 'on its 

 

way' within the sensibility that remains in 

our awareness of it as a mass of feeling full  

weight of its detailed appointments. It is like 

 

love, where love is a barge made to carry its 

weight in gold, which it accomplishes  

by allowing itself to necessarily be built 

 

entirely of the stuff [make no mistake about 

that love has anything to do with gold, 

but everything to do with gravity, and using 

 

the right words when you commit yourself 

to utter adhesion with another, is how 

and why the boat of love must always 'sink 

 

itself in matter' for the sake of loyalty in 

and trust of how together those in love 

array themselves in a kind of 'last stand' 

 

meant to preserve the remnants of torment 

at being unable to 'own' the boat of gold at 

the bottom of a river, that was never 'sunk' 

 

but was built there from the beginning,  

for 'protection' [a gold boat at the bottom of 

the sea will never rust, just as we will never 

 

have to wonder whether the sun will 

rise tomorrow, for it is chance that has 

grasped our love and made it inevitable 

 

and complete while still 'in process' and not  

the other way around ['show your actual  

substance rather than its 'image']: Be both 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/163150828271241
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the winged bird and its singular flight through  

space, in order to know the strength of 

active love's great beauty, dignity and grace. 
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20 December 2019  

AS EVENING INTONES OUR LOVE 

 

There is no more 'depth' here 

since belief and perception tell 

that we have 'hit bottom' and are 

standing on whatever number of 

legs love has, which is in kind a kind of 

'measure' that has no scale there, as 

is, not that we believe in one [only] as 

ultimate 'ratio' that will prove itself 

false, but that we trust in something 

other than 'belief' [ just as libido, as 

given, must develop ways to be received], 

in the perfecting action through which 

paradox cannot be rimed, and can only 

be as such with the singularity that fire 

makes clear, that as trust increases, 

why bother to put out the match that 

Ignited it, but keep it alive in mounting 

our own mourning and missing one 

another, always in the rhythm intoned 

by how the heart moves us, pulsating in 

endless harmony, that we, together 

conduct and direct, having always our 

'say' as being just the sort of welcome in 

hearing all of it, and feeling its full wish. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/163415224911468
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26 December 2019   

DOUBLE DOOR 

 

                    [composed 2010, now dedicated to Gali-Dana] 

 

Heurtebise is 

chauffeur to 

 

the Princess of 

the Deep Purple 

 

Milk. He runs 

Cegeste down 

 

with her Black 

Car, the star 

 

car illuminated 

only within 

 

its red velvet 

interior. Heurtebise 

 

runs down 

Cegeste, poetic 

 

rival of Orpheus. 

Heurtebise is 

 

a glazier, he carries 

glass on his back 

 

and in his back 

a glass eye, 

 

a teardrop 

that like ice 

 

keeps his 

longing to 

 

himself. He 

longs for 

 

Eurydice, wife 

of Orpheus, 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/164881041431553
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and kills Orpheus' 

shadow, Cegeste, 

 

for practice. He 

glazes Orpheus' 

 

eye with 

the shadow of 

 

Cegeste, who 

tries to warn 

 

Orpheus on 

the shortwave 

 

radio in Death's 

car, borrowed by 

 

the Maiden of 

the Black 

 

and the Purple 

Milk she uses 

 

to fuel her 

depths, and in her 

 

depths, the hatched 

plan involves her 

 

love of Orpheus. 

She will have him 

 

at cost, with help. 

She and Heurtebise 

 

partner and plot: 

The interior 

 

of her car is 

plush velvet milk, 

 

cream and purple 

intertwined, 
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and the interior 

of her body 

 

is pink marble. Hell 

is granitite. Heurtebise 

 

is the minotaur 

in the center of 

 

the story he 

makes up, where 

 

he is told by 

the feminine ghost 

. 

in her robes of 

purple milk to 

 

drive beyond 

the bounds of her 

 

identifiable death 

to the single 

 

soft spot in her 

heart and life, 

 

house of Orpheus, 

where to snatch 

 

Eurydice away 

to Death's domain, 

 

to be soaked 

in purple milk 

 

which cools 

and makes you come 

 

close without 

thinking. They know 

 

Orpheus will 

follow suit. Heurtebise 
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cut a deal with 

Princess Death 

 

to put her purple 

stinger in 

 

Eurydice's openings 

and pump her 

 

full of blessed 

milk's black light 

 

purple night's tedium, 

for Heurtebise 

 

can only love 

through glass, the still 

 

reflection of his 

love's grave 

 

inarticulation, 

his narcotica, 

 

her contagion. 

Heurtebise is 

 

the great protector 

and has a real 

 

racket going, 

sealing Cegeste's 

 

screams from 

Orpheus' ears 

 

but for the mutated 

messages strangled 

 

on the radio in 

Death's living 

 

car. He protects 

Eurydice from 
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Orpheus' poetic 

houndsmanship, 

 

cutting him 

away from Cegeste 

 

and making Cegeste 

his message, 

 

a garble, a scotch- 

tape body 

 

suggesting he 

ought leave her 

 

to the better 

wares of distant 

 

observation. 

Cegeste is dead, 

 

and Orpheus is 

become a jackel 

 

to clear the body 

of his rival's 

 

message from 

the fact of Death. 

 

Messages are not 

dead. Orpheus 

 

accompanies 

the Purple Princess 

 

through the labia 

of her mirror magic 

 

because he wants, 

like Gilgamesh, 

 

to know where 

trees cum logs 
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down the waterway 

flowing around his 

 

testamental 

kingdom came from. 

 

They all go down to 

hell with each other, 

 

holding hands with 

each other's 

 

crown chakra, 

no need for 

 

Styx and attending 

fare, for it's a spotlit 

 

world. In the glaring 

light, Eurydice 

 

gets soaked 

in a sea of purple 

 

milk, watched by 

Heurtebise 

 

gone hip in a pair of 

infrared glasses. 

 

She looks like 

the negative of 

 

a filmic landscape 

with rural maid, 

 

three cows and seven 

magic beans. 

 

The Maid of Death 

can never 

 

compete with such 

complete inversion, 
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but that she be 

herself inverted 

 

would mean to 

flower up and toward 

 

the light of 

the fruitful earth. 

 

Her love for Orpheus 

makes Eurydice 

 

her material ally 

in the depth of 

 

life on earth 

and at the surface 

 

upon which the sun 

sets and rises. 

 

Orpheus will be 

witness to the love 

 

Princess Death 

supposes for him, 

 

felt against the warm 

lips of her earthly ally. 

 

Death herself 

now drives the car, 

 

backseat loaded 

with Orpheus, Euridice 

 

and dripping milk 

that looks like 

 

the birth of ink. 

Heurtebise rides 

 

the sideboard, finally 

without a windshield, 
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squinting into 

the night that pales 

 

as the car comes 

through the labial 

 

mirror of self- 

inversion and turns 

 

into the room 

in which the inattention 

 

of eternity is also 

turned inside out 

 

and the muscles of 

the lovers embrace 

 

in the longed-for 

act that already took 

 

place in the pinkish 

void of hell, for 

 

they are in paradise 

and Eurydice is 

 

already pregnant 

from the law of 

 

knowing while never 

being allowed to look for 

 

which way the world 

will tear you. 
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28 December 2019 

EACH TRACE GATHERED AS IF POURED 

 

Throughout the dream that dreams the night,  

where parts of us each, both contend and arrive  

and come in order to each other is how 

 

love is, not random energies, but each note of 

a fugue placed by design, like anima laughing 

for the simple joy of it, come of bringing to 

order the myriad complexities realised as 

a form of trust, true as enigma, or how we 

never cease our spontaneous exchange 

even when asleep, either you or I or how we 

together make sweet shadow of flame from 

flame itself, arriving always as the music of 

solitude we accompany each other with, as 

to us each together we bring the resolve of our 

rapport, to full shares of open and radiant bliss. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/165235358062788
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29 December 2019   

INCREASE 

 

Shadows of blue dogs move across wide 

fields of golden wheat in early summer, just as 

the scent of lilacs fade into melancholic 

preparation for the high heat of early August 

that to survive, one makes myths of which 

then have to be sweat out by remaining in 

full sun, shirtless and slowly burning along 

a further shore, listening to the sound of 

incoming blue waves, asking silently what 

is true or what is a true situation or is being 

in a situation the whole truth of you having 

a part in it. Should these best be asked as 

questions even as this sentence is not. Make 

this declaration at customs: God alone can 

remove the absence of himself in order to 

clear language of the sacral blockage that 

prevents each necessary word of love from 

being spoken, and for this, we turn the heart 

inside out to mouth, eyes and ear which see, 

say and hear all indeterminacy as swift 

thinking that blows like evening wind within 

the essential peril Egyptians refused to close 

for this was their portion, provisional boats 

from one's own breathing pores, like our full 

release to within each limit a horizon provides,  

first, before you, then eventually edging all 

the way around you, yet 'without' you since 

having been absorbed in a full embrace of 

being loved, from where blue dogs are Ra boats,  

and flowers unsheathe their beauty as 

a kind of fire from which our 'sweating out' 

derives, at the lips, in language resolving 

language ahead of itself, the fire in us always 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/165601041359553
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'behind' us for protection from time's passage 

as wind rises as its own mystery, become dried 

sweat to insure that in love our mutual heat 

remain the common dream guided by secular language,  

in concert with the logic of how nature  

follows its own principles, and love 

 

finds its way within what in process is woven 

continuously from both what is given and how we form it,  

while never letting it become a god. 
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4 January 2020 

THE ELIXIR THAT SUSTAINS 

 

The key that opens the world rose is your hand,  

that's the 'code' of the whole deal, the closed fist  

that unveils the palm of itself and all its 

 

attending vulnerabilities equally increases trust  

of making yourself available to others' sense of  

just how offensive are the slowly unfurling 

 

petals that release pollen, scent and scansion  

of a new world depth that here-to-fore had  

remained as 'hidden' from full fire as an 

 

 

unstruck match. The rose is, and breeds beauty  

whose new terms are an offense to habit,  

strange when others are on to this 

 

inevitability of all that is said to be impossible  

to those who cannot accept the blossoming  

of radiant matter, as when materialised and in 

 

combination of matter and energy, earthly  

compass and celestial compass replacing  

the Dog and the Wolf, using them without 

 

destroying the delicacy of their, and our,  

appetite  for love, where the moon rises to  

eloquence 'at the tongue.' Silver has arisen in 

 

its first full phase, mined from the depths  

of our unfurling rose, lining our mouths  

with colours heretofore untold, and this is as love 

 

does, felt at the same time and expressed, created  

and invented of new language spun at the wheel  

producing linen thread under Sirius, 

 

and her avatars [as me for you] whom we  

as lovers of the 'thread that leads,' never wear  

the same clothes, yet always dress the same. 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/167007634552227
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12 January 2020 

HOME SAY HEAR ME 

 

We are a bird 

And not held down 

To anything 

In particular 

Except the song 

As it emerges 

And takes no 

Sides, but in 

Our loving, Oh, 

You name it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/168674644385526
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17 January 2020  

CORONATION 

 

The pre-dawn 

sky is liquid 

 

smoke, grey 

then silver, then 

 

about-to-be 

blue that warms 

 

in the grace of 

Our Lady's perpetual 

 

embrace and words 

at lips as yet 

 

unspoken. A kiss 

for benediction 

 

gleams along 

the horizon where 

 

ice along your 

starry brow begins 

 

to melt deep down 

In your body's 

 

gravid loam 

which then gives 

 

place as if your 

heart were but 

 

the house of which 

your long forgiving 

 

wound opens door 

upon door, to place 

 

of combination, as 

light upon the blessed 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/169964330923224
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lake of you, like ice 

gone melt into river 

 

water, felt in flow 

that throbs with 

 

all that binds us 

each to each 

 

without a seam, as 

my hands gone silver 

 

by reflected moonlight, 

shimmering in 

 

your sweeting water 

gently gleam. 
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23 January 2020 

AS CLOTH INFUSED WITH PURPLE DYE 

 

Love does not live with itself side-by-side  

but is itself seen only when given to the unity  

of cosmos superimposed on the precise home 

 

that is our full trust in whatever the soul we lay out  

to each other imagines for us as the life we live  

together in ourselves [love has no need to imagine  

 

itself because it already knows its self  

through us, who keep giving it to each other 

in the parenthetical directness of knowing 

 

what we're doing with ourselves as we witness  

what that is and speak softly to each other  

in the tender double twilight from which we 

 

always emerge refreshed] completely fulfilled  

[this is the always forever beginning of a poem]  

as if from an embrace again and again formed 

 

by our lips between quotation marks murmured  

in the full sleep that is awake to what  

the dream means of the metaphors we 

 

blow at each other: 'virtue is to abstain even 

from what is lawful' [Ovid in exile, who refuses 

to be silent] and again [and 'this' is the real 

 

superimposition], 'whatsoever delights is 

accounted by Jove to be righteous' [again Ovid] 

but what is 'righteousness' if when the only 

 

right thing is loving who feels and gives back 

this marvel, oro rotondo, as we say together  

what love is the gesture of, the mouth being 

 

gold, washed by the silver water of metaphors  

softly adrift, of springtime fields, blue clover  

under bare feet, and no breach in our lyric 

 

chain that speaks only to and of our closeness,  

where things do find their proper place,  

in the on-going caress of pure loving's actual hands. 
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23 January 2020 

WHERE THE SONG BEGINS TO SWELL 

 

We are a work 

of no beginnings, 

in the middle 

forever, sounding 

the tides of 

the heart, lyrikos 

'para thina 

poluphoisboio 

thalassas' all 

in fresh and full 

engagement 

as at dusk, silver 

rises, a full moon, 

like a brilliant 

platter empty of 

everything but 

night, our potential 

multiplied 

as we dream of 

the ever-more 

melodic refinement 

of love as perfect 

virtue that 

cannot stop itself 

from never wanting 

to do more than 

rub against eloquence. 
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24 January 2020 

WORD ORDER 

 

We gave in full to 

help offers hidden 

in advance, full 

chance to reveal 

the 'all' they held 

in secret [sacred] 

awe, to free repeatedly 

and on sight what 

everyone already 

knew: That 'zephrim' 

are metabolic 

and made mostly 

'after the fact' from 

the residue left 

of 'sugar smoke' 

as on first meeting, I 

saw my face in 

your belongings 

and knew in that 

full order, much 

like this one, but 

different, was made 

a real world open 

as its circle of 

imperfect clarity 

closed perfectly 

around us, by truth 

to tell, what you knew 

as did I that all 

of why we took 

each other, to 

brilliant inversion 

of cardiac pulse, 
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was to carve in 

our hearts the four 

chambers there 

already intending 

and missing nothing 

but knowing the key 

to life, as ours, would 

open, at last, their 

gates, as entrance 

began to enter us 

within, finally 

allowed to enact it. 
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26 January 2020  

RIGHT WHERE WE BELONG 

 

In modesty we let 

starlight enter our 

pores and in this 

streaming hear 

all morning far 

more to the heart 

than sentence 

structure can append 

to feeling it all 

the way through 

increasing beauty 

that can never end, 

to 'hic habitat felicitas' 

and fruition that 

rises like the light 

in the eyes that see 

what ears hear [as 

the senses facilitate 

delight and are thus 

its guardian] in eternal 

aptitude, wanting 

always the obscurity 

that forgives clarity, 

attending instead to 

the footnotes it 

leaves behind, for 

love is pure but 

imperfect 'wilding' 

meant to disturb its 

roots into full 

blossoming Mercury 

trine Venus, the circle 

squared, and square 
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in love's measure 

become a round of 

song where world 

goes on forever in 

the long stay caress 

that keeps us for 

itself as intimate 

attributes of love to 

which our inflaming 

senses may aspire, 

but which 'chemia' 

is neither love itself 

nor for us conjoined 

and opening to what 

its fullest Art requires. 
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29 January 2020  

WHEN TO COLLATE 

 

Wilding are all petals 

that run when seized 

as blossoms stir what 

formerly kempt was 

creased when first in 

chance mutation got 

across all ready-mades 

to first touch when 

in season as wing- 

tips so overt be taken 

as full flowering, 

duress ignored in toto 

for, or else we'll lose 

the license we cannot 

do without, of flocking 

birds who sing in full 

rotation on the axis 

to novation reckless 

be so right and sorts 

for what by care each 

day can do in prism 

Attention sure as always 

where in sweetness is 

most allowed all for 

love called up each 

night for dreamt in 

nursing all that will not 

be indifferent, to be 

clean compound 

upscale in weather 

class and intimate 

arteries to venerate, 

that you know me by 
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dialect as how I know which 

you love me by, when 

teaching me how to wash. 
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1 February 2020  

EXACTLY CHOSEN 

 

The warm air of January provides for 

sweeter reasoning, where the new 

tropaic invert is of what tells its tale, 

 

one thing appearing to lead to the next 

in linear time disclosed, divulged in milk 

to make the phantom limbs of memory 

 

and the limbs of trees in increasingly dusky 

afternoons correspond. [Is the libido 

actually a grading measure for the intensity 

 

of astigmatism?] Part of love is bending 

barge wood of feminine phenomenology 

to make such ships as can sail out to sea 

 

in search of the exact place Aphrodite 

emerged into the sham fitting of all that was 

provided for her arrival, little enough as 

 

starry lamps that merely nibbled at the night 

to which she responded in play drawn up 

in reverse, gold fittings made of shame 

 

and the outstaring of outright rejection 

that cannot help but stare in offense, so 

was the beauty of it all abjured. No one 

 

alone could think this stuff up. After 4000 

years they on Arwad still form the gunnels  

from a drape of rope, the basic measure, 

 

gravity, groundings to take to sea are without 

contradiction when necessity of sacred 

figures must be heard, where the gap between 

 

'symbol' and 'symbolised' widens to let more in:  

The facility, futility, grace, and perfectible 

wound that intimacy inflicts in the ultimate 

 

and necessary gardens grown up with 

the weeds of angel matter, 'only  

the imagination is real' as what love both 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/179462979973359
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releases and yet holds to in motion, for if 

lust and passion are truly rot, then 'God' also 

is a carrion on which the human worm 

 

ceaselessly feeds its necessary prayer: In 

love, sensibility is no substitute for full 

consciousness. [Cleanliness is next to 

 

Godliness, yet purity alone is no match for 

freshness of invention.] 'Spleen is a bulwark 

against pessimism' [Benjamin on Baudelaire], 

 

as the devaluation of things made allegory 

is made deviant not as might best be the case, 

by love, but by the wretched fetishist economy 

 

that makes falsehood true, prevents maggots 

from clearing the skeleton, and refuses 

'Inconsistency,' the only thing that keeps 

 

beauty so necessarily offensive, in the light 

of the kitchen, our loving and constant canter 

of promise, flaunting every asset we have. 
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3 February 2020  

STAY WITH ME 

 

It was always about The Blessing of the Fleet for me,  

as I was brought to my knees, always 

ankle deep in sea water to be blessed by 

 

the combined blood of the catch and blooded 

fingers at the nets and smell of salt hay:  

Blue skies have a scent in early spring, of creosote 

 

to see them off, a few guys sounding trumpets 

For Our Lady of journey and safe harbors  

and return with a bucket of fresh shrimp stripped 

 

and eaten raw when the first boats returned to 

Tartus in the cove next in to the wharfs of 

the sole Soviet Mediterranean Naval Nuclear 

 

Strike Force docking area, or in foreign travel  

getting a haircut from Tony after deserted  

by parents and being taken to Atlantic City 

 

racetrack for safe keeping. Memory is 

nothing but the sawed meat of waiting in 

some other person's aftermath to be taken 

 

somewhere close to home, to witness further 

blue sparks, as added virtue tells of summary 

as impossible scan of enduring a slave's 

 

sweet radiance, sunlight made to 'use' what 

virtue adds, a dinner plate filled to its edges 

with scabs, in those times when sea foam 

 

could take you under to the world you already 

lived: Toot your horn for death's arrival, but 

be always silent for love: This is what we are 

 

heir to, deep in trust, to resist what we will 

always be demanded to say is done without 

completion, the ship gone out to sea and 

 

remaining in its own wake, as we want to cry 

when it becomes clear that the stripping 

of the tongue and its harvest is the only way to 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/180305429889114
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keep yourself honest as so full in departure,  

but famished on return to no home except  

feeling a stranger attempting to calibrate 

 

the free choice of the tenderness we share,  

lime and stateless, preferable to what's given  

all that is not but scripted, as to fully renounce 

 

the use of weapons is the opening of love  

as determined also by giving what you receive of it,  

with no ease of forethought and calculation. 
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3 February 2020 

NO CHANCE TO TAKE 

 

The new work is 

never work, but is 

a sound reef 

along a high shore 

in sun across 

where water brims 

brightly shining in 

mid-day collapse 

into an inevitable 

match of parts. 

Tides quicken, yet 

change not but 

In direction of 

which is none. 

Love is steady 

for at all times 

is what for waiting 

to be taken by, 

as sooner we 

must multiply 

feeling as from 

trees, leaves, 

and from stems, 

flowers, natural 

enough it is to 

stay, and move 

to and fro to 

remain in order 

and move and stay, 

to want to go 

out as, equally 

to stay in, where 

we are always, as 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/180628186523505
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love is forever 

beneath itself on 

open ground 

where there will 

we stay, to move 

always as offered. 
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5 February 2020  

NOON BRIEF 

 

Air in doorway 

indrawn as void of 

darkness lights 

on exit in memory 

of spring flowers 

and free flowing 

spinal sap moving 

upward into leaves 

that have yet to be 

created. Love is 

consummated, every 

day, all day, there 

is no difference 

between dark 

and light, nor 

secret boundary 

between life 

and death but 

the eternal marks 

we make to defer 

their ache to be 

one and the same 

in living ambiguity, 

our only sure way 

to escape the beaten 

frame of habit as 

we turn out on foot 

and inturn with loving 

eyes made new to see 

there is nothing missing 

on hearing birdsong 

unheard in the life 

you came from, all 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/181835533069437
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overlaid, dense 

and lovely in its 

silent sense of truth 

as exactly we expect, 

if truthfulness is 

what we want, yet 

is merely what it 

cannot be, for 

expectation of 

truth cannot yet 

be of in fullest trust 

but as we expect 

nothing more than 

love consulting love 

in gradients of perception 

refined by feeling 

deeply, shadow all in 

motion within nothing 

but the shade, as paired 

by love, and never 

simply to a template made. 
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5 February 2020 

ALWAYS NOW TO TELL 

 

We keep what is 

written in a book 

from what we say 

in all where love 

brims having 

words of it, words 

for it, does what 

here we must be 

for: To search 

and find in loving 

curve how best 

to breathe within it 

[where nothing is 

ever left off], taken 

now that less be 

always the more 

sought where found 

in all music when 

hearing the lilt 

through midnight 

polyvalence in trips 

through rural time 

and delight in full 

wilding, a smile 

when distant 

rain is on its way 

within and take 

each other for 

the one enquiry 

and reply and small 

white flowers that 

hold hands listening 

through the petals 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/181503843102606


 

56 
 

of our inner ears, 

the sound of water 

rising from the root. 
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7 February 2020   

SOON ENOUGH SPOKEN 

 

Lace over parts ready- 

made with new grass 

for of what is love's 

world made but growing 

always ahead of itself 

from behind where it 

prefers to linger, tarry 

or move slower than 

necessary to reveal 

its will as being formed 

of passion, discretion 

and refinement, without 

unnecessary progress 

of which we need none, 

but for innovation of 

metaphor in work that 

must be done by hand 

in under berry bushes 

or by mind evolved 

from watching in pattern 

rose petals turn in 

unison without moving, 

where sessions of 

caresses take credit 

from melody, right out 

of the beaks of birds, 

by now in ambulant 

pitch, persistent now 

of patience to attain 

the various grooves of 

flow in order to find 

of them the ways to 

return as love does 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/182554059664251
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always to itself, in us 

informed with no 

categorical partition 

or charted to run 

a particular path to 

predetermination, 

which is something 

different than discovering 

you were made for 

another by way of 

luminosity, in no way 

fortuitous, but of 

out-lying linear 

custody, with no 

need of manufacture, 

for reason has nothing 

to do with it, it is 

a child's percussing 

to grant and declare 

and have it all, as 

always lived in what 

is appearance of 

moderation, while 

full loving in radiant 

grass that hides what 

others have prepared 

you to be, of pulled rank 

and barely human, as 

profusion says 'stuff it' 

producing the text 

all will read but few 

understand: Better to 

grow immoderately, 

the brilliant offence 

of beauty, and its prize 

forgiven, to be given 
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always to a foreign 

precedent that sounds 

where love and hardship 

come hard to port, with 

scents of sonic precedence 

to have affirmed beyond 

all verbal allocation, that 

some unknown acumen 

finally got the upper hand. 
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7 February 2020   

PROCESSUAL ESTEEM 

 

Binge first on song 

then only climb and roll 

within the echo you 

make both to mime 

and abrogate against 

its origin prefigured 

in interior starvation 

to accompany ulterior 

salutation, 'hi, how ya 

doin' is less than sweet 

to listen and entails 

a degree of famishment 

along the way. Stay 

this and keep always 

to reversion, flip your 

lid, split in ulterior hunger 

not ever so ready to 

climb which is as natural 

as what a vine does, but 

I'm talking about going 

down the stairs. Gravity 

plays havoc with airborne 

measure when we blow 

on each other's face, but 

'going down' can be 

accomplished as easy 

as an inversion of 

psychology [rapid reverse 

to apex climate]: To know 

what the underworld will 

help you decide, just 

turn yourself inside-out 

and listen to the 'B' side. 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/182977416288582
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8 February 2020 

EVER INTRINSIC AND FULL 

 

Notice that all is held 

tight to earth as bodies 

host to host in the full 

magnetism of love when 

reflection finds folds 

through true nurture 

along the scale as what 

'place' is: Where precession 

mounts to ground over- 

voltage in true proportion, 

and stars come out full 

able without hesitation 

to make first forebrain 

then heart to become 

one to the other, luminous 

in full stride, and matched 

patterns of crossflow 

stitch the wanted seam 

of release to a new place 

in loyal acknowledgement 

[we are near to doubly one], 

the inevitability of our 

occasion, endowed with 

sharp pertinence, never 

benign and of delight 

in temper as a flower 

is, not a thing of chance. 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/permalink.php?story_fbid=2975062059206179&id=100001072418599
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17 February 2020  

FEELING WITH NEVER A FINAL WORD 

 

Light wind is blown 

forward by the lightest 

aspects of itself in 

the subtle harmonies of 

the music we know as 

we practice the love of 

hearing how it sings us 

literally as we together 

are nothing but its 

instrument meant to 

test the strength 

and flexibility of 

the substance of our 

jointure, our trued 

voice made so by 

emotion, the tense pitch 

of our beautiful fixation 

in which thought can 

have no place, as can 

fluidity be thus what is 

gathered in the mouth 

as saliva, the true 

water for the rose 

that marks the truth 

of what is high inside 

us both, forgiving 

the necessary singularity 

of knowing all of 

my desire is simply 

that, or that love 

is love for another 

being and not in 

itself a form of 

https://www.facebook.com/permalink.php?story_fbid=2994827793896272&id=100001072418599
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unnecessary 

transcendence of 

any kind to answer 

to what needs be 

treated otherwise with 

grace and succor 

in order to put aside 

its own mistaken 

abstractions, and why 

I must respect my 

own being to love 

yours is tantamount 

to the existence we 

share by simply wanting, 

together, to share it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

64 
 

19 February 2020  

ECSTASY 

 

The nameless increase of 

all we are, is the totality 

created and thus belonging 

to love's ever-present 

scansion of the tenderly 

counted rhythmic patterns 

of attentions simply attracted 

to the whispered galaxia 

of words that form desire 

thus communicated by way 

of unrelenting instinct 

that forms the design of 

both the tapestry begun 

to be woven and form 

the skin around the points 

of how we were and remain 

nothing but always 

the sharp twist points 

shining brightly in 

the on-going fabric 

that tells us where 

we've perfectly touched 

the beautiful splendor 

of so wanting to be 

exactly where we are, while 

enduring the fiction of 

being unable to stand 

the gathering power 

of necessarily having 

to wait, before feeling 

in the design's completion, 

the pure beauty of our initiation, 

bringing us fully back. 

 

https://www.facebook.com/permalink.php?story_fbid=2999127880132930&id=100001072418599
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21 February 2020 

SWEET SCIENCE 

 

For you I am as 

fresh-smelling as 

newly laundered 

sheets in a linen 

drawer, but am 

also of the scent 

of white water lily, as 

delicate to perception 

as the single hair of 

yours curled in the saucer 

in which my porcelain 

espresso cup is at rest, 

where we sit in the shadow 

of bleached boardwalks 

on foreign shores, place 

of the poem, writ by hand 

on blue paper as eyes 

scan expanse of daylit 

skies for stars as you girl 

goddesses and ladies 

from long ago, having 

left in cosmic scent 

as you are most, exotic 

degree of pure somatic 

beauty, the morning 

star rising at your left 

clavicle, traced down 

extended welcome of 

your arm along blue 

veins, where the ecstasy 

and pain of loving invents 

its own name and finds 

release enough to deepen 

https://www.facebook.com/permalink.php?story_fbid=3003659209679797&id=100001072418599
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the raw refinements 

that take their place in 

nature, and in folds of 

fresh linen unfolded 

daily to remind of how 

the lily peels her petals 

back, so one can glory 

in her smell, with grace, 

decorum and full abandon. 
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22 February 2020 

MADE MORTAL FOREVER 

 

To have is the whole 

of nothing but air 

and this too, is 

expelled, to make 

room for another 

breath, the fresh 

fire in lungs that 

keep us alive by 

making blood in 

the heart red with 

its love given us 

to tell, for what is 

ours in feeling, does 

come in each 

new second as it 

emerges as seasonal 

and always time 

to burn: Heat and light 

are inseparable, 

and their difference 

as slight as a promised 

land of any necessity, 

is but a bend of mind 

where nothing needs 

endurance, for love 

is the life of it, 

lived in no time 

for having to wait 

that it might arrive, 

all that already 

possesses one, no 

debt to either owe 

or pay, as, we come 

https://www.facebook.com/permalink.php?story_fbid=3007917159254002&id=100001072418599
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to each other paid 

in full: Anything 

we call possible 

cannot happen for 

over-exertion of 

imagination and but 

that will set its limits 

we may call our 

own and laugh into 

our blind yet insightful 

relaxation of how 

no cause can effect 

more than what we 

already are, joined 

by the courage of 

holding together in 

heart, our relentless 

desire, as in each 

other's eyes, to feel 

the gentle lovely wind 

as it traverses vistas 

of what is and will be, in 

the long stay beauty of 

a flowing stretch of land. 
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26 February 2020   

THE STILL CENTER THAT BINDS US 

 

What best we are is 

what love in its 

primal delicacy 

never fails to 

announce by its 

full silence in 

the flow of how 

the river carries us 

to the whole 

attention, how we 

pull forward into 

our acknowledgement 

of so being for 

and with each other 

where there is no 

argument, not even 

in the nature of 

gender, such 

sensibility alway as 

marked and granted 

for joy that we are 

forever in aspect 

never in any way to be 

decided for 'later' 

for there is nothing 

but instant magnesis 

to tell what in truth 

is secretly expected, 

even when kept in 

mind there can be 

nothing more free 

than acting in 

the present for love 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/195177508401906
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that will not wait 

for its sensibility to be 

fixed in being so 

perfectly interlocked, 

as if I didn't know 

at the outset, the true 

alchemy and perfect 

catalysis of the verse 

we would turn together, 

as how we live so 

beautifully in each 

other's mouths, 

and the space of 

full intimacy between, 

where we touch 

and know always 

the flow that sustains, 

prolongs and fulfills us. 
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27 February 2020   

DESIRE 

 

One cannot be 

another, without 

or but how then 

the inner arousal 

of one's own 

sweet abundance 

given fully, is how 

one cannot 'be' 

but must 'give' 

exactly, to be 

kept, this way 

of preparing 

to never feel one's 

own transgression 

in, or of eclipse 

where love enters 

upon the knowing 

directive that one 

is singular, there is 

no argument in 

giving whole one's 

full self, as we fall 

into one another 

to keep from being 

lost throughout 

the solitude of 

simple wanting 

even while having 

been given all, that 

we each have come 

into our mutually 

necessary place 

to know how changed 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/195877748331882
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is when the last 

vestige of all masques 

falls away as 

candles extinguished 

by rising stars where 

you become also 

visible in rapture of 

resolve, with racing 

heart and of chambers 

within, lined with 

gold foil, throbbing 

as nothing of 

you fails to touch 

me, who is also 

such a self that 

as person to person 

we go in constancy 

one to another sweet 

of which in perpetual 

disclosure our dream 

comes constantly true. 
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2 March 2020 

WHO SEEK TO RECEIVE 

 

For as free as being 

alive to what one 

needs no permission 

 

to take part in, is 

the rising up to take 

one's own actual 

 

ordinations, to but 

realise them as 

extending unique 

 

governance over 

all that can never 

be final, as the music 

 

of its alphabet 

combines in sounding 

of what in each 

 

part of love thus 

fitted is the true 

sound of what 

 

the beloved is, 

'like no other' in 

actio whose 'glorioso' 

 

has no plan but 

its part in ever 

realising the love 

 

for both what and how 

it is, where discords 

also are a part of 

 

what must be sweet 

in the power to 

restore that which is, 
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being most familiar to 

ears trained in 

harmony to the trance 

 

of loving, and hearing 

in what we are 

demanded of free will 

 

to hold, as our mutual 

tongue in rime, where 

we will try the total 

 

trust of we, together, 

what nature always 

must, in giving to 

 

deliver what through 

us, as in ratio, each unit 

to our unity, applies. 
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5 March 2020 

MELOS: EVERY POTENCY ENCLOSED GONE FREE 

 

All chances are never 

by chance, but by 

arbitration of a whole 

 

that cannot be 'described' 

even as we must 

live it to discover that 

 

no conceptual name is 

'licit' enough to be as 

always to reveal itself 

 

in us, even as our failure 

to know it by any 

name other than how 

 

we call love into being 

by our given names 

on principle of simple 

 

recognition of our whole 

being together, for 

it is particular to our 

 

unity in feeling that we 

feel in what is of 

such singularity, being 

 

in that way unable to 

love the concept of 

love, which is for us 

 

to be joined in a unity 

of the lips and tongue 

whose herald is in 

 

the language they 

speak in the beautiful 

presence to one 
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another, there is 

no 'other way' but 

to be arrested by 

 

the flame in the flower 

that gives us the fruit 

of how we ripen 

 

into each other, for 

knowing how to call 

each other close, 

 

as we each become 

the gift as in a spell 

or séance that brings 

 

in its full attention, 

one to the other, 

a syntax and visionary 

 

seminal flow, phrases 

disclosed out of 

sacred dark in which 

 

we remain arrested 

by the freedom love 

provides in order to 

 

find release in the whole 

of the enduring vow 

that was given us 

 

to both reveal and veil in 

the revelations of our joined 

heart's full measure. 
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7 March 2020 

TO INTEND WITHOUT SOLICITATION 

 

Aberrant, the need 

to touch what we're 

already touched by 

 

in every place, as if 

living could be 

fabricated, or predicted 

 

like weather, what's 

given made to seem 

inadequate, and all 

 

there-by inferred 

become imperative. 

Language is not 

 

love, but is center 

of a relapse back 

to an indiscrete 

 

breadth, renting 

a place in culture 

that is otherwise 

 

inaccessible, to 

justify one's 

particular bias. 

 

Why think of 

destiny or concern 

ourselves with 

 

a future at all, aside 

what will be 

said about what is 

 

then come to be 

what was, no loss 

or gain, love is 
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love always in 

our constancy 

to it, as exactly 

 

where we are 

with it, in 

the out-lying 

 

districts, where 

tenderness is 

the only standard, 

 

as in drafting 

the portrait, feature 

by feature, mixing 

 

slow the egg 

tempera with which 

to restore images 

 

of the dynamic 

that in making, we 

have already become. 
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10 March 2020   

INCARNATION 

 

We inhale each other 

to feel in lustrous 

etymologies how our 

 

own origins are thereby 

beautiful in magnitude 

where love is actual 

 

and immediate and not 

something simply 

alluded to, so words 

 

of affection, 'my joy, 

my little sun' grow 

to be palpable in how 

 

they reverberate 

just as they are what 

the inner ear most 

 

loves, matchless 

in annunciation, 

as bright orchards 

 

fill themselves with 

luminescence 

from early March 

 

sun, as if immediacy 

in life were but 

an endless script 

 

of rigor, laughter 

and the delight of 

pure phosphorescence, 

 

the predicate to 

beauty is always 

befitting, as sheer 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/203121257607531
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sentiment is also 

acquittance of 

the parsing of what 

 

intellect attempts 

to channel, beyond 

which is living 

 

succor divulged, 

midnight ground 

disclosed by light of 

 

an unusually full 

moon, soft lips pressed 

fully on closed eyelids. 
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11 March 2020  

BRAIDED FIBER IN CONTINUO 

 

In torrents come 
the luminosity of love 
left to us as residue 
 
from the morning 
star as it continues 
to dictate its psalm 
 
through our clavicles 
where at rest 
it is its most active, 
 
streaming through 
nerve bundles as 
sweetness that studies 
 
the container of 
somatic life within 
as the cries of 
 
love joined into 
the rhythmic bleating 
of the Queen 
 
and King's ewes 
that do not wait, 
but are themselves 
 
the substance of 
the gate that holds 
nothing back, Artizarra, 
 
you come down 
star-steps from 
heaven with a milk- 
 
pitcher of radiance 
on your shoulder, 
bringing the native 
 
realm perpetually to 
earth, our native 
realm, the builded 
 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/203339504252373
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memoir to love 
built of tender 

decipherment 
 

of the given 

anagrams that 

are heard straddling 

 

multiple languages 

and the confusion 

at the Gate of God 

 

in Babylon, but for 

the occulted gates 

of horn and ivory 

 

[there is entrance 

to the vaulted 

chambers of 

 

the heart, near 

the paw of the Dog 

Star Sirius, in full 

 

Annunciation, for there 

lies the dark car, 

Aschpar [in Basque], 

 

Schapar [in Hebrew] 

and Spharad, Hebraic 

for 'Spain,' anagram 

. 

of Paradise in Andalus 

[with Hesperia homologous 

to names of the Garden 

 

of Eden, these things 

we perceive yet also 

know in dream, there 

 

are no limiting margins 

that do not intersect, 

smoked strips of 
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chicken on an open 

grill, fresh flatbreads, 

homemade mayonnaise, 

 

gypsy rabbits in tall 

clumps of strange, 

grass, and laundry 

 

Lines of damp cloth 

drying in Mediterranean 

sun, become at dusk 

 

veils between where 

long tenderness through 

the night are lily scents 

 

of close lilt, as exotic as 

the secret present smell 

we cannot do without. 
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12 March 2020   

DRAWN AND DRIVEN UNDER 

 

To feel it, directly 

from how your 

tender-hearted 

 

eyes see my own 

in rapport in full 

release to and from 

 

where bliss arrives 

with no need for 

reparation, yet full 

 

of sheer acceptance 

blossoming in play 

of principle, is 

. 

where we live, 

'civitas' in every way 

of wanting our 

 

profound yet 

common love be 

realised in each 

 

uncommon way is 

our poet's sweet 

ease with one 

 

another, clear in 

expression of what 

we want, 'this' pure 

 

harmony that rime 

feeds us with all 

the truth that nature 

 

means in us combined, 

to tell what 

loving is, to extend far 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/203845244201799
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beyond a musical 

connection, so as we 

feel the gift bestir 

 

in us our fluencies 

appropriate our simple 

power of attraction 

in which its strength 

be realised in direct 

and full, the dove's 

 

throat kissed from 

within by the fullness 

of its song, as from 

 

outward in flight 

are kisses from the air 

of so feeling them, 

 

as we live by the larynx 

shattered and made 

whole by what lets 

 

soft lips, vaporous 

features and flowing 

light shimmer, driven 

 

by metaphor, and in 

love, full nights of 

beautiful, imperfect reply. 
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13 March 2020  

EVER MORE APPARENT 

 

In each part of our 

life together there is 

given place for what 

 

in each of us is 

particular to what is 

an inwardly rapturous 

 

outpouring as petals 

of the heart's rose 

dispersed in blossoming 

 

as deep within 'doth tell,' 

generating fullness 

from the center closed in 

 

where aching must let 

go to litter the air with 

the scent of ecstasies 

 

whose sweetness 

in rapture is dispersed 

and gone together 

 

within each other, 

constant in giving over 

and letting go, out 

 

from me, the very 

endless part of all 

my wanting, the last 

 

taste always again 

first to the tongue 

when touching each 

 

right place at the base 

of honeysuckle 

flowers to taste 

 

their juice, our common 

cause in nobleness 

that shares ability to 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/204626694123654
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restore and be restored 

by love's full clarity, 

and as our hearts pitch 

 

toward dawn the rose 

admits us to our own 

taut shadows of all 

 

that we continue to 

dream and wake in 

pleated waves of 

 

dawn's glazed 

and luminous unfurling 

whose cadence 

 

in loving is our gift of 

straining never in the full 

radiance of our bliss. 
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14 March 2020   

IT'S ONLY NATURAL 

 

Obsidian ants that 

form first the night 

and then gleam in it 

 

as stars become 

in understanding as 

also a kind of twist 

 

that comes to us 

like a flash of lovely 

luminosity that 

 

stays when found 

where it always 

has been, exactly 

 

where it belongs, 

that love is what 

and where it is, 

 

within and without 

whatever surrounds 

the courage to 

 

emerge, ants out of 

their hill, stars that 

move across the sky, 

 

is not a science 

but is exact as how 

the whole world is 

 

alive, especially 

when tenderly we 

part and say 

 

good-night with 

sweet succor, where 

love is an eye-lash 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/205015157418141


 

89 
 

wet with my joyful 

tears, and a lingering 

bit of your saliva. 
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16 March 2020  

GEOLOGY 

 

Stars unearth themselves 

through soil that cannot 

be leached, and rise 

 

in us to feel the ecstasy 

of love that rises in us 

only to the level of what 

 

we are together as music 

from the clavicular octave's 

eight quarter note rests 

 

through which we hear 

our breathing as from 

a single being that need 

 

not be symbolised, for 

our cells are constellated 

fully by their constancy 

 

in luminosity and sheer 

appreciation of what we 

together are, in cosmic 

 

bias, yes, in agreement 

as Cygnus set in the sky 

of the air we breathe, here, 

 

together, for our love 

cannot be so simply 

made an analogy of 

 

what it already is, in 

truth a swan grounded 

in the earth we occupy 

 

at every point of its 

measure, set in place 

of what means without 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/206278873958436
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metaphor, but as in 

the soil of itself, the tender 

claws of its orange feet. 
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18 March 2020   

PIVOT POINT OF A FLOOD IN MOTION 

 

We call to enactment 

and are so called 

by it, to coordination 

 

between ourselves, 

that we live on the same 

island together that 

 

we as joined, form 

the substance of, love 

brought under order of 

 

living, and the reverse, 

to live as to love all 

that which the other 

 

is, so imagined and felt 

to be true such that 

choosing and being 

 

chosen are one in 

the same act, there is 

no dichotomy, a caress 

 

is expression of unity, 

that we have within us 

each the text that 

 

spells out the total 

intention of what we are 

a part of, that love 

 

as wildly desiring as it 

is, is what makes 

lips soft when pressed 

 

and seals the nature so 

expressed into civility 

so specific to what 

 

we make of our own 

fierce and tender expression 

of all that in it 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/207615453824778
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is, but of hearing tides 

rise and fall, together 

and knowing in this 

 

how our voices joined 

rise together in 

just the way of feeling 

 

the place of our own 

always first declaration of 

love, is already alive 

 

within the other, as we 

each give in this a place 

for paradise to fully be. 
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21 March 2020   

ALL IN THE MELODY 

 

What phrase must be 

borne, as if to be 

included in any 

 

burden of 'interpretation': 

No, for our love in 

this respect is simple, 

 

for when we express it 

there is no question of 

'who is speaking' for 

 

in your saying 

and mine, we can feel 

each other's fingers 

 

intertwine and in touch 

murmur together at 

the point of absorption, 

 

which we hear in 

the middle voice of 

being so combined, 

 

which is both our 

love and art that can be 

no more separated 

 

than you and I, for 

each day we together 

conclude our cosmos 

 

in connection to each 

other, within yet despite 

being overwhelmed 

 

by practical necessities 

that have little bearing 

on our own: There can be 

 

nothing simpler than 

our constant expressions 

of love, because we 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/209534253632898
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say them, for in love, 

no one can talk to 

themselves for around 

 

the heart are ardent 

hearers who say nothing 

back but the confirmation 

 

of what you withhold 

from them is true 

love and the pure speech 

 

of its desire, natural 

yet also cautious by 

intellectual necessity 

 

to do nothing but love 

that much more surely 

and deeply, when 

 

the same star is at both 

your brow and mine, 

as we follow and lead 

 

each other's hearts 

through the world, simple, 

exact and bird-throated. 
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23 March 2020  

SIMPLE AS A VIOLET 

 

Just as changes of 

weather are said to be 

unpredictable, so 

 

too are they inevitable 

in formal grace, as is 

change wrought simply 

 

to refer symphonic 

emotion to private vision: 

We feel not thus to 

 

retain in the heart's 

temporal closure as in 

remembrance of vines 

 

replete with flowers of 

morning glories climbing 

brick rows in measure of 

 

'where I used to live' 

that do open these deep 

ecstasies of morning 

 

twilight I share with 

you when we writhe 

and together wake 

 

to that spring of somatic 

delight unfolding 

in its petals the whorl 

 

of stars to which 

the measured intervals 

of our waking life 

 

refer, as we lay, 

flushed in body voiced 

as the magic of it 

. 

is our homeland, 

as much as the shiver 

of golden wings 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/210849486834708
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born from the crimson 

body of us joined 

at dawn, not knowing 

 

desire as metaphor, but 

ever feeling the warmth of 

our pieces falling into place. 
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24 March 2020  

MORTAL AND HAPPY 

 

Liberated to be 

connected, in vortex 

of musical play, 

 

charmed of mind, 

tearful in the joy of 

laughing our heads 

 

off in the sheer 

magnificence unfolding 

in the fugue of 

 

complicit sensuality 

and intellect of love for 

which our earth blushes 

 

dawn and dusk, waking 

with and for it, while 

putting it at rest and in 

 

exhaustion, to the dream 

it has prepared for us 

as we have been prepared 

 

to dream it, as our arms – 

tree branches now 

beginning to fill with 

. 

birds – embrace a sky 

replete with stars, 

labyrinthine in how, 

 

like of the sea's many 

folds, another is needed 

not to interpret the severe 

 

healing coils of love's 

tender ways, but to 

take account of its 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/211518206767836
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nature and decipher 

how it must evolve, 

from refusing to know 

 

any final definition of 

itself, just as, figures of 

this refusal, we are, 

 

and must live the love 

that refuses to become 

sacred, yet is always 

 

with us as we radiantly 

gaze and speak quietly to 

one another with such 

 

abundant, almost 

nonchalance that it is 

only natural when under 

 

image to starlight 

and birdsong and love 

of such quietude yet 

 

fiery sincerity, that we will 

never forget, in joy, exactly 

how to rock this house. 
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24 March 2020   

TO TAKE POSSESSION, TO ACCEPT 

 

To what are poets 

faithful, uncovering 

in answer to it, our 

 

vocation, faithful 

in love, to what is 

uncovered or reveals 

 

itself to daily 

perception of mind, 

and in the expressive 

 

void of language 

that language fills 

itself with, to no 

 

end but that to 

know we pay far 

too much in pain 

 

for our miniature 

totalities of 'meaning,' 

in which to imagine 

 

language is to 

imagine a form of 

life, the world 

 

experienced as 

a miracle, in one 

mode of expressing 

 

nothing 'with' language, 

but as the existence 

of language itself, as 

. 

not an essence, but 

an attribute of how we 

know existence as 

 

wonderment is best 

expressed as ethos 

'In actio' and never 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/211955750057415
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within a presupposable 

'community,' for our 

task is that of keeping 

 

love shameless in its 

faith, and forever 

amateur in its practice. 
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26 March 2020   

AN AIR AS WIDE AS IT IS CLOSE 

 

The lost poem is 

still the poem it was 

before. Swans 

 

refuse to be exiled 

by spurious thinking, 

for their claws hold 

 

tight to the wondrous 

ache of waking, kindled 

through the night 

 

hearing what I take 

to be your absence 

calling my name, 

 

when it is my own 

heart voiced upon 

the stillness of 

 

night's stars, calling 

your full presence 

to gather your part of 

 

our share of the wild 

flowers we took from 

fields we roamed, and in 

 

vision be taken by having 

picked them, let them 

gather us together, home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/213449126574744
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27 March 2020   

PEARS THAT GROW WILD 

 

Birds in treetops are 

plural, as what are 

realities independent 

 

of each other when 

yet I hear in harmony 

a cacophony of song 

 

while where in cadence 

I dream of love 

as I think of you: 

 

What is the etymology 

of gazing tender-eyed 

at the core, feeling 

 

wordlessly yet full 

of music where love 

has been decided 

 

both for me, yet 

equally in my stead 

as beauty is necessary 

 

for epistemology to 

fail sufficiently that 

love be constant, yet 

 

never forced to 

repeat itself, 'never 

again the same' 

 

is what infinity is, 

or the number of 

rungs on the ladder 

 

up which to try to 

climb to the moon 

when it is already in 

 

your palm disposed 

to what the heart 

holds to, not for 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/213943549858635
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the plan of some 

well-timed thematic 

release, but of 

the actuality we are 

both about in full, 

the single regard of 

 

our two hearts 

consigned, loving 

impertinent in 

 

sweetness just to know 

how love is, to harvest 

in sheer appreciation. 
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28 March 2020 

DID YOU HEAR THAT? 

 

Fierce, you and myself 

as those flowers I saw 

in vase on your table 

 

that for an moment 

appeared to be in your 

arms, as how I will 

 

remember them forever 

and will be always 

with beauty, glowing 

 

as sun in luminous 

mist, of necessary 

courage to be in utter 

 

happiness to think 

of you in every possible 

form, spells of silence 

 

within the music of 

our talking, or in 

perception, the glorious 

 

sublimation to our 

Art of what others will 

discard as ruins, for 

 

no such thing, but 

that this is the core 

given with regularities 

 

of grace, the gift of daily 

love as ours to feed 

each other with, falling 

 

always, again in love 

with each other, along 

with the verities of Nature 

 

to which we also belong, 

sun rising moon rising 

and their descent, convivial 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/214764073109916
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in sentiment, perhaps 

even glamorous, as tides 

when love is a scholarship 

 

as our heart's beat in 

rime together, as deliciously 

as any threshold lovingly 

 

discovered together, sound 

of poluphloisboious, heard 

and held in flawless preparation. 
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29 March 2020 

DELIGHT 

 

I was born among 

and grew wild with 

patches of sweet 

 

blackberries where 

thorns were in plenty, 

and the sun played 

 

like wildfire across 

my face, when I 

showed it. Revelations 

 

from heaven were 

what I loved to feel 

dissolve in my woven 

 

hiddenness that 

spoke to me of dark 

grapes growing 

 

up hillsides of 

foreign shores 

under the light blue 

 

twists of sky among 

thin cloud, true being 

like my love for you 

 

is the source of 

all things that I feel 

to be equidistant 

 

from each other, 

just as you and I 

are, for loving 

 

is where we live, 

and where we live is 

always within 

 

the heart's human 

grasp, just as 

the scatter of rose 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/215222033064120
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petals are scattered 

by an order of 

growth principle, 
 

as love is also 

principled, as first 

ecstasy of the middle 

 

voice that allows 

its first true and full 

articulation to be 

 

heard, where actual 

things cling always to 

what we imagine to be 

 

impossible to say, 

despite in light of what 

we say right now. 
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30 March  2020    

AND KNOW IT 

 

First image at birth 

was how two stairways 

converged and made 

 

heaven sure-footed 

and air as the first seat 

from which to have 

 

emerged, glistening 

in the adoration of 

having been so, made 

 

in returning as angels 

are required to bend 

the barge wood that 

 

was the curve of my 

back, already in 

a stance of adoration 

 

steady in the scent 

of cedar for the 5000 

year journey of learning 

 

how to turn prow 

toward violets and lilac 

and linger as a child 

. 

hiding under mother's 

skirts at the post office 

in the feral smell for 

 

five days once a month 

which became my 

calendar and her 

 

adornment unlocked to 

solve itself, the invisible 

into everything apparent 

 

yet unseen gone to 

fully abide in, desire 

the star in my nostrils 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/215945919658398
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making my eyes see in 

the moon-form glazed 

in your eyes as why 

 

could we not draw 

ever closer to what was 

inevitable, the love 

 

felt for the first time 

forever in the restless 

murmur along what 

 

became a longing 

for completion, O 

rhythm, my intuition 

 

always knew it was your 

heart that was speaking, 

and whose face but 

 

my own, unnamed until 

now, that could feel 

the caress of your hands. 
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31 March 2020   

FREE TO COHERE 

 

The sea of the night 

is on fire with stars 

as I hear wrong on 

 

purpose to get new 

sounds to make poems 

for us, and bend 

 

the grapevines that 

form my mouth 

closer to your lips, 

 

that we both may 

taste the dew that 

turns to love after 

 

dark, in the hint of 

Aurora Borealis 

and in remembrance 

 

of the careless pain 

of searching out 

the stray necessities 

 

that kept my hair 

on fire at age 8 

and far beyond 

 

into all the wisdom 

gathered now that 

in whose shadow 

 

I in memory can show 

you exactly as 

how our love counts 

 

for everything, if 

you can see with 

me a flashlight 

 

of boy thieves 

darting furtively 

through red pine 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/216639399589050
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along the shallow 

wood, and I among 

them searching 

 

out the red edge 

of birdsong at dawn 

concurrent with 

 

the poet's kiss 

that summons 

silence and stealth 

 

and the sealed 

perception of us 

watching in our 

 

palms a tightly 

closed pine cone open 

to the heart's 

 

patience of seeing 

itself opening in 

wonder, like-wise. 
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2 April 2020 

OF WHAT CONTAINS US 

 

How can a word not 

spell anything, the sky's 

stars wake you from 

 

dream, a river washes 

all references back 

into the sky and muses 

 

live between punctuation 

marks and form in the core 

of the heart the colour of 

 

when morning becomes 

pale blue flower petals 

that open upon your 

 

face. Love is a 'blowing 

together' of air brought 

Into the beautiful whirlpool 

 

in the loving chaos where 

all things are adjacent 

and are what they are 

 

and as many as there are 

as we stand on stars 

that glisten in the grass, 

 

where from outside under 

the caress of shadows of 

pear leaves on our faces 

 

we smell through a small 

utility window the wet 

smell of laundry as 

 

the washing machine 

grinds to a halt, the smell 

of honeysuckle from 

 

the back corner cedar 

fencepost and the scent 

of cedar is all we need, 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/217750529477937
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no metaphor required, as 

mirror to reflect and appear 

to double the fullness 

of the garden, love is 

all that it is, whispers of 

multiplicity, nectar in 

 

the honeysuckle, scent is 

the original stratum: We 

correspond in the distance 

 

between, which leaves 

more space for love 

and how our fingers 

 

made of full remembrance of 

sweet air and present feeling, 

are always intertwined. 
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3 April 2020 

PRIMARY ADDRESS 

 

Our meeting was long 

present in what could 

mistakenly be called 

 

our absence from each 

other, yet this absence 

for us was not of the usual 

 

duality in which the one 

translates the other in 

terms of transcendence 

 

of the obvious love come 

imminently between, for 

our affect could never be 

 

the pale shadow of abstract 

association of fire with 

passion, for we met in 

 

the fragrance along the edge 

of the gas station at just 

the threshold of brazen steps 

 

among wild flowers and low 

blackberry bushes, in 

the breath of evening, where 

 

it happens, as it does as 

we together are leonine, 

already a climax built 

 

as we name it, mounting, 

desire's thought and thought's 

actual body, in what 

 

already is ours, honest, 

true, convivial as in 

true embrace we turn 

 

and turn within and all 

around what each of us 

is, with the other, as 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/218058992780424
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the etymology 'is' as 

correct as the blackberries 

are sweet to the tongue, 

 

'to care, to cherish, to caress' 

and the name of all that 

is infinite are the small 

  

orange salamanders 

tender-footed on the black 

earth as our fingers also 

 

are upon all the names 

for soma and soul 

that can be said, and their 

 

references, sounded 

and touched, let us go 

to where we have 

 

and always will be, 

without the words we 

will always linger in 

 

as we do in love, both 

together, yet equally 

'alone and first in mind' 

 

and heart that is our 

ultimate and profoundly 

common primal language, 

 

that is poetry ['the shape of 

light'] and ['the longest lasting 

rose'] of where we live. 
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4 April 2020   

THE CONSTANT LEAP INTO 

 

In cool air, echoes 

reply to nothing 

asked, as love is 

 

not a question, but 

an imperative the soul 

already knows, ancient 

 

scars made again 

young and memorable 

as the rapturous crease 

 

that fills at dawn with 

luminosity bleeds 

modestly to millennial 

 

hurts from which our sky 

is made of, incense 

burned in rapturous sun 

 

like Cuban oregano 

on a colourfully painted 

windowsill, and yes, 

 

with love in hand, 

we will make white 

cheese from spoiled 

 

milk that we will know 

is ready when Sanskrit 

letters grow like mold 

 

along its sides. Doing 

everything in the many 

ways there are that 

 

last a lifetime will be 

always ours, whether 

the sun glint on tracks 

 

of the overgrown 

railroad yard, or listening 

to swallows singing 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/219295519323438
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back to back, we will 

never have to be 

anything but feeling 

 

formed like primordial 

sunrise, light with light, 

petal lightly touching petal 

 

in rich laughter and sweet 

goldenness, each other's 

forever violet companion. 
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5 April 2020  

GOOD POSTURE 

 

Entire fields of dandelion 

fire, unknown language 

unsheathes the lips of 

 

unknown mouths that 

cannot say their name, 

we cannot look at them 

 

for the brilliance is too 

much as they begin to 

sway in unison, in mild 

 

wind that this nameless 

brilliance become 

in motion neither god 

 

nor goddess as when 

we met and took each 

other what I wanted you 

 

most for was that you 

and we would have skill 

'with' – not 'in' – life for 

 

the body is not a life 

of accumulated, signed 

dictations from the moon 

 

of our own heart's record, 

for the heart can easily 

be but must not be, confused 

 

with the heart, as if a quick 

somatic rub-down will 

provide the details of 

 

our art, in its random 

endless and mistaken 

desires we never had 

 

and anyway at the outset 

naturally refused in order 

to take ourselves beyond 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/219295519323438
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to where the sky is 

'bluer than blue' and knew 

even then the forms 

 

we would find there could 

not be found, for even as you 

and I together work to 

 

uncover them we find 

the things of this world 

and the other we sought 

 

had not like skill to intertwine 

as how we have come to know 

fully, your life and mine together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

121 
 

7 April 2020 

TO FIND EACH OTHER EXACTLY 

 

I keep learning what 

is already known to me, 

through you, in every 

 

way possible, that 

there will always be 

more of it with which 

 

lifetimes will be built 

as poetry is, not in 

metrics reckoned, 

 

but in the argument 

lived for the sake of 

recognising the absolute 

 

is both 'real' yet nothing 

unless it be the embrace 

that tells you love will 

 

never be denied, as 

immortal in becoming 

invisible when how we 

 

disappear into what 

the language of 

each tender expression 

 

tells us, present always 

in exactitude as in unity 

flower petals turn 

 

in the slow way of 

feeling in the heart 

the fullness, first 

 

and final, the motion 

of unfurling, the modesty 

of a first kiss, there 

 

where eyes shine, 

and love is the solid 

ridge of a stance 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/219295519323438
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taken in order to 

love, and be happy 

with another, as 

 

when having learned 

to ride a bicycle, is 

impossible to forget. 
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8 April 2020 

STEALTH 

 

Those persons that 

we are, densities 

from which hands 

 

keep their secrets 

in order on appearing 

and visiting one's self 

 

is to have visited 

to constitute who 

you are to me, is 

 

the practice that 

can be either and or 

both seeking happiness 

 

or live happily for 

having found exactly 

what it is contingent 

 

on, just as there is 

a way to speak about 

the ways our love 

 

visits our own constancy 

and contingency, as in 

speech, we learn what 

 

rhythms hold along 

complexities that in 

deep feeling are nothing 

. 

but clear and simple 

as I pass the years, 

dressed in my being 

 

and that part of it 

that in constant 

visitation you also 

 

gave to let me love 

the present, and you 

in the present, 
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and the presence of 

all I've left behind 

for not knowing better, 

 

as now the mysteries 

of love appear as plain 

as day, they are you 

 

by way our visitations 

have become magnetised 

not as gods or goddesses 

 

and their habitual 

believers, but in desire 

for the sake of life, 

 

I love you now as 

wide as eternity is, 

although I can not 

 

describe it, but to know 

its breadth, as in 

dream, I touch you 

 

and feel all the perfect 

glow you leave forever in 

the palm of my hand. 
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8 April 2020 

WROUGHT TRUE 

 

 

Time runs out, but 

gives you more, land 

 

and life are there 

right now, before 

 

whatever stance 

there is taken as 

 

a kind of pose set 

unintentionally 

 

yet having the purpose 

of seeming other than 

 

what it was put there 

for. The world is never 

 

enough. As time runs 

on, I love you more. 

 

We feel to follow its flow. 

Could a painter 

 

or poet tell us what 

s/he thinks what 

 

a colour or words being 

too descriptive means? 

 

Love means 'with another' 

whether like each other 

 

or different doesn't matter. 

Love is always what it is. 
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11 April 2020 

AS WE ARE LET TO 

 

Is a person maybe 

just another branch of 

linguistics, and linguistics 

 

but the rose that appears 

at the top of a glass of 

water when a Sufi blows 

 

across it in the right way? 

I'll tell you something, 

but I can't because I 

 

don't know what it is. 

Everything is already in,' 

quotes' particularly all 

 

that which helps casually 

build the coy relations 

between 'language' 

 

and 'the world' and 'form' 

is what looks like what 

happened when I was 

 

done with it and all 

the times I dreamt 

I could make love 

 

builds the will where 

the only one of me will 

go when I die, ascendance 

 

is quick in love and lasts 

a lifetime of sheer 

focus and appreciation 

 

of how the ground of it 

shifts all the time, as it 

must, to bring it home 
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to the real you have 

always lived but still 

know nothing of, for 

 

it is the measureless 

incomparable body that 

does the soul's work, 

 

the washboard in tin 

tub in the back room 

with the rotting smell of 

 

old floorboards. In 

'The Zohar,' David calls 

God 'Midnight' and vision 

 

has something to do 

with non-theism combined 

with the obsidian love-light 

 

in your eyes. As the glorious 

body changes into the mortal 

body, neither are changed 

 

but their limits, which hover 

above and are best worn 

like a halo or crown of stars 

 

where they are known 

and loved, but cannot be 

seen any time as able to 

 

be left at all to have looked 

and begun to move to find it. 

What are we to want for this? 
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12 April 2020 

BE HAVE TO WILL ANOTHER 

 

Sight and place were 

made for those who 

simply grew there, 

 

lightning steers all things 

as love is 'instruction' 

received, regardless 

 

and through human 

warmth like light wind 

In the eye of the needle 

 

you can't tell is either 

making, mending or 

simply embellishing, 

 

all to continue love's 

practicum seen in 

rural knothole focus 

 

to enter the fire emerald 

gift of the luminous 

earth, the body carriage 

 

through which was of 

an aura, that seemed 

almost cut out of shoulder 

 

to make a space for 

finger-like shapes 

of an aura to wiggle say 

 

hello and in consonance 

[invisible blaze within 

perceived spectrum, as 

 

love is the building up 

of things to stay, like 

a moist and possibly 

 

nervous palm by way of 

introduction in the mounting 

evidence of energies for release 
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into a Saturnian emotional 

water table spored up 

and out of human communion, 

 

for she did not know who 

stood before her, who 

had no sign, as being how 

 

tell difference between 

species of tree, he was 

not of wood, but of 

 

another substance, 

being the sign of having 

and needing no sign. 
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13 April 2020 

INTO THE MARGINS 

 

Startled branches, arms 

move with breath of 

birdsong, waking from 

 

the always dreamed of 

beauty of rising in 

the angular folds of 

 

where I live with my 

beloved, her words 

as they might as well 

 

be of the garden soil 

we walk together 

listening to the silence 

 

of love through 

the charmed mind of 

Hermes, dappled 

 

morning light through 

dripping tree leaves, 

let us kiss always 

 

and never marry, but 

live always in chaste 

yet perpetually sensate 

 

bliss, love, astonishment 

shimmering and flow, 

seeking golden honey in 

 

the middle of a stream, 

exactly where I hold and carry 

you in my arms close in 

 

among the singing fruit 

trees whose sweetness we 

share in perfect counterpoise 
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13 April  

AGREEMENT IN REFUSAL 

 

 

The dream residue 

left in the rise of 

dawn is not 'a remains,' 

 

but is a whole 

and complete condition 

of all the circumstance 

 

we endure and take 

delight in, everything 

we must take part in 

 

to the fullest extent 

we agree to, for and with 

one another, 'soul talk,' 

 

which is not that easy 

except when it easily 

happens. Did I choose 

 

my own world when 

having it come to full 

consequence everywhere 

 

around me? The plants 

that grow upon the earth 

always look brighter than 

 

the earth itself. Our love 

for each other will never be 

a matter of mere convenience. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/224984132087910
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17 April 

WHAT RHYTHM HOLDS US TO 

 

 

Our heartbeats, 

forever on the air 

of being instructed 

 

always in, weeping 

in the deserted 

parking lot behind 

 

my building well 

into evening, having 

been released from 

 

hospital after 

failing again to 

become the woman 

 

I thought I needed 

to be, but that your 

love showed otherwise 

 

needed no gender 

but tall grass and that 

funny kind of tree 

 

that twists and grows 

through our life 

together now that 

 

we have become 

the thin-boned stealth 

of gazelles in moonlight 

 

that doubles for 

'thinking' to feel our 

way in sight of each 

 

other, always, as our 

black lips sometimes 

accidentally touch 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/227292498523740
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and our hoof-prints 

in the soft earth 

are the size of small 

 

heart-shaped rose petals, 

as we are each other's 

immediate form of 

 

the soul that governs 

us together, completely 

integrated intention 

 

of interlunar feeling 

that we can do nothing 

about but show up for, for 

 

our love and that we let it 

want us together makes 

our heart's circuitry complete. 
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18 April  

ONLY NOW HAS JUST BEGUN 

 

 

'[Like] some kind of 

eternal Dadaism' 

[Mandelstam on 

 

learning Italian 

phonetics so he 

could read Dante 

 

in the original, for as 

much as the continuous 

astonishment of 

 

our love that stays 

and never passes 

as between us in 

 

abundance every 

look begs to enter 

Into concordanza 

 

as we do without 

effort, each of our 

fingers naturally 

 

and immediately 

drawn to the spaces 

between the fingers 

 

of the other's hand, 

having little to do 

with biography or 

 

the 'necessary plague' 

of psychologisms 

but is the constant 

 

attempt to live through 

each other the 'topos' 

itself, fundamental 
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amorous and poetic 

experience incommensurately 

interconnected as 

 

loved and loving lives 

found in the poetics of 

the unmapped territory 

 

of kissing each other's 

eyelids to sleep as 

evening and starlight. 

 

descend: This is 

the language of 

the operative and tender 

 

gesture, 'alone and first 

in mind,' our language, 

the language of love 

 

that writes our poetry 

for us in the space 

it makes, 'first sound 

 

realised in a church 

forever,' the innocence 

in our hearts as our 

. 

minds walked inexorably 

toward each other, 

motivated by the same 

 

sound of each other's 

intuited but yet unheard 

voice, the dense transparency 

 

of love never forgotten, 

'gravities of the flame 

dancing,' as there and then 

. 

did we not realise that 

the enduring antiquity of 

'the dark wood' was correlate 
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to the poet's memory to be 

kept to love, and 'since my 

courage is clarified by 

 

the joy you bring, when 

I see Love parcel out 

and choose wherein 

 

I hope to be to you 

your richness as your 

own, and ours, as I 

 

winnow from my song 

of love for you, the chaff 

that is not truly the gold 

 

curve of the early morning 

sky, I will earn for you 

and us the ways in which 

 

the contradictions in 

life's song can only 

evaporate when sung. 
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19 April  

INTELLIGENCE ALL WITHIN AND AROUND 

 

 

The earth was created 

by chance, there is 

nothing propitious about 

 

its continuing from where 

it leaves off, for it never 

leaves off, there is no kairos 

 

or opportune time to act, 

for to act is to mimic life 

even as we 'create' it, just 

 

as our own love was brought 

into being by stability itself, 

through both geological time 

 

as well as the ambiguous 

formation of a cloud in motion: 

'In short where chance is 

 

involved [ . . ] it always fulfills 

it's own idea' [but never says 

anything about the philosophy 

 

of itself.] 'My reason is luminous' 

and being so wants only to 

touch the radiant tips of your 

 

fingers during a conversation 

about such things over coffee. 

Love is as committed to freedom 

 

as the wings of a bird in flight 

['sheer continuous appreciation 

of each other, the two in one]. 

 

Serres tells us that at J.S. Bach's 

death-bed was a copy of Leibniz's 

'De Arte Combinatoria' as in that 
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which matters most in being 

composed by love: The folding, 

the unfolding, the refolding. 

 

Each word that treats of love 

is a world unto itself, and must 

be composed commensurate 

 

to this matter. That I love 

you is a solid continuum, 

but never a simple matter 

 

of course. The 'task' of 

telling it is what gives love 

its variant necessary forms, 

 

yet in these variations, words 

must somehow be aligned 

to things exactly as they are. 
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20 April 

TRANSPARENCY  

 

 

I have endured for so 

long various elements 

of life that I have 

 

forgotten everything 

such that now, what 

was once suffered as 

 

endurance, is now 

a form of continuous 

pleasure. 'The world 

 

thus experienced as 

a miracle: I am now 

tempted to say that 

 

the correct expression 

for the miracle of 

the world, albeit as 

 

expressing nothing 

within language, is 

the existence of 

 

language itself.' 

[Wittgenstein]: We 

know there is no 

 

satisfaction living 

'a death in life' [so 

much for the concept 

 

of 'The Other' roused 

through subjectivity]. 

'Act is imposition of what 

 

looks to be 'improvement' 

on what we know, 

based on what we know.' 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/229523184967338
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We are with one another 

on the basis of a miracle, 

having been reached for 

 

as [still] 'undisclosed 

objects' that slipped from 

the left hand of Hermes, 

 

for which we hence- 

forward came to replace 

this former 'something' 

 

with our own presence 

to each other, and that is 

'something else' by way 

 

of the sheer astonishment 

and appreciation that 

love is, like the 3 : 1 jade 

 

piece proportionate to 

how flowers spread their 

wings. If a miracle is 

 

the most appropriate 

expression of our world, 

then in what ways can 

 

language tell this so 

that words = 'things 

as they are'? The way 

 

is as it comes into being, 

as human life, as ethos 

aligned as much as 

 

possible with understanding 

[love] of how nature 

works, without bounds 

 

separating 'inside' from 

'out' in the tropological 

thrill of the whole 'topos,' 
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where in this, through love, 

will be likewise as direct 

in expression 'with you 

 

as I am able to be with 

myself: It is the only 

way that will work for us, 

 

us being for each 

other what we are.' In 

this, there is a single 

 

remaining lifelong 

challenge: To let 

the beautiful blue 

 

roots of the emerald 

blossoming earth 

fully reveal themselves. 
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22 April  

COMPANIONSHIP 

 

 

From flowers of 'associational 

thinking' pollen like a river 

flows for isn't it forever always 

 

'why not' and what else is there 

[to do] but in the matter of matter, 

talk about how life lives itself 

 

within and 'as' the life that is 

not at all the illusion of it, 

like 'time' [as such, 'if'] 'passing 

 

through' the whole declension 

of tenses that are watermarks 

or signs of 'it' as the wonder 

 

'of having been' [alive] without 

the wonder which is made 

the ground of a celebration 

 

that evades the very question 

that is its own answer, 'then, 

what is life?' where 'then' 

 

provides the reason for asking 

[because we continue to drown 

happily in a pollen storm that 

. 

keeps us talking 'because' we 

are in love with 'it' and deeply 

with each other in the continuity 

 

of meaning, to imagine a language 

that refers to a world where we 

suddenly 'see' each other and find 

 

ourselves at work even before 

the beginning of everything, 

plying each other with all 
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the desire of wanting to work 

together, as 'to work' is 'to 

[also] be' so to take possession 

 

together of our own and real 

historical nature as the one 

mighty torrent love is that 

 

must be everywhere threaded 

through the eye of every needle 

in 'the shaping of the light' in 

 

seeing all in every way and every 

bounding line stepped across 

to answer 'whose shape is within 

 

you' but the twisting paths of 

the emerald fire that continuously in 

radiance is in flush upon your face 

 

that leads me in such strong 

enchantment, to clothe myself 

in our own full transparency. 
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23 April  

OUR HUMAN GRASP 

 

 

The murmurings within my 

heart are shameless, 

direct yet as ambiguous 

 

as the constant work 

that speaks at the edge 

of words of love that 

 

drink me up into 

the greater language 

of feeling your heart 

 

beat in my dream 

[we are the inherence 

of each other] joined 

 

by a growth of small 

blue flowers as part of 

the constant movement 

 

of the finitude we share, 

opening as primal 

elements, syllables of 

 

the music always at 

our lips in whispered 

longing for completion: 

 

I sent a solemn lyrick 

to a star, to help compose 

and bind our hearts 

 

in a simultaneous 

disappearance yet equal 

manifestation together 

 

of the pools of light 

within the horizons of 

our eyes, where love 
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is not added to the real, 

but can only compose 

what we make of it, 

 

as bird-throated as 

how my voice in wishing 

to have my love 

 

transmitted throughout 

the celestial sphere direct 

to you, is itself the body 

 

of who is speaking, 

who can feel the subtle 

tenderness of your hands. 
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25 April  

NOTES TOWARD 'A SOMETHING'  

 

 

The human world would be 

that much more creative if 

one could express themselves 

 

to the fullest without 'outdating' 

the particulate 'source 

material' one has acquired 

 

to do that. Within the Critical 

Spirit it is not one's own 

'self' that is the 'blossoming 

 

marvel,' rather it is to be 

productive of Marvels that 

already exist, organically. 

 

[That which is 'reason' 

among philosophers, is in 

stricter sense 'belief' [libido] 

 

among poets.] Since 

'Infrapsychisme is both 

origin and objective of 

 

all an organism perceives, 

then life or world 'history' 

won't register 'substantive 

 

change" until awareness of 

'subject' takes for its object 

that 'particular information' 

 

[the minute measure of 

intensity it would otherwise 

'outdate' at the expense 

 

of making creation an order 

of unreal differentiation 

between ['among'] genders, 

 

 



 

147 
 

the trauma of the West 

as the crime scene of 'any' 

even abstract or 'theoretical' 

 

act of somatic and imaginary 

'coitus.' The previous error 

of philosophy goes back 

 

to the Milesian pre-Socrates: 

The isolation of particulars 

from their mythological 

 

thought systems, and then 

according them substantive 

status in creation at large. 

 

The doubleness of this 

androgynous poetic process 

around which 'history' 

 

revolves in its mistaken 

identities of 'men and girls' 

is what distinguishes 

 

the epic Syrian system 

from heliocentric models 

of mind ['being'] which 

 

have promoted solar- 

'masculinity' and its 

'attending' lunar reflections 

 

as 'make-shifts,' i.e. 'self- 

deception' that can only 

be overcome by raising 

 

heart and head through 

a successful banality of 

'self' as a double impost, 

 

not by ignoring the past 

or tradition from which 

you and your work came 
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but by attacking both by 

love [bodily and through 

mind-breaths of felt-thought, 

 

without a masque, from the 

always beginning, as 

intrinsic 'worth' in the feeling 

 

and well-reasoned sense 

of stripping at the same time 

knowing you are clothing 

 

yourself in the intimacy, 

tenderness and love of being 

able finally to wear your own 

 

authentic particles, in order 

to encourage world completion 

via 'exponential heightening.' 
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26 April  

HARMONIA  

 

 

In the moonlight, blossoming, 

we are the apparatus that 

carries in dream from which 

 

white blossoms and endless 

poems are cut free as our 

eyes open upon each other 

 

as equally endless messages 

of love, as Amor given as 

boundary, our skin, as we are 

 

shaped in life by the flame 

we make of all we are, here, 

holding our shape together, 

 

knowing that in three hours, 

small birds will start singing 

what already our hearts know, 

 

the mist at the window breaks, 

writhing around a streetlight, 

there is nothing to wait for, 

 

everything is past preparation, 

life is ready, language is poised, 

I love you, refreshed always 

 

as I am held by my loving 

dreams of you, we together, 

embraced by a circle of cold 

 

morning air, whispering 

with the horned mouth of 

poetry sprouting in our 

 

hearts quoting from paradise 

for eternity, as a sweetness 

of passion stammers outwardly 
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immortal but organically so, 

with no need of an official 

identifying stamp, we need 

 

know only that we are for 

each other, not who we are, 

beyond being called to, 

 

and called for, as our 

pleasures in the service 

of love: To form riotous 

 

moths in full flower 

as we emerge from each 

other as we merge, I kiss 

 

the heart of your shadow, 

our lips as real as 

how ardor shapes our 

 

foreheads when we touch, 

as I sow again at your feet, 

the teeth of an ancient dragon. 
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26 April 

ONE AT A TIME EVERY DAY BEGINS  

 

 

Small blue flowers on short 

stems stiffen in the breeze, 

creatures of nature, as we, 

 

too, celebrate a modest 

victory over the natural 

conditions in which we, 

 

as they, thrive with love 

like the soft cries of fairies 

that like kisses arrive 

 

continuous through time 

from Orpheus' lips as your 

hair grows thick with ripe 

 

black grapes, your glance 

reflects the depth of deep 

fields of blue Siberian iris 

 

that ride the wind, and look 

like the steady waves of 

an eastern sea, as my 

 

heart perceives each given 

instant as a sign of love 

that stays with me, as air 

 

moving through the trembling 

willows: You are neither 

first nor last, but the only 

 

object that breeds in my 

soul the constancy to my 

life with you, free now 

 

from the condition of 

stillness or absence, alive 

to allowing coherence 
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its power to bring to us 

the strength of feeling 

the fullness of love, that 

 

can be disclosed as our 

full and loving dream, only 

when we open our eyes. 
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27 April 

TOUCH THE MATTER TO READ THE SOUL  

 

 

Paradise moves the ground 

underfoot, as it must, to 

keep constant with itself, 

 

and memory is what keeps 

what seized each instant 

of the past that helps you 

 

forget the rest. Love is not 

'like' anything, but draws 

its own resemblance to what 

 

can hold it. I hold you in 

my sleep and dream 

loves me in this, as in 

 

waking, I love you as 

never before as I love you 

now. The miracle that 

 

drew us into relation 

brought into being what 

is impossible to forget, 

 

and to give further 

meaning to what had it 

all along, the vibration 

 

humming within when I 

think of you, graceful 

gesture of hand when 

 

alone, conducting our 

love from the score 

we agree to follow, 

 

singing with no need 

for instruments but 

somatic thrill and our 
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voices intertwined, 

always more to be said 

about the infinite 

 

exposure to each other 

of our finitude in 

emotion that knows 

 

every way our bodies 

can be joined to move 

together in the rime 

 

of having each our 

hearts revealed in 

sensual touch of 

 

telling sensibility 

as innocent as the time 

passing through us 

 

as 'experience' keeps us 

young and longing, come 

to trust the particularities 

 

of love, yes, there is only 

so much one can say 

about anything: I have 

 

a truly joyful question 

to ask that can only be 

asked in an altered 

 

mode of our being 

for which as yet there is 

no language we know 

 

in which it can be 

posed and considered 

in real terms of living 

 

[although philosophy 

and poetry live in us] 

but that we discover 
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how to express love 

outside the inner 

imagination of it, as 

 

beautiful as this may 

be, and is, there are 

always variants that keep 

 

to the constancy of 

it. I need only to 

be with you in every 

 

possible way that does 

no harm, and yields 

increase in love, for 

 

I need to feel what I 

know to be intrinsic to 

our loving, each forever 

. 

inside the other unfolding 

always: The glorious 

body of love is but 

 

the whole of the fully 

living mortal body's 

particularity of promise 

 

as inevitability be 

kept, to the deep green 

gowns and the broad 

 

gold transmission at dawn, 

that illuminates how 

love fulfills its own horizon. 
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27 April 

THE PARABOLIC ARC OF LOVE  

 

 

As I wake, in the beak 

of the shadow of 

what in truth is an actual 

 

bird, a sprig of sunrise 

is the sprig of red flowers 

I bring to hold you as 

 

the tonus of love that is 

bird-throated and lithe 

to which we are forever 

 

invited, as companions 

of each other for life 

and the guests of loving 

 

forever, as unmasked is 

the procession behind 

the masque that gradually 

 

falls away, this false 

'need' to conceal my 

separation from myself 

 

and attempt to replace 

this estrangement with 

you, when we are meant 

 

instead to shape all unshaped 

Eros together in the ways 

we correspond, sacred 

 

pieces of secular binding 

suddenness, one to 

the other is the movement, 

 

as I feel you appear unfolding 

with me a self neither 

you nor me, but the mutual 
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body, combed and as if then 

blown together, from 

the center of the flowering 

 

of what love's bodies do 

for one another, unclench 

and relax into abandon, 

 

as I hear finally with my own 

ears, the sound of air that you 

blow softly through your lips. 
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29 April  

WARM SPRING RAIN 

 

 

Love is a labyrinth 

for having so many 

folds, folded each in 

 

a different way, pleats 

of matter, folds of one's 

soul, how the imagination 

 

working in language 

unfolds to belief, but 

in full sense, an actual 

 

body of dream, common 

yet beautiful by miracle 

to bereavement of 

 

who weep for joy 

to feel the pull of 

tendons and stretch 

 

of muscle over bone 

when joined in making 

love within how I can 

 

constantly feel your 

tender kisses also in 

motion skin on silken skin 

 

where pleasures refuse to 

pass into an impossible 

sense of completion 

 

never ample enough to 

want to break from the living 

engagement of our desire, 

 

full intellect of perception 

yet not in order to 

claim it as our own. Love- 
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making belongs to 

love, which clothes our 

innocence with its 

 

being, like how spring 

birdsong is invisible 

flame, pollinating to 

 

all who hear it: Let us 

never agree that mourning 

can provide for passion 

 

a place, for in us is no 

loss nor need for sufficient 

grief that will free us 

 

from such attachments 

beyond sensibility and its 

scent in and out a window 

 

crack, with nostalgia of 

folding napkins on a soft 

blue day: I want to touch 

 

and be deeply touched 

by all of you forever, loving 

fully in white, sweet May. 
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30 April 

DIFFERENT EVERY TIME  

 

 

It doesn't have to be 

called 'a waltz' and you 

don't have to know 

 

how to dance, but 

we certainly could walk 

sideways in a lifetime 

 

of love together, without 

need of a straight 

and narrow path or 

 

plan, for there is 

a bluebird in our life 

that has one foot 

 

in your heart and one 

in mine and if there is 

a path to follow it is 

 

made of our murmurs 

and the brocade woven 

of birdsong that we 

 

keep at heart and which 

keeps us as lovingly 

touchable as children 

 

are to each other as 

they experience life to 

keep their innocence 

 

intact, just as we will 

empty ourselves into 

each other in the air 

 

of constant conversation 

that builds a store of 

kisses in the 'elsewhere' 
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of love's body always 

ready to watch the stars 

rain down on and reign 

 

over as desire does 

in evening passing into 

the depths of night 

 

and dream and soul 

as touch the heart 

that throbs at the tips 

 

of our fingers while 

our lips whisper liquid 

words in each other's 

 

ears [the mercurial 

aspect of the dear 

alchemy of making 

 

love] without presumption 

or need of 'identity' 

for we always know 

 

who we are and what 

we are doing, as beauty 

and form come together 

 

as we do while we 

watch ourselves in 

the infinite circulations 

 

of the celestial world 

making the boundary within 

which the middle voice 

 

is kept in its place, speaking 

as a kaleidoscope does 

each time I say I love you. 
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