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2 May 

WE START WHERE WE PLEASE 

 

 

Your heart, mine 

and the ways 

the intellect of each 

 

is able to thread the loving 

tones and fibers of 

deep feeling, and wind their 

 

ways through the head 

of a needle into a particular 

design of love, shared 

 

via inherited tendencies 

of biological aptitudes 

woven in and under what 

 

we are together, to make 

things both new 

and slightly different, 

 

in order to testify, both 

poetically and physically, 

how like the initial 

 

rush of bird wings, is 

magic horn of which halos 

are made, as delicate as 

 

butterfly antennae that 

in receiving desire is 

starlight moving up your 

 

legs and mine, until 

it reaches the phosphorescent 

sunrise in the hips, 

 

where the sea pours in 

both ways to carry away 

the paralysis of fear 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/236817194237937


that allows the inevitable 

'act' of day break in waking 

to, where I will always ask 

 

to be taken by you as I 

with you in turbulent climb 

up each stem that has 

 

nearly reached full 

consummation of 

the individual we feel 

 

inside as a biological 

reality, the flowering of 

somatic bodies on which 

 

poetic annunciation is 

based, in which I am 

alive and beside and with 

 

your own living life: 

A single star in early 

evening above the dunes, 

 

ever since the beginning 

of time, we have no part 

in world-restoration, I 

 

want only to look straight at 

you, and feel our amber melt 

into the fire that makes us 

 

glow, and melt into one 

another, and catch ourselves 

as we please and flow within 

 

each other, as where we begin 

all that we desire to shimmer 

and ecstatically discharge. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 May ·  

A LOVE SONG  

 

 

Can we absolutely fulfill 

with one another what 

we share in our hearts 

 

without having strictly 

done it, with discipline 

and desire, for love of 

 

one another, to speak 

plainly to you, who I hold 

most dear, as you to 

 

me give murmurs soft 

as birds do gently in 

their throats, tell me 

 

the same in perfectly 

imperfect acceptance 

of both the full rich 

 

fact of our heart's 

grace, desire, agony 

and loving clumsiness? 

 

Such miracle of love 

as was given us, is worth 

not more than the way 

 

in which it was received, 

its limits but the wide 

expanse given us to 

 

explore, as we may burn 

for joy to love each other 

deeper day by day: Please, 

 

my love, touch the points 

of my cheekbones with 

your fingertips, and then 

 

 



touch your fingertips to 

mine and I will do the same, 

to keep both firm yet 

 

tender understanding full 

of wanting to grow in 

both finesse and delicate 

 

having of each other, 

that we both be blunt 

and subtle in touch, 

 

to reveal to one another 

as we recount with all 

our being, how we give 

 

joy to one another, full in 

loving faithfulness, as we 

possess our integrity entire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 May  

IN OFFERING ACCORD 

 

The tender sweetness around 

which love so often has 

served us, in imagination 

 

and of our two bodies 

bound in joy of one 

another, is all that I fully 

 

feel: I need and love you 

more than I can easily 

let you know, for of words 

 

are none, which can be 

supple, and bend with 

you in all love's ways, as 

 

how in living life we can 

love each other so, that 

for ethics I cannot praise 

 

your beauty as mere 

ornament that it can 

never be, for my senses 

 

carry it wholly in good 

faith to the fullness of 

desire, which itself is 

 

earthly compensation 

of keeping the constancy 

of your beauty dear to me 

 

as charmed by how you 

are, rather than simply appear, 

is how this pleasures 

 

as time passes between us, 

that we remain in active 

pulse together, knowing 

 

how it is, that I stir not 

a single jot without 

presence of where our 



love is set, enlaced with 

one another, softly woven 

together as in a dream, 

 

the design of love, fully 

in each other, as I answer 

to your loving movements 

 

that, endless, as all that 

pleases us, we take our love 

for, with and in each other, 

 

finding and making, in trance 

as we always so much are, loving 

forever in full confidence. 
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6 May  

UNITY  

 

 

We can't let our 

imagination send us 

 

out from ourselves 

and love's real intent: 

 

We must be as birdsong 

unfolding and rising 

 

from the leaves of 

the tree that is 

 

surrounded by 

the heavens it supports. 

 

The imperceptible, 

inaudible, incomprehensible, 

 

and the incommunicable 

comprise the whole: 

 

Symbolic allusion is 

beneath the station of 

 

the voracious heart 

that alone, is majestic 

 

and beautiful. It is 

the inheritance of the human 

 

to consume its own 

being by way of 

 

confusing Eros with 

real love in mistaken 

 

imagination, which is 

an inverted annihilation 

 

of the self-involved 

ego that can do little but 

 



want, against all that is 

the true veracity of the heart's 

 

clear conquering power. 

We must learn to live 

 

its love, not in its 

essences, for it has 

 

no essences, but 

from its attributes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 May  

PRIME ABOVE ALL OTHER BEAUTY 

 

 

There is no day that 

can pass without full 

memory of you, for 

 

it is you in which is 

the beginnings of 

the birth of joy in me, 

 

for you are she who 

unfolds the form of all 

in which I but only 

 

find to praise, no wit 

of another way of being 

within all more perfect 

 

faire, be that no reason 

is needed but to feel 

through grace and mercy 

 

that by innocence in beauty, 

your love alone can 

sustain me at such 

 

peak of ecstatic rime, 

for none can love you 

more crazily, nor accept 

 

in full how you love more 

courteously and slow, in 

gracious way, where each 

 

day in me is fire, knowing 

in the magic of our love, 

how one can get fresh 

 

water from the sea, as 

in the ways our joining 

completes our full extant 

 

 



equation, for in love, 

there be no progress nor 

regress, as of the nature 

 

how we are together, 

grass just grows, as we 

do dwell: Were the whole 

 

world lacking, but for full 

presence of you, all with us would 

stand beautifully and well. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 May  

IN TRANCE THAT BIDS ME LIVE FOREVER 

 

 

We as set readily in 

the course of how you 

lovely are to see, in 

 

manner all ways to 

passion please, high 

and good to live within 

 

together as soft green 

joy of new flowering 

come as endless 

 

increase of love 

as swift and full as 

intent of nature 

 

breaking forth of 

the world in May, 

where as fresh with 

 

gentle wind, each 

bird makes plain its 

joy and at evening 

 

settles in to rest 

with mate, folded 

in each other, as 

 

flowers open fresh 

as always fair as 

the open-hearted 

 

blessing of your face, 

shining for love 

has set its roots in 

 

both of us, where 

tenderness grows 

for you in me and as 

 

 



the stream between us 

comes more clear 

and reiterates the flow 

 

between, that in full 

makes whole of 

my desiring ache with 

 

joy, yet makes for loving 

softening of my voice 

forever as in desire 

 

for what we are each day, 

I long for, yet know you, 

who most I love of all things, 

 

as you with me, are each to 

be taken by the other in love, by 

loving our sense of free will. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 May 

ON PRINCIPLE IN ACT 

 

 

To which I am full 

counterpart, love is 

the lark whose wings 

 

within early evening 

moonlight stirs for joy 

against descending night, 

 

forgets itself in ecstatic 

flight and drifts through 

my whole body that throbs 

 

to rejoice in wonder 

that my heart does not 

melt with need for 

 

what direct is in me, 

granting permission to 

be but what I am myself 

 

to see you, and so be 

had by desire's loveliness 

and power, the bond 

 

that we enjoy to which 

I am bound to you in 

love, certain and inevitable 

 

is the place we have 

in the world in which our 

world is placed in loving 

 

singularity, as in the present 

still I taste in giving suck 

to honeysuckle blossoms 

 

in the past, just as in melody 

of present birds in song I 

know and feel the lithe 

 

 



sweetness of your form, 

in perception of the present, 

comforted by you in all 

 

things, source of full 

giving by turn and total 

grace and beauty by 

 

whom in you the entire 

world remains forever 

illuminated by loving 

 

fullness in which my 

courage builds and clarifies 

the joy we share, as we 

 

delight to be joined 

in full integrity and weep 

to pursue love's pleasures 

 

that much more, for 

to speak in singing words 

based in what we have 

 

yet loving, continue much 

to need, and feel in wants 

how of each we meld 

 

and grow together in 

tenderness and strength, 

for our love is joy's 

 

high peak and constant 

basis, to have trust 

in all we are is what 

 

and how we live in 

the wiles of full vigor, 

without either illusion or 

 

falsity, as when we touch, 

we are marked by our 

own truth, love in 

 

 



binding is our great 

healer, the heart of all 

things, and teacher 

 

who has power over every 

living and fulfilling part 

of what we together are. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 May 

MORE THEN CAN BE SAID 

 

 

How begin now what is 

long begun, as 'again' 

is of meaning naught 

 

for what is fresh comes 

sole with long and constant 

care and tender honesty 

 

simply to accept with full 

passion of desire, and how 

these are combined 

 

with one another as how 

living needs what loving 

wants, is the way of trusting 

 

instinct, intuition where 

being touched at heart 

with feeling is what makes 

 

all imagination real, as 

your palm gently laid 

across my solar plexus 

 

meant to cure my illness 

with the energy of your 

touch, as simple and just 

 

whence my being become 

agile toward my health 

and your happiness combined, 

 

as you stay my pain with 

joy, my life attracts always 

on your being and your 

 

love's close constancy, as 

for this am I more fulfilled 

than by health restored, but 

 

 



also how the truth and desire 

to be together in the fullest 

possible way conducts 

 

the true love that warms 

our hearts, the fragile yet 

powerful flowering having 

 

at root a fire that cannot 

be extinguished, nor in 

any way exhausted, just 

 

as nature fulfills itself 

on what it is, and as our 

love lives fully on exactly 

 

what both it and we 

entirely are, an underlying 

flame remaining hot 

 

and dreams not of what 

can be, but concentrates 

instead of how the joy 

 

of love continues to 

blow softly within each 

of us, as our lips touch 

 

soft what loving permission 

allows, for as the flame 

increases, doth the dream 

 

so full inspired as equal 

to all that is, that we may 

overflow each to each, 

 

in how we love, not 

assailed by will which 

we have no reason 

 

to supply, for what we are is 

given us, by all we are, yet 

have no need to describe. 

 

 

 



12 May 

THERE WE ARE 

 

 

When home is nothing 

but the way of love, 

let us register it as 

 

a kind of full 

consciousness, 

and my waking 

 

dream of you as 

reflected back to me 

when I look out 

 

the window to see 

the moon, and see 

both you and it, 

 

luminously superimposed, 

is beautiful, for it 

represents the full 

 

journey that was given 

us to take, and so 

we have taken to it 

 

in the way a body 

takes to the blood 

that keeps it alive, 

 

that close, as through 

a landscape, a watercourse 

cuts its way to form 

 

river banks, just as 

from lips, the heart can 

make the fluency of 

 

loving clear, it flows 

and we are brought 

across the whole 

 

 



plateau that's been 

given us to wander, 

and in the muted light 

 

of early evening, we bathe 

in streams of lunar light, 

and let its silver radiance 

 

touch our lips, for this 

to feel in answer full, who 

lives inside the moon? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 May  

FULL PORTION 

 

 

Just as the once-upon- 

a-time wild grasses 

and eternal weeds from 

 

backyards grew like 

the wildfires of May I 

used to fight volunteer 

 

with watertank equipped 

hand-pump hose on my 

back, the fire entered first 

 

time was as sacred as 

the wild clover it was 

about to engulf is where 

 

it was decided for me 

not to have love in this 

by way of destruction 

 

although the unstoppable 

quality of how the flame 

swept through all that 

 

tried to stop it was of 

being surrounded by it 

thrilling for the short 

 

time it took to simply 

wet my pants with hose 

and just walk my way 

 

into and through it. I 

never thought there 

was anything to fear 

 

in love, were it true 

and inspired similar trust 

knowing the flame 

 

 



of it was even hotter 

than the way imagination 

worked. The terrain 

 

of love that we at first 

saw as imagined together 

was and remains like 

 

the first time I saw 

lightning as instigating 

vision of illuminated 

 

sky church seen forever 

into which vision 

and into which terrain we 

 

enter again and again 

like the first time we knew 

not only what we felt 

 

together, but in what 

ways we could feel it, 

just as with free will we 

 

enter each other and our 

shared terrain again 

and again, entering 

 

endless flame become 

so familiar I had to 

extinguish not all, but 

 

only of it that extended 

beyond its necessary 

bounds, as exactly this 

 

is what poetry is for, as 

I love you equally so, to 

show and be shown 

 

each other the touch- 

points of where sky, 

sea and earth all meet. 

 

 



Our human warmth 

was born of surviving 

just these 'fires' still 

 

present in certain folds 

of brains and flowers 

that unfold and unfurl 

 

to inform how we know 

what our loving is made 

of, stone and grass, flowing 

 

streams in our bodies, 

realising that we wave 

and shimmer like both 

 

grass and flame when 

we are near, and their 

difference between, as 

 

between you and I when 

we touch, is how our 

fingertips know in full 

 

what our ears hear only 

as hearsay, heard by our 

hearts alone, as a single. 

 

being, love as multi-faceted 

and singular just as how 

there be no part or portion 

 

that will do, when I say I 

love you, as now we meet 

forever, to be and feel all of it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 May 

A WELL OF ROSES 

 

 

To offer and to reaffirm 

always, all the dedication 

goes to love, every bit of 

. 

its 'credere' as it resides 

in us – occasional, implicit, 

constant and formal in 

 

their turn – woven as in 

the balance of themes 

ocurring and recurring 

 

in altered form throughout 

the fugue we live as life 

in our own time, just as 

 

The Art lives like us, in 

a time all its own, as 

love also is, to us, for 

 

us, binding yet at 

the same time unbound, 

we are full of words yet 

 

ultimately speechless 

in the marvel of being 

shrouded in full 

 

transparency, where 

what remains ungathered 

and not said is perhaps 

. 

love's primal attribute, 

just as for us is 

the humility that answers 

 

back with necessary 

arrogation, where language 

itself is as intoxicating 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/244539543465702


as what we believe 

ourselves capable of 

in the claim to place 

 

our harmonies where 

to weep from stones 

into fables, is the blue 

 

sky we live and love 

together under cover 

of, its clarity, obscurity 

 

the means to protect 

it, is how poetry folds 

cunning in its truths, 

 

as lover and beloved 

each is clothed by both 

in full noon and double 

 

twilight by the full 

breathing brilliance 

of their nakedness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 May  

ALL THAT IS CANNOT BE SOUGHT 

 

 

The whistle of a passing 

train echoes over 

the waters of the canal, 

 

bird-noise at my windowsill, 

close to song, still 

but a gentle murmur, 

 

and memory of your tender 

voice from this afternoon 

all combine in the triangles 

 

in my wrists, which is where 

love is in full measure 

at the same place where 

 

my pulse is measured, 

'same one same' is 

my heart with yours, 

 

sharing the sensibility 

that takes in each nuance, 

sure of the wholeness of 

 

our love and the sensuality 

of both its intended 

and random appointments 

. 

which make our path of 

'the quick' the mystery 

it is, of whatever rings 

 

the changes that give 

luminosity and fullness to 

what the heart cares for 

 

beyond what can be 

told. Mystery lives 

in mystery, just as love 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/245185583401098


is love, the contours of 

the hands of it, ours, 

that can be held by who 

 

we are together, our own 

hands never worn, as 

truth is always true [except 

 

when not, which is 

equally a true part of 

truth best left for others 

 

to figure out.] Imagination 

is incessantly at work, 

as love is both simple 

 

and polysemous, active 

in every sense, wholly 

natural to what we each 

 

together are native to. 

We together are the true 

notion we have of 

 

the luminosity that 

glows between us when 

each of our heart's 

 

thoughts touch. You 

are as true as the moon, 

and my passion for 

 

you is in me, the beautiful 

'still point of certainty' 

in time, as we slowly 

 

make love, you with your 

body of radiance, and I 

with my triangular wrists. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 May   

ARCADIA 

 

 

Tree leaves drip after 

hard rain, a tornado 

evening, then clearing 

 

as sun sets into pure 

charm, and relief where 

desire reigns. As a boy 

 

I sat on a stair, and looked 

at the illustrations in 

books I was unable to 

 

read, and cried over 

a mystery I did not 

understand until much 

 

later, across the flat 

marshes you could 

almost hear the shift 

 

of tides, and realised 

in total quietude when 

so young, why the parlour 

. 

around the corner of 

the door frame – with 

unplayed grand piano 

 

on paralyzed legs – 

was a space I could 

never enter because 

 

of the frightening 

melancholy of it 

smelling utterly 

 

childless, despite I 

was a child, and quite 

nearby. There is 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/245883619997961


no dispensation 

for being invisible, 

nor are any needed. 

 

I remember enough 

to measure happiness 

against, the colour 

 

of the curtain of 

the house next door, 

where I received my 

 

first haircut: Deep 

Mediterranean royal 

purple, and my long 

 

hair all over the floor. 

Losing so many elements 

as time passes through 

 

your life but cannot 

pass you by, becomes 

what one is given 

 

to do: Lose all things 

that emotional necessity 

discards, to avoid 

 

making a masque 

of them: Sheer appreciation 

of what you truly need 

 

helps slough off the rest, 

which if you need later, 

will find you and make 

 

whole again what you 

suffer lack of. As I 

write these lines in 

 

which all things meet 

and overlap in disorder, 

and cry love as each 

 

 



one seems to come 

and go, the truth is 

that this is how they 

 

stay with all that you 

and I together are, as 

pure sensibility of how 

 

I need you so, in joy, 

for yes, we may miss 

each other almost 

 

violently in our tender 

distress, so we may 

weep in the crooks of 

 

each others necks, 

and as the torrent passes, 

find, the beauty of this, 

 

too, never looking away, 

as our eyes glaze over 

with how they blaze for 

 

sake of how we combine 

to make love whole, that we 

now are and will be always 

 

forever, together in Eden come 

what may, come what must: 

Materials that we may share in trust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 May   

FOUND FROM EXILE 

 

 

History is what transformed 

seeds of sorrow made 

from tears as hidden in 

 

some unknown neighborhood 

kid's accidently favorite 

tin can, remember [?] 

 

the rusted one found in 

the field on the way 

across it that you cut 

 

your palm open on, I guess 

pain makes all deals 

complete and final, like 

 

when to keep safe, having 

to lie when asked, 'well, 

look, now, how old ARE you, 

. 

then?' is when it's time 

to leave. I didn't know that 

then, but now forgive 

. 

myself to love in having 

realised there is no 

history to sorrow over 

. 

but to joyfully mourn is 

the completion of all that 

Hermes had to teach, 

. 

that yes, all children are 

burning but not by way 

of interpreting it to be 

. 

so in the way another 

wants. It must be 

human nature to abuse 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/246350926617897


the thing you want 

the most in the wrong 

way, until unable to 

 

see straight, violence 

breaks like chain-lightning 

about your neck, like 

 

being kinda skeered 

of realising the rise of 

spirit is not just 

 

words. This 'experience' 

should never be 

'described' for the ultimate 

 

is to confess anything 

that admits to authority 

other than your own, 

 

but that you agree, as 

we do, you who I now 

write to, with whom we 

 

that share the light, deep 

in our heart, in the earth, 

in the tidal surge of 

 

the sea, both of which 

the sky in every weather 

always touches, let 

 

the absurdity of being 

somehow restored as 

where our heart hears, 

 

there being no ash left of 

burning or getting burned, 

but just a few necessary 

 

sparks to ignite with which to 

illuminate our perpetuity 

living now, in elemental bliss. 

 

 

 



18 May  

WHAT INTO ME YOU SAY 

 

 

The heart is the soil 

from which the language 

springs, the grammar 

 

of love, the circle made 

season after season 

by the celestial world, 

 

felt when we hold each 

other gently, in the double 

twilight at either end of 

 

day. Let us feel 

the spine of each other 

both in imagination 

 

and in the emotional 

reality of knowing 

we can touch the moon, 

 

and let us have the whole 

inversion love requires 

of us, not waiting, but 

 

going backwards in 

the exit, no longer casting 

shadows, and direct 

 

and out the front, straight 

off, undoing the knot 

that mirror images in 

 

our imaginations make, 

and weaving ourselves 

instead together as a living 

 

tapestry, whose design is 

consonant with the nick 

of light of sun and moon 

 

 



at dawn and dusk, the way 

what's woven holds 

the whole of it, in its 

 

full embrace, in how to love 

all we are, by feeling 

exactly what we are doing now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 May  

TO HOLD OUR RADIANCE IN ITS FULL CIRCUMFERENCE 

 

 

The heart is complete 

intellect that has no 

memory but its own, 

 

for 'being' has no need 

to remember what it 

already is, and already 

 

has, as never lost 

in any way, myself, I, 

with you, as love is 

 

the fullness of the earth, 

and its and our own 

exactitude, in service 

 

to the joy that fills my 

eyes with tears just 

as my heart is filled 

 

with the whole of our 

exultant humility, where 

evening opens and love is 

 

nothing sought or 

gathered, but is given, 

on arrival to be its 

 

own place, as in 

consonance, with 

a simple hum in our 

 

throats in sharing with 

it our full being, we find our 

own place, within it too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/247795869806736


20 May 

LUSIMELOS 

 

 

In hearts we are 

held, to measure 

and release all 

 

from some central 

fire, that makes time 

stand still for love 

 

that weaves us 

together, when we 

feel our beings bend 

 

across each other, 

and hear the soft 

breath of closed 

 

wings, in the heart 

like a bird as it discards 

its preening and goes 

 

upward in flight, 

the way fields of wheat 

grow tall and golden 

 

as they sway in mild 

wind, just in the way 

I cross to you through 

 

the loving density 

we must refuse to expect 

to solve, but shall 

 

for as it changes, 

to see it so, a vision 

made of well-shaped 

 

radiance held deep 

in my heart which is 

deep within your own. 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/248512516401738


Nothing can be left 

to chance, if everything 

is inevitable. An idea 

 

is a remarkable thing 

to keep in mind, but 

I think we prefer things 

 

marvellous. Love cannot 

be so thought out 

when in it, for there 

 

it becomes another ideal. 

Good. But let us together be 

sweet in feeling otherwise. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 May  

THE TERRITORY OF SOUL 

 

 

We never outgrow our 

notions of ourselves 

and we cannot outgrow 

 

our notion of love 

for it effortlessly turns 

us inward to see in 

 

quietude what in 

life has been taken 

for granted, hard 

 

enough to be seen 

in that light, and 

simple to trade old 

 

habit for old. Life is 

there to be sensed, 

not owned, until eternity 

 

makes us a beautiful 

cloud, in which 

ambiguity and intimacy 

 

go hand in hand, 

without even guessing 

'who we might be,' yet 

 

the marvel itself is 

telling, by overflow, 

unfolding, blossoming 

 

full forth like how our 

third eye opens, 

the perfectly imperfect 

 

and eternal place that 

makes for love best, no 

matter how fine the features 
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of who you most want, 

to possess essence, but for 

what, although of this 

 

I admire you, always, 

yet more primal are 

the attributes we share, 

 

to grasp each other 

in every way: I want 

to be understood in 

 

this way by you, and am 

fulfilled by the touch 

of heart so close I can 

 

hear the sound of your 

breath, and feel the perfect 

fullness of your lips 

 

that sweeten upon mine 

own, For it is love of this sort 

sets one free to know, as 

. 

each of us also does: It is 

you I totally give my life TO, 

for love as never outgrown, 

 

is to us a share in a living 

world, held softly to each 

other's fire: This miracle is 

 

what draws us near, where beauty 

is close, yet refuses to give 

but by how it can deeply inspire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 May 

I THINK WE WILL 

 

 

It is May. A dog comes 

from the celestial 

world through a network 

 

of underground tunnels 

and up through the trunks 

of trees in a cedar swamp 

 

to tell me that the canopic 

jar that holds what I 

persist in believing is 

 

the life I need in order 

to have lived it, is intact, 

so that the life I am 

 

living now, is free to 

be possessed by 

the lack of any burden. 

 

I have no money, 

for I have ceased to 

owe myself an explanation 

 

for how I will always 

be possessed by the crisis 

of common speech 

 

that can tell each passing 

day, nothing but as all 

so simple it cannot be 

 

expressed, the most 

obvious of mysteries, 

as the key to opening 

 

onto there being nothing 

to 'decide.' There is 

no uncertainty anywhere 

 

 



in sight. I have no 

memory of being alive 

before I started to 

 

talk. The human 

record says of me 

that I could not exist 

 

until I knew the use 

of fire. But that is not 

candid enough. Miracles 

 

do not need to guess. 

We are involved in 

a dendritic journey 

 

in which our nerve 

endings will twine 

together and all for 

 

trust to tell itself in 

each of us together 

that everything along 

 

the way will be graceful 

in full affection, lean 

and visceral when the time 

 

comes, and there will 

even be blackberries to 

eat along the way, and when 

 

we hear the rush of syllables 

that sounds like a river, 

won't we together answer 

 

to the merging waters 

what emerges when our 

hearts come again undone? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 May 

LIGHT AS A FEATHER 

 

 

Love is a beginning: 

A girl takes the place 

that a boy increasingly 

 

forfeits, where in growth 

my own sovereignty 

comes to recognise 

 

from your side, my own 

full tenderness toward 

both myself and the one 

 

I allowed himself to 

be and so become 

cognisant that I now 

 

love you, the woman 

I do, in full, for I 

am you in a way that 

 

otherwise could never 

be, for there is in this 

a cross-over, in which 

 

boy and girl switch 

the nature of their 

beings in a stage of 

 

'apeiron', the gold- 

making that aligns 

hearts in love with, 

 

being found out while 

trying to find the miracle 

that you and I become, 

 

'us' in order to know 

ourselves as returning 

from going back 

 

 



and forth, just as true 

love knoweth no gender 

but is possessed of 

 

sexualities that tell in 

the poetic of nearness – 

which cannot give 

 

birth to 'distance' – we 

are not the same as 

one another but in 

 

how eternity is, and can 

be no more than what 

we and it together are, 

 

in actio, as real love 

makes the gender of 

any situation true to 

 

the nature of what it 

requires within the casual 

geography of our being. 

 

That is the fulfillment of 

how it seems this way to 

work in the species we 

 

are part of: Work for 

no wages is the part that is 

passionate in its poetic – 

 

'it's you and me, babe' – 

and how we were 

given, and earned in 

 

accepting, the ache of 

our desire, by which 

we agree to take part 

 

in the challenge of, for, 

with and against, the loving 

rapture of the deep. 

 

 

 



24 May 

WHEN SILENCE DOES BREAK TRUE 

 

 

Wild roses along the side 

of the road, salt 

roses from the sand 

 

dunes rising from 

the sea at Cape Elizabeth 

are the intimate 

 

parts of Artemis 

and Aphrodite, two 

doe along high bank 

 

river edge, wandering 

the airy ridge of 

evening when it is 

 

still light and they slip 

down into the fern 

beds that bore my name 

 

before I was born, 

and thereafter knew 

nothing of 'laying with' 

 

what would bring bright 

birdsong at dawn 

that signaled that 

 

a miracle, unproposed, 

would be born. What sense 

is there of 'refining 

 

one's gifts' but for the one 

who knows by being 

its central part, the hub 

 

on which the cosmic 

wheels of love must 

turn in recognition 

 

 



of you, the one who 

accepts in the double- 

twilight my setting 

 

aside my boy's toy to 

ply instead the joy of 

us upon the mist-sopped 

 

grassy lawn side by side 

on which fluorescent 

blossoms absorb the pale 

 

blue luminescence of 

streetlights, with just 

now the breeze though 

 

the window screen, 

as my body aches 

in strain for what has 

 

yet to, yet always happens, 

as equally sheer delight, 

how there is no waiting. 

 

but to live in joy for all 

can be imagined now 

for what it is, as flowers 

 

we are, for loving in open 

air, being planted in 

the soil of the mutual 

 

body we share, we two 

whose union can endure 

our presence as imagined 

 

gods and goddesses of 

each other [no words 

commensurate with 

 

the distance crossed 

to feel the necessary 

touch I love you even 

 

 



more than, yet need to feel], 

as the celestial sky 

and shadowed earth, move 

 

together like Roman lovers 

in bed. I love us best 

when we wake in close 

 

and see in our eyes without 

paradox, that we are here, 

together, always, with delight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 May 

OF MUSIC MADE AS WE MOVE TOGETHER 

 

 

Care moves with us 

whenever we move 

in the name of love, 

 

the endless curves 

of a long caress that 

lingers moments after, 

 

with the self that is 

dearly us, as now, 

together let us listen to 

 

the sound of eternity 

in the songs of small 

birds in the window, as 

 

you are the constant 

light in the dark parts 

of the house that once 

 

were frightening to me, 

but that now invite, to 

continue more intensely 

 

the better to see all 

the beauty of your face 

and soul, the tender 

 

expression that builds 

and strengthens every 

element in our love, 

 

all of which contains 

no expression by way of 

being I wish to transcend, 

 

for having now a way 

to widen even further 

the calm passion that 

 

 



glistens with sensibility 

when we in all our distant 

closeness, see, hear, smell, 

 

taste and touch the fullness 

of the world in which we, 

together, live for one another. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 May 

VOLUPTAS 

 

 

All that we are, is in 

our unfolding, in how we 

learn of one another 

 

in love's romance 

despite the distance 

between, that does not 

 

stop the way you 

rub off on me, back 

into you, as yearning 

 

disappears in the full 

flowerage of the loving 

gaze in letting all 

 

be so, in our silent 

perfect definition of 

what sheer appreciation 

 

in the tumult of seeing 

each other in this way 

does, and has us, 

 

bound with insistent 

tenderness, like what I 

see in your pupils, not 

 

light but the glow come 

of the circle of heaven, 

embodied and seen with, 

 

in the return again to, 

the time and place 

where forever we will 

 

let each other in, at 

all times, in every place, 

nowhere where the love 

 

 



between us will go 

unexpressed as I 

see all in your eyes, 

 

and feel in my own 

the gravity of the real 

earth against which 

 

a miracle lets a bird 

fly by knowing how to 

use it, as I wake to a low 

 

moon, humbled by my 

desire for you, ascendant 

in love's eternal power. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 May 

THE MAKERS OF LOVE WITHIN 

 

'There is in humans a certain faculty of divination' – Cicero 

 

 

To see squarely 

with the circle that 

love is, never will I 

 

refer to you as 'she' 

or 'her' to the merely 

curious about what is 

 

not their concern, 

for our 'unity' is not 

private, but intimate 

 

in the way I shall 

never be ashamed 

to express with 

 

you openly, as is 

the demand in your 

gaze, 'call me by 

 

the name you best 

know your love 

for me by' ... "make 

 

me always new for 

us,' barefoot in blue 

shadows of moonlit 

 

spring grass, your 

clear voice calling 

my heart beautifully 

 

in the integers of 

its pulse to in order 

aligned with yours. 

 

We are of those who 

in darkness reach 

completely through 

 



the thin and nearly 

impermeable membrane 

once dividing love 

 

into dream and actuality 

that are daily joined 

by the overflow of being 

 

simply who we are 

and have always been 

for each other, freely 

 

shown to each other 

when the pupils of our 

eye expand and darken, 

 

paradise linked to how 

love cascades fully 

from them, unloosening 

 

the love that beats in 

capillaries of seeing eyes 

and fingertips forever 

 

unlost and fully touched 

in the heart by the always 

distillant love we share. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 May 

PRIMAVERA 

 

 

Attention and desire 

imbues the air of 

watching you where you 

 

live, the bookcase 

behind you, the air, 

sometimes golden, 

 

sometime white, all 

thrilling over months of 

a miracle that still 

 

amazes me. The law 

of the kiss remains 

for the strong, from 

 

favor, but equally 

what is due, as art 

becomes upon completion 

 

a transmission 

of love, the press 

of loyalties transferred, 

 

by incoherence shared 

as spring breaks 

faces in expression, 

 

even as mouths have 

no word for it, yet 

touch, under moonlight, 

 

in full sun, or beneath 

lamps that glow 

with the electricity 

 

that pulses up 

the stairwells of 

our bodies, ascending 

 

 



and descending 

in appreciation of 

daily dialog, 

 

and chaste 

musculature, yearning 

in mutual attendance. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 May 

AS WE GO RIPE 

 

 

Candle-flame in our gaze 

burns, mesmerising, in 

sharing and exchanging 

 

the fluidity of light, like 

I remember in the willow 

weeping along the edge 

 

of the western field, as 

if a punctuation mark to 

end the line of four 

 

skinny crab-apple trees 

in memory, which now, as 

the love to which we 

 

belong, makes us also 

belong to all that is 

around us, place where 

 

we together simply want 

to be, listening through 

birdsong, to the river 

 

down in the delta that 

carries my name in 

its flow, how common 

 

and lovely it is, the kiss 

equally carried in the words 

we mouth in the shadow 

 

that allows our lips to 

touch our imagination of 

them so doing, for our 

 

love is all of what the real 

is, the sensual splendor 

of yellow apples turned 

 

 



iridescent in early evening 

moonlight, against fields 

of golden wheat is how 

 

visually we come together, 

the earth reaching up 

as grass does almost 

 

without notice it is so 

subtle and sublime 

in its growth as in 

 

our calling to each 

other, in the heart-felt 

crease of an embrace, 

 

in which love's seed 

as it regulates our pulse, 

will never be lost to us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 May 

EXACTLY SO 

 

 

To celebrate in subtle 

quietude, not that 

we don't know any 

 

other way, but to 

recognise always, how 

it is between us, 

 

the full tone of passion 

and modesty in 

clear saying, is our 

 

way, by which we 

feel continuously that 

here within us each 

 

as shared, love 

will be sustained, lived, 

given its due in full 

 

expression: We know 

the tone, of voice, of 

heart, of perception 

 

and the musculature 

of body, and gesture 

of soul in response, 

 

as in this poise, we 

are spell-bound to be 

held, one to the other, 

 

together, in antiphonal 

attraction that draws us 

ever closer, mingled 

. 

of delirium that love 

freely brings with its 

own conditions, that we 

 

 



already know, and have, 

from the very beginning, 

been given the remarkable 

 

intellect of, as we consult 

each other with the 

mouths with which we 

 

share the blackberries 

still in the refrigerator 

as, I sit here with you 

 

fully in my heart, alone 

but never, as always 

together, in just this way, 

 

for now, for it is language 

that is our home-coming, 

whose sounds are formed 

 

by the same lips that 

when yours touch mine, 

make the exceptional 

 

conjugal necessity of 

what we are together, feel 

the backbone crest in 

 

the palm of a dreamed 

embrace, not only true 

and in emotion, perfect 

 

in its intended trust, but 

an act that will be now 

and forever, absolutely ours. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 May 

ALWAYS MORE THAN ONCE BE HEARD 

 

 

As a flower, I am 

a geological fact, 

having forgotten 

 

to plant the seed 

of my being: I 

never blossomed 

 

in the usual way, 

but could only 

suppose a story 

 

about how I fell from 

the sky, that 

nobody could believe. 

 

There was never 

a place for me to do 

anything, for I 

 

'grew up' in a fixed 

location, within 

the fixations of 

 

elders, on a narrow 

dirt road, maybe 

four cars per week. 

 

From this I learned 

how to let my mind 

wander, within 

 

and outside of 

the usual faculties 

of learning, work 

 

and migration to 

where I could always 

be the 'someone 

 

 



else' I preferred 

to be, before our 

miracle rendezvous, 

 

as now I am as 

I want to be, more 

than what I wanted 

 

to be before, simply 

that I had never 

had the experience 

 

of someone setting 

themselves before me 

with such beautiful 

 

insistence that it 

was impossible 

not to give myself 

 

to 'thee' just as I 

have, as my part 

in our living dream 

 

and our loving 

life, so, as love 

grows, I have, still 

 

in my pocket, 

the seed of my 

being that I forgot 

 

to plant, 70 years 

ago, and which 

now I wish to give 

 

you with unutterably 

passionate and tender 

love, to plant in 

 

your heart, to grow 

into again what I already 

am, in blossom for 

 

 



you, so it is for the love 

we share, that the seed 

of my being go rooted 

 

in your heart, for there 

it will provide a part of 

what we together most 

 

are, an Art, to be made 

the most perfectly imperfect 

love within whose 

 

circumference inscribed 

around its center is 

the form of our loving embrace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



31 May 

DESIGN EMERGES WHERE ALWAYS THERE IS NONE 

[and with mine own full being] 

 

 

As evening comes to 

be, with its darkness 

turning the corners of 

 

my eyes dark with 

exhaustion, I know 

this also as another 

 

primal stage, as once 

I viewed sleep as 

a separation from 

 

you, who now I 

recognise that in 

moving into sleep 

 

and dream is never 

a withdrawal from 

you and who we 

 

together are, but 

a different way of 

entering the creative 

 

process in perception 

that I wake from 

often in shock at 

 

the sense of marvel 

that you transmit 

via heart-to-heart to 

 

me, as if I had been 

enveloped by the rhythms 

of your heart beats 

 

as I slept, and what 

I now most need 

in waking and wanting 

 

 



all you move me to, 

is, with feeling, to expand 

together the limits of 

 

our 'expressibility' 

[the voluptuous longing 

for the present IN 

 

the presence of each 

other] to this verisimilar 

yet exacting aptitude 

 

[and lassitude] of what 

we make of the continuous 

fullness of love, multiplied 

 

by the continuum of 

our feeling FOR love 

in simply 'letting it 

 

be' and take from us 

precisely what we 

have, to increase our 

 

understanding of 

who we are to each 

other, as exactly to 

 

unclothe an entirely 

new vocabulary that 

will instruct us in how 

 

all we know of love 

cannot be taught, but 

is forever known 

 

by an ability to accept 

the total generous 

instinct of how we call 

 

gentle, the evening's 

moonbeams into being 

from our soul, to see 

 

 



them coalesce where 

their luminescence touches 

the horizon, and where 

 

your temperament 

and mine, touch, and stay 

in the place of our initial 

 

arrival, in love, for 

wanting there, both nothing 

more nor nothing less. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1 June 

EVER HERE ARE WE 

 

 

The crowds stay, in 

imagination, although also 

there is no one here 

 

and although 'also' 

of course for that, 

nothing else seems 

 

to be 'going on' [alone 

at last, which with 

you, is where everything 

 

'is happening'] is 

where I want to be, 

and am. We have 

 

together, the weight 

and sense of 'employment' 

as a ripe plum, 

 

hanging from a twig, 

still [and always] 

attached to its source, 

 

until harvest, as in 

the exchange of life 

for life, it is said, 

 

something must be 

sacrificed, the very 

definition of what it 

 

means to be 'deranged,' 

although we all must 

eat, in actio, as hunger is 

 

not 'a favor bestowed,' 

but a real pain of 

necessity, where we 

 

 



can enquire after 

the destiny of tenderness, 

a political problem 

 

that can tolerate no 

politics, an imbalance 

in action to which 

 

you and I remain true 

and intense, simply 

that we WANT is how 

. 

we got here without 

knowing beforehand 

what we could have 

 

before we arrived 'in' 

it, here, that sense of 

'there' in which we remain 

 

intact, beyond, at the outset, 

the time it took and forever 

takes, to 'know' it as 

 

'what it is,' where we 

'cross the border' of 

'that' simply to know 

 

the home truth of how 

love compels what 

cannot be known, to be 

 

felt, ample in humility, 

desirous of body, our 

art, made exactly of 

 

the integers that measure 

the full heat 

and intention of our desire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 June 

OF TENDER INTELLECTION 

 

 

Love releases every 

form, there is 

release in being held: 

 

Closure is completion, 

love is a circuit, love 

forms every release, 

 

is formed by it, 'shape' 

is but our presence 

in it, our presence 

 

when together, closes 

the circuit, electricity 

flows fully through us. 

 

There is no interruption 

in paradise, no diction 

or saying of what we 

 

already know, and no 

presumption, also, 

of what that [might] 

 

be, nothing matters 

where all is matter, 

we know this by 

 

feeling, and knowing 

the lift that is equally 

yours, ours, and forever, 

 

how our hearts rise 

like stars that stride 

the night sky, for they 

 

are goddesses and gods 

as so we are coming to 

each other always, in. 

 

 



the promise of heaven, 

reversed, as we share 

the secret of this 

 

exchange, that in the light 

of day, apart from one 

another our missing one 

 

another is the wooing 

that like the stamens of 

favored flowers tongue 

 

the air, but at night, 

we come into our darkness, 

with no pretensions, 

 

hold each other close, 

and in the way we get to be, 

become exactly as we are. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 June 

MOVING ALONE IN BED 

 

 

Ah trust, and you 

and the ones we are, 

who address each pure 

 

sense of love's pulse 

in their [our] words, 

we are not deranged, 

 

to dream we must 

push against the walls 

that limit our primal 

 

Eden, among the pathways 

of the garden we walk, 

eyes shimmering, palm 

 

damp with palm as we 

agree the cause is Spring 

heat and not what's 

 

barely hidden, of loving 

warmth as what we 

blush for in shapely 

 

moonlit shadows that 

make a necklace of fire 

grown delicate pink 

 

at your soft throat, 

and make of birdsong full 

that flows unanimously 

 

from our lips where 

twilit clouds also murmur 

along the golden horizon 

 

in rime with what is 

about to be shown 

with a single kiss, 

 

 



along rosy edges of 

our bodies whose 

individual outlines 

 

feel erased as they 

disappear into the trace 

of loving's full embrace, 

 

that we wear in toto, all 

paths wandered through 

wildflowers and weeds 

 

in the light breeze 

that makes our faces, 

together, burn, and become 

 

in ascent, a flush of 

doves gone in abandon, to 

overwhelm the night, 

 

with inspiration as charm 

and quite well done, 

breathes as we smell 

 

the damp sweet lilac 

scent, along our jawbones, 

loose and slightly open. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 June 

INTERLOCKED 

 

 

Together we touch 

the rock from which 

the language springs. 

 

When I say I love you, 

my meaning is as firm 

as the ridge I was 

 

exposed upon on 

emerging from the scrub 

spruce at 4000 feet 

 

along the spine of one 

of Mansfield's radials, 

viewing the density of 

 

forestation there below. 

The expansive joy 

in the wild smell rising 

 

from there below, now 

your face and mine poised 

in loving apposition 

 

in our configured gaze 

tells of nothing but 

expansive joy, as what 

 

we truly have in being 

part of, the instant of 

elevation lit in being 

 

so elevated together 

sensing as we do 

in each other, the depth 

 

of the zodiac in 

the approach of evening 

as our lips touch 

 

 



and our bodies meet 

in the raw yet distillant 

shimmer and subtle 

 

seizure of feeling 

each other's coordinates 

in full throb of gathering 

 

beauty with all the delicacy 

in the surface tension 

along the open pores of 

 

our skin, as we stream 

with and against one 

another, in the full 

 

discharge of our nerves 

in the immediate grace 

of feeling emptied of 

 

vanity, made modest 

of tenderness as we can 

do nothing but accommodate 

 

the inference determined 

by the full measure 

moving in our hearts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 June 

THE BINDING SENSE OF ALL 

 

 

For the will of all 

that lives, in particular 

as for one another, 

 

our inclination to be 

close within the other 

gently, as clouds 

 

in June skies fully 

intersect in the freely 

moving air that we 

 

also breathe as 

skies darken to show 

in evening such 

 

stars as our eyes 

illuminate the full space 

our bodies occupy, 

 

its width and depth 

not only ours in feeling 

but our own full 

 

being in love itself, in 

which to feel its whole 

labyrinthine summons, 

 

the intellectual flight 

birds offer and what equally 

are from the earth 

 

as sweet flowers, fruits, 

and rivers unfolding 

in how its flow has 

 

carved from rock 

in whose clear spring 

water our desire 

 

 



may dwell and swell 

back upon itself, letting 

go loose from each 

 

of us the stiffening 

tremors of being 

penetrated by 

 

the force of Spring's 

first days, aboriginal 

freedoms of birds with 

. 

their initiating songs 

announce our joining 

in waist-high water, 

 

serpentine and sexual 

from the waist down, now 

whose loving movements 

. 

produce sea tides, as 

upon the field unfolding 

on the hill above, wild 

 

animals frolic in 

the fields of domestic 

wheat, rush of golden 

 

rivers climb our thighs, 

cattle leap along 

the forest edge beneath 

 

the leafing home of 

birds as exactly where 

we nest, one by one 

 

as we two become 

among those smitten 

in tremors of sheer 

 

delight of love's 

desiring, brought to us 

in the sexual life of 

 

 



interpenetration, whose 

tenderness is from 

tbe dominion of becoming 

 

nature formed in being 

woven as our bodies 

together are, joyous to be 

 

loved in this way, 

again and again, always 

and in language which 

 

reveals the border of 

light that speaks of 

equal desire for you 

 

as companion as well 

in poems, our language 

itself as physical as 

 

the solid loving of 

how we feel together 

the endless desire of it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 June 

BREAKDOWN 

 

 

The origin of the world 

is not so interesting 

as how poetry is composed 

 

which is less interesting 

than the feeling of love 

which is less interesting 

 

than being in love which 

is, if it is, simply being love 

itself, if love has a self 

 

it being a thrust of melos 

toward a final gasp that's 

never final, just as is 

 

always the irresistible fever 

to get it right, for in 

love as in poetry, there 

 

is no mantle or winning, 

for what has only value in 

our own constant breathing 

 

of it, irregardless of what 

words carried by this breath 

seem to say, it matters 

 

naught, but to remain always 

prepared, where nothing 

else can matter, either 

 

to remember or forget 

what you believe they 

meant, partially, totally, 

 

or in the clutter of as with 

or without the soul recalling 

vaguely in total fragments 

 

 



what it can remember 

that it once forgot, 

but keeps on saying now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

7 June 

INVOCATION 

 

 

It is massive, this – 

'as if a song' – which 

it is, I know the sense 

 

of, feeling repeated, 

where I can give 

the best part of, my 

 

being weak in every 

way, but at heart, 

which strengthens 

 

at the sound of your 

voice, and to see in 

your face as what it 

 

so perfectly is, beautiful 

countenance of stars 

upon which my own 

 

true desire will always 

be contingent, for 

although fragile in 

 

health, my will is 

straight from the forge 

in the fire that welds 

 

my particularities 

to yours, as, endless 

is your forming love 

 

about me everywhere: 

A truly beautiful thing, 

Confucious says, is 

 

one of the three most 

civilised pleasures, 

love struggling from afar 

 

 



to arrive, as you have, 

where is no god, I 

pray along our miracle 

 

path, for there is nothing 

can be meant but what 

is a world clear, yet 

 

will admit always our 

desire, what I can 

never relinquish, my 

 

own part in conceiving, 

this 'other' world that 

can never be other than 

 

ours, as nothing meant 

of distance beyond this 

can be more than that of 

 

which our desiring 

together can do 

nothing but fully close. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 June 

EXTRAORDINAL 

 

 

1 

 

The agony of breaking 

out from personal 

limitations that prevented 

 

from 'going over the edge' 

is the realisation that 

there is no 'edge' to go 

 

over, we are already there 

and have been since 

birth: There are no trials 

 

to win some miracle 

proof that we exist more 

than we commonly 

 

do, there are no limiting 

horizons that prevent 

any of us for of how it is 

 

from day-to-day to live 

by what summons us 

to realise the presence 

 

in life of an ineluctable 

void in which there is 

the habitable loneliness 

 

of feeling dear and close 

in accompanying happiness, 

for it takes no more than 

 

the lit countenance 

of the stars, along with 

the intractable and immense 

 

 

 

 



desire to hold the beauty of 

your face, to fill the yearning 

void inside my heart with love. 

 

 

 

2 

 

To put this another way, 

I am deeply in love 

with you, yes, and love 

 

is a continuum that has 

no final measure. I want 

and need you is also 

 

a continuum for which 

there is no answer 

but to continue feeling 

 

this for you. Of course, 

I miss you, always, which is 

only natural, and while 

 

this triad shares a constant 

inter-relationship, they 

yet are all three distinct 

 

states of true feeling that 

carry between us all that 

we are, and thus the distinction 

 

between each tells forever 

in every moment of each day, 

the fulfilling splendor of our love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 June 

THE TOUCH TO WHICH ALL INQUIRY IS REFERRED 

that to Us sweet kisses forever be returned 

 

 

I am and you are 

both equal to 

our own singularity: 

 

Desire produces 

the crossing of 

each with each, 

 

in the ease of 

giving each other 

warmth that extends 

 

from the center of 

how our being joins 

as it inscribes around us 

 

the full circumference 

of an embrace 

in which the depth of 

 

our singularities 

can be touched, felt 

and formed in 

 

the press of body 

closed to body, form 

a vocabulary of 

 

love's renewal 

that will last beyond 

the end of time 

 

so that eternity is 

never out of our reach 

in the trance of 

 

knowing in all 

the ramifications of 

our strain gone loose 

 



in the release, of hearing 

when I pull you close 

as we mutually conjure 

 

for the ecstasy of 

full choice in the trued 

sound I have forever 

 

known, lining the inside 

of the loving mouth 

I have always wanted 

 

to taste the words of 

before they emerged, 

knowing all the while 

 

I preferred to feel all 

you wish to say, as cool 

fresh petals, the curve 

 

of your neck at rest on my 

shoulder, our lips apposite 

and perfect in rime. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 June 

HERE LET US RETAIN OUR PLACE 

 

 

Polis is ecstasy by 

association, there is 

in this, no 'concept': 

 

Love is not 'a' measure 

of philosophy – 'thought' 

in this sense has its 

 

origin in tactility, 'to 

the hand,' precisely, our 

'pragma' as the unity 

 

in relation, whose sense is 

difficult for being so 

simple: The 'setting up' 

 

as well as what is 'set 

up,' or, the originary unity 

of these two, of that 

 

which still unseparated 

is in its attributes, of unity 

inseparable: The comprehension 

 

of something arrived at 

[in] its arrival, as then 

present as 'unconcealed' – 

 

revealed – aletheia – not 

'remembered' as the word 

came to mean, but 'an act of 

 

making,' not yet distinguished 

and set apart, but doing 

nothing as we know to be 

 

true love, 'letting oneself 

be touched' in relation to 

and by way of 'position" 

 

 



or so to speak, a caress 

holds the full potentiality 

of the fullness of human 

 

attributes, 'caring for 

another' and never let 

be 'led astray': Weep 

 

now, my love, for 

the beauty and joy of 

what has been given 

 

us, for we are of a sacral 

time whose freedom 

is our own enclosure 

 

of each other, drawn 

together yet tolerably 

'loose,' while enmeshed 

 

always, how perfectly 

impeccable is our love in 

what we together keep 

 

alive, now, in the open 

window, I hear so near 

that it is in practicum 

 

our voices in unison 

saying how dear our 

love is, like two leaves 

 

of the birch tree just 

outside, rubbing together 

in the light rain and mist. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE OPEN FIELD OF FUNCTION 

 

 

The candle flame in 

in each of our hearts 

we share, the steady 

 

heat and flickering 

light, the central marvel 

known by the softness 

 

of our speaking lips, 

the slow turning of 

earth and the quickness 

 

of perception are ours, 

the belief that we live 

to see what comes 

 

before us is false, there 

is no waiting in love, 

let's don't ever become 

 

caught in someone 

else's unfinished business, 

for nothing is ever finished 

 

although at every stage 

of our Art there is always 

nothing much beyond 

 

the constant syncopations 

between creation and evolution: 

[this itself is completion] 

 

we have always in every 

organ the elemental want 

of the full power of the other's 

 

 

echo, projecting and felt 

within the attributes of both of 

us, in whom our process 

 

 



remains the originating fact 

of complex yet simple 

generation of the extent to 

 

which our own very real 

desire, desires to know 

the high-energy particulate 

 

forms of the viable fluidity 

whose nomenclature is 

no longer words, but in 

 

the full throb of becoming 

the 'modal part' given that 

love accepts and so 

 

wanting, envelops, just 

as I am altered in proximity 

to you, so I often go 

 

immediately back to 

the innocence and cunning 

of a children's story 

 

along with the soft aura of 

a romantic glow: I know what is 

happening to me, trees 

 

are fully leaved, the sky 

deepens, and I want only to be 

completely apprehended by you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 June 

PRIMACY 

 

 

It is known what 

comes first, for 

in the primal matter 

 

of love, the symmetry 

of desire and the desire 

for symmetry are 

 

as apposite and lovely 

as holding hands 

among the scent of 

 

stamens exuding pollen 

from small white 

flowers, as if the garden 

 

we wander were the embrace 

love makes, that keeps 

the celestial world complete. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 June 

THE BREATH OF ANIMAL SOUL 

 

 

In each moment, in every 

place, there is 'process' 

at play, not according to 

 

any plan that includes 

'progress,' but that 

in which no movement 

 

is relevant: But how love 

moves in an entirely 

renewing dispensation, 

 

not that we simply are 

who we are, for that 

is what is too obvious 

 

to be noticed, mind as 

the arrogance of 

'wanting,' which we can 

 

know as a human good, 

the desire that is 

harmonious with 

 

distinctions between 

the sexes, however 

many there are, even 

 

in loving but one person, 

as our limbs, never 

separate from each 

 

other, are formed in 

and of love, and thus 

we are part of love's 

 

vision that we have 

a full part in, for what is 

called love is but how 

 

 



the feelings of its full 

power increases, 

the whole of nature, 

 

to seek and find the place 

of entrance which will 

tell of how our sensibilities 

 

perfectly mesh, which 

is always and will always 

be the present, which is 

 

nothing but our own 

unseparated limbs 

of tenderly held eternity, 

 

our numberless equality, 

the tapestry we weave 

of one another's erotic 

 

elements in all its 

marvellous detail, the way 

our skins perfectly conform 

 

to the power of creation, 

as we travel within each 

other's soft regard, its 

 

marvellous splendor in our 

point-blank instincts, forever 

held in full hearted love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 June 

TRANSIT 

 

 

The single brightest star 

in the sky, the one 

that announced the birth 

 

of 'our saviour,' is torn 

from human perception, to 

pass, in ancient mythology, 

 

through the Underworld, 

although it is invisible from 

earth in July and August 

 

for being 'behind' the sun. 

Sirius is 25 times more 

luminous than the sun, 

 

40 degrees off earth's 

ecliptic. Our love is 

the whole of the human 

 

fabric, of desire drawn so 

thin, that it is the membrane 

through which we are able 

 

to feel the weight of starlight. 

As poetry comes from 

the celestial world, so 

 

does love, which is 

cleansed from horizon 

to horizon by the revolving 

 

garden of white roses 

that circulate beyond 

the upper atmosphere. 

 

Love is the appropriation 

of celestial brilliance 

by way of human navigation 

 

 



through our own circulatory 

system, for knowledge is but 

assimilation and acceptance 

 

of the full joy that mortality 

both generates and allows 

for the limits of. The sense 

 

Is simple: I love you 

completely more now 

than any other time, for 

 

there is no other time 

but the eternity in which 

we love. This is the 'limit' 

 

that has no end. It is 

the 'difference' between 

the human face, that 

 

reveals emotion, compared 

to the edges of our lips, 

that express it. What 

 

are words but the means 

to solicit some sign 

that will relieve my own 

 

singularity, but for that, 

there can be only you, 

a garden of red roses 

 

here on earth, identical 

to the love of you that 

flows through my veins, 

 

the loveliness of the slow 

velocity of this flow, that 

makes the celestial white 

 

roses red, and brings on 

the advent in desire, of the softness 

of your lips pressed to mine. 

 

 

 



13 June 

10:45 IN THE MORNING 

 

 

What shall I do with 

myself, now that it is 

 

June, with the sun, 

dappled among 

 

dense shadows of 

fresh leaves, the scent 

 

of early summer 

flowers in the air? 

 

I tried to take a walk, 

but my legs gave way 

 

before I got very far. 

My breath sings for 

 

my body exhausted 

by the full resonance of 

 

poems that require 

all of it, for the opulent 

 

strains of its own 

fulfilling dreams 

 

that are left for others 

on the pavement, with 

 

bitter-sweet mercy 

and the shadow of 

 

a song. Dawn has 

pried the stars from 

 

view. I am happy in 

my regal indigence for 

 

the passion of being 

true in an always indifferent 

 



world. Please, do not read 

my words, but read 

 

instead the look on 

my face: Lead me 

 

to a private place where 

your warmth will heal me, 

. 

where together we can 

watch the shadow of 

 

swans rise as night, 

and the fever of birdsong 

 

explodes from dense foliage 

and stars are spread 

 

across the night sky 

by black swan's wings, 

 

as we wade into evening 

to bathe with innocence 

 

all the way into the full 

bliss of how your feminine 

 

silver cuts through eternity 

and with one full embrace, 

 

makes endless blessing 

fit for those who hunger 

 

for love but have yet to 

learn the right way to ask, 

 

for they are already fully 

possessed of the entirety 

 

of it: Please come now 

and make love with me 

 

 

 

 

 



14 June 

FULL FLUENCY 

 

 

When I look in 

the mirror, I see 

in my eyes, my 

 

love for you, shining 

back. I see you in all 

things, in every 

 

place, at all times. 

With you, I feel 

always perfect 

 

freedom to be no 

other than the one 

who as a child 

 

gazing into the green 

water of a Chinese 

garden pond, saw his 

 

first goldfish. It moved 

slowly and surely 

through the dark water, 

 

and like the first time 

I perceived the goldenness 

of your own full being, 

 

I flipped for never wanting 

to be again in any 

place, where I could 

 

not feel you in full 

perception in my 

heart, as both gentle 

 

fluidity and labyrinthine 

love, where forever 

we both can swim. 

 

 

 



15 June 

INTIMACY 

 

 

It is morning, still 

dark, the air in 

the window almost 

 

brutal in its chill, 

the range of geology 

of my imagination 

 

of your form is close 

as the crest of 

your embrace, and is in 

 

total alignment with 

how my dream opens 

into your fullness, 

 

for I can be nowhere 

else but with thee, 

your warmth is all 

 

my hands desire to 

migrate to, and when we 

kiss, the world 

 

evaporates into 

an invisible world that 

takes the place of 

 

the present, simply 

by way of how I wake 

into the beginnings 

 

of the day and the marvel 

of our love, in which 

within the terrain of 

 

your beauty, my desire 

burns, and dawn has 

rubbed your lips 

 

 



with ginger, for scent 

is a commitment to be 

honored, as June 

 

advances with its 

small delicate flowers, 

and we are a circle 

 

made of what we hold 

of one another, in 

the rising light that 

 

makes the residue of 

night glisten and disperse 

with birdsong. What 

 

we intend is always 

clear, we know how 

our whole intentions 

 

turn with the full 

substance of the earth's 

gravity I feel when 

 

we touch, neither 

simply possible nor 

plausible, for we 

 

are always in the first 

moments of love's full 

thrill, and in our always 

 

initial exchange and its 

lovely intensity, I can feel 

the heat of our closeness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 June 

ACCEPTANCE 

 

 

My joy is constant, 

not manifested 

in a return to you, 

 

for I have never left 

and never will, for 

the full happiness I 

 

feel by my undistracted 

love wherein are flames 

made from the sinews 

 

of my body – their 

very real heat – which 

now is cauterised 

 

by imagined life, that 

questioned, answers 

with the delight of 

 

truth, in a voice as 

soft as a sparrow, as 

my body may introduce 

 

itself in the full sweat 

on my flanks as sleek 

as those of a young 

 

Siren girl, la femme 

amor, within the voice of 

a star that calls for 

 

our sexes to be erased 

and that we follow 

what is revealed as 

 

a luminous path that 

leads to all we let 

ourselves be touched by, 

 

 



this love we share, that 

has no standard 

definition, but the desire 

 

to discover where our lips 

might touch, and how 

love may beckon to us, 

 

to find ourselves 

as we enter and disappear 

in each other's being 

 

and bodies, performing 

anew what is more ancient 

than we can know, but do, 

 

shared in kissings of clear 

trace of love, as well as the beauty 

of the miracles that articulate us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 June 

SONG OF THE TAKEN 

 

 

Been asleep now hours, 

it was still light once 

upon a time when my 

 

eyes closed, voices on 

the air like shadows in 

light wind awake still 

 

with me now, 'intellect 

is to flame as love is 

to water,' I burn for you 

 

and you pour yourself 

over and within every 

measure of me, as I 

 

had been in my dream 

walking naked from 

the waist down through 

 

a fern bed with you 

[and I know exactly 

which one, in 1962: 

 

memory is eternal life 

and can be shared 

as I will always do with 

 

you] feeling the dark 

shadows in the wet air 

down by the river 

 

climb our legs as we 

descend the well of 

iris, crisp in design 

 

yet blue and soft to 

the touch, as the fire 

of love both does not 

 

 



and cannot waver as 

it soundlessly unfurls 

to tell us we are beauty's 

 

only kin, waking always 

to each other in every 

night and day, never 

 

alone for Spring is always 

on the verge, the words 

that are the call to love 

 

when spoken and heard 

stay with the beats 

of our hearts, yet surge 

 

when waking from dream 

emerges in the real that 

beautifully overwhelms us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 June 

TO BE NO MORE YET DO NO LESS 

 

 

I am not disposed 

to putting restraints 

on anything, for 

 

urgency has purpose 

in that it is what 

informs the fullness 

 

of desire. There is 

no way to be alive 

in life, without being 

 

energised by being 

part of what it is when 

you give yourself 

 

to it. This is, that I 

of course, admit my 

desire for you, and so 

 

being, will never 

relinquish it. 'Here' 

is where language 

 

tells me I am, as 

a place which is 

unmistakenly 

 

known to me, yet also a 

primal displacement 

by which is conceived 

 

my own sense that 

we who love, mean 

to take all of the other 

 

for there is now a place 

as we make it, that is 

where love itself can be 

 

 



familiar and natural as 

what we together mean, 

moving in our golden 'double 

 

twilight,' learning of desire's 

distillation in a kiss, and of the full 

sense that contains it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 June 

FOCUS 

 

 

The genius of love 

can be told by copious 

means, 'use both eyes 

 

and look ay my eyes 

with each of them 

working together as 

 

one' [this is what I 

call 'the gravid point,' 

that is, instantaneous 

 

intuition of the whole 

at once] and in this 

we are directed by 

 

facility as a whole, that 

properly directs each 

act, which is a meeting- 

 

place of knowing how 

to twist the coloured 

threads of time into 

 

lines of poems each 

of which your shadow 

will eventually walk 

 

across as I do, to you, 

each thread a flame 

that composes the music 

 

of your voice that becomes 

the same wordless melody 

of what language becomes 

 

when it slowly removes 

the garments of its 

grammar, to reveal 

 

 



there are no rules but 

the shapes within shapes 

within shapes, as 

 

the elemental power 

of the echo behind my 

eyes is the rebounding 

 

of imagination within 

perception, each joined 

within me, as I realise 

 

that the true directness 

of making love with you 

is the trust that feeling 

 

each element of so doing, 

excludes any necessity for 

reduction or adornment. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 June 

NOTHING CAN BE EXCLUDED 

 

 

Air pressure, maybe 

its water pressure, 

 

my head hurts naturally 

on the extended path 

 

to its full intention, love 

with which each of 

 

us loves as an ideal 

location, but which 

 

is an obstacle because 

you and I are obstacles 

 

in reaching it, for 

it cannot be 

 

the obstacle of our attention 

until we 

 

as obstacles are able to love 

each other, for 

 

the obstacles we are, 

and the destination for what it is. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 June 

NO VEGETABLE GROWS IN VAIN 

 

 

Too much democracy is 

what is called to when 

having too much opinion 

 

of the lower classes 

trickle up in the class 

structure, Managua was 

 

on fire, for certain 

set by book matches 

from Dr Philip Habbib 

 

gone a vote up, the details 

ain't clear to me in 

1986, when you must 

 

have been preparing to 

depart Riga for Jerusalem 

and I was handcuffed 

 

to a chair in the side 

room of Howard Mental 

Health, suffering hysteria 

 

from my first sexual 

encounter with a woman, 

but letting the black 

 

disks that were music 

because it was in 

the middle of the night 

 

continue in that song 

that hadn't been yet 

recorded until years later 

 

in another state I heard 

and recognised as exactly 

what I had heard in 

. 

 



Jerusalem while walking 

the streets of Managua, 

bleeding slightly from 

 

a bullet wound between my 

heart and left shoulder that made 

a continent of someone else. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 June 

NECESSITY IS A NATURAL THING 

 

The phrase and the rose 

came to me in the night, 

that I was a peninsula 

 

extending from a gelding 

culture, and you are 

a rose of immense beauty 

 

grown up from the crown 

land across a landscape 

that flowed down to the 

 

water's edge, you are 

the emotional watershed 

to the west that poured 

 

her erotic petals by way of 

the gravity of the one 

who most desired her 

 

by way of being able to 

read in the beauty of her 

features: You are priceless 

 

yet reachable to those 

who know where and how 

to touch you, that my soul 

 

and tongue in its explorations 

can find within the depths 

of your folds, the original 

 

Hippocrene from which 

finally to be able to drink 

deeply of, to recover 

 

the facility of speech 

in what was once sheer 

abstraction that knew 

 

its world surrounded 

both of us in order that 

we remained our own 



limitations that I wish 

gently to break the hymen 

of, as soft moonlight. 

 

Let this not be known as 

abstract, but as the woman 

and man we are, eating 

 

of the lotus to find our 

way into the bodies 

that can do nothing but 

 

grow more deeply in 

substance from which 

we cannot remove our 

 

fingers, for the fullness 

of desire never recedes 

into anything but each 

 

other, for we are nature, 

bull and cow of vintage 

mythology, how this is 

 

known by how you weave 

the magic of your endless 

vines through my horns: 

 

I want you in this modest 

way of embellishing each 

our bodies with that of 

 

the other, as we reach to 

remain blushed in novice 

desire, let us begin every 

 

morning when the moon 

begins its descent, yet still 

has her legs high up in 

 

the skies of Egypt, let us be 

necessarily inseparable, 

our skins now dry, our 

 

 



bodies grown thin, and 

if weary from erotic travel 

within and around each 

 

other, then cooled by 

the waning night, to kiss 

among the marble birch, 

 

the rising light beginning 

to illuminate our arms, 

and the light in your eyes 

 

telling all we need to know, 

having made the journey 

from Arcadia to Knossos 

 

last as long as all the years 

we were chosen to live 

within each other's embrace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 June 

LOVE POEM 

 

 

Resin is what is 

rubbed on the bow 

and catches on 

 

the strings of 

the viola to the end 

of making vibrations 

 

we hear as music. 

The world is creative 

and has neither 

 

beginning nor end: 

Each gesture we make 

produces sprigs of green, 

 

small white flowers, 

as beauty is an ability 

to perceive what we 

 

together make. Human 

sense tells that there is 

no such thing as 

 

'history,' which makes 

time an inconsequence, 

like a score of music 

 

that tells nothing of 

how the instrumentality 

makes sounds. This 

 

comes from the practice 

of love. I love you 

in the way that animation 

 

loves the universe: When 

I breathe, in my desire 

for all of symmetry. 

 

 



Dissonance and harmony 

of the elemental parts 

we share, my breath draws 

 

deeply in, and in exhale 

you are clothed in 

the world breath, your 

 

form unrelenting in its 

luminosity, the strings 

of your sinews in full 

 

song, and the splendor 

is of hearing nothing but 

how love pours forth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 June 

LADY OF LIGHT 

 

 

The wheatfield across 

the street grew uphill 

like wild fire, blue African 

 

violets on the windowsill 

in the kitchen, and endless 

voices of my parent's 

 

drunken friends, I always 

knew that the people 

down in the village suffered 

 

their own particular if 

unpracticed derangements, 

but I could always smell 

 

the golden ripening wheat 

when alone. It's never 

crowded, no one's home, 

 

the sky is full of roots 

from which rain comes 

to moisten the flowers 

 

that grow from them, 

the true fixation of rural 

life: What does it mean 

 

'to be from somewhere' 

and to 'have a name' you 

must be known by for 

 

a life-time. We meet by 

an authentic transversion. 

I love you. When you 

 

come into my life, you 

stay, there are no external. 

signs but knowing 

 

 



that the wheat is ripe, 

but is better left to go 

to seed, we are in love, 

 

habit is integral to decision, 

stars move through the skies, 

which are internal and plural, 

 

the scent of mustard seed 

sautéed to what I am, red moon 

setting in pale hips, Scorpio 

 

trine Aquarius, introspection 

of dark purple inlaid with 

goldenness, the wheat 

 

continues to live a virtuous 

life as we are to one 

another fixed, fear and joy 

 

together enlarged of desire, 

to let the intellect of sex 

be full discerning of 

 

the palpable substance of 

voices on the air and often 

generous with all your body. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 June 

OH YEAH 

 

 

There is no being to 

come into, so it being 

an undiscoverable entity, 

 

each have both been 

and are both not where 

they will be, which is 

 

impossible because all 

parts are basically alike, 

yet 'here,' present from 

 

multiple centers, the same 

direction in every aspect. 

What is conceivable, over 

 

what is operative tells most 

of which way it is impossible 

to take it: Do not follow what in 

 

language are merely signatures: 

Negativity is nothing to sense 

perception, as what apprehension 

 

in conjugation is what reason 

warns against. I like it, 

that in the usual sense it makes 

 

what is conceived and what is 

born of it, completely divorced, 

with the Real emerging complete. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

23 June 

DISCOVERY 

 

 

Hazelnuts, walnuts 

acorns and that other 

one that is very 

 

smooth, what are 

they which drop from 

trees filled with starlight? 

 

You can parse phrases 

in English, Russian 

and Hebrew. I can recognise 

 

the Roman alphabet, 

and can read the weather 

from leaves of unknown 

 

trees. But we have no 

difficulty parsing the unspoken 

feelings of love that shine 

 

from our eyes. This is 

the whole of full human 

ethic. Our mutual affect 

 

could never be characterised 

in all our loving questions, as 

'a relationship of convenience.' 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



24 June  

INSIGHT 

 

 

Folding and unfolding 

is the eternal life 

within the human being. 

 

'Change' is everywhere, 

but love remains its constant, 

not by day or night, but 

 

how the rose of it will 

remain resplendent of 

all it is, in any hour, 

 

in each hour, for every 

hour. Are we to say 

that the depth of midnight 

 

has no effect on the movement 

of the petals of love's rose? 

Yes. We are to know this, 

 

that my love for you is 

the constancy of nature's 

patterns, yet is a human 

 

fact of desire, not by way 

of sexual life, but in formal 

aspect: The human body 

 

is a monastery in which 

all that happens is in 

the flowering power that 

 

has no need of natural 

light, but rimes in appearance 

with our own breathing. 
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24 June   

WHAT I LIKE 

 

 

You don't have to live 

by way of surviving 

[Whoever said that, 

 

down on Route 9 just 

south of the right turn 

onto Meadow Lane, 

 

[that was the name [?] 

it could be so, verbiage 

now alone [not really] 

 

from where I sit, I can 

smell the marsh over 

the sandpit that runs up to 

 

the Parkway, I like the smell 

of the salt air that hovered 

over or on a light June breeze, 

 

I like evenings, his name 

was Bertrand, whose bearing 

said you don't have to live 

 

simply by surviving suicide 

or as a eunuch, there are 

stories you should know: 

 

I like the dark monastery 

smell of murmurs not meant 

for me and that I was not 

 

supposed to hear, bitter 

smell of cedar, I like 

a free bird in flight over 

 

territory owned and dominated 

over to keep those of us 

on foot, away, I like to watch 
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Bertrand work most especially 

the smell of varnish, shellac, 

and turpentine, I like the smell 

 

of fresh dimension lumber, 

the initial scent of a cigarette 

just lit in a car on the way back 

 

to Vineland, nature grows over 

my flesh and blood, I like 

the smell of all things in my 

 

vicinity when I cried, ice has 

an uncommon smell, I like 

the smell of creosote, squalls 

 

I saw coming over the sea, 

the feeling of growing apart 

from myself, learn about unity 

 

in a time always put off for 

later, I like the long, smooth 

elegant curves of well worked 

 

varnished wooden sky blue under 

hand, don't remember what 

to call them, I like Wildwood, 

 

I like not being able to ride 

a bicycle, I liked being greeted 

by 'hey Faggot,' you can see 

 

aspect from the edge of something 

else, I like the stuff woman the age 

of mother used to wear to make 

 

themselves smell in some similarity 

to what they thought was what 

or how they preferred to feel, you 

 

never know in the morning, I forgot 

to say the name of that book, but I'll 

tell you when my hand finds it for me. 

 

 

 



25 June 

WITH LOVE IN UTMOST GUARDIANSHIP 

 

 

In my dream 

I sail through 

Gates of Bone, 

 

to get to 

the Underworld, 

where our love 

 

lives as it does 

in heaven and on earth. 

But the underworld 

 

is where your illness is 

and where its cure 

also is alive: A white 

 

lily [lotus] flower, that 

when found, I pluck two 

lily petals to put behind your 

 

ears, like wings, and ask 

you to lead me back to 

health, and you do, since 

 

you have been made 

capable of curing yourself 

for the lily petals keep 

 

you centered in the Gates of 

Ivory, where our eternal love 

will let no harm come to you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 June 

AND FOR ITS OWN SAKE [OPUS ARCANIIS] 

 

 

Vinland [early spelling] 

is a natural landform 

that basically runs 

 

north from Long Island 

Sound to the Canadian 

border, and derives its 

 

name from the thick 

grapevines along 

the coast, probably 

 

from Basque [or Phoenician] 

sailors moving south 

from Nova Scotia, bordered 

 

on the west by Lake 

Champlain and further 

south, the Hudson River. 

 

This is my territory, what 

some call home. It is 

the New World version of 

 

Agrippa's 'Occult Philosophy.' 

The elemental theological 

geology of the region is 

 

too complex to entertain 

here, but to mention, as of 

gold: Dr. Robert Child is 

 

said to have provided 

George Stirk – auth. of 

'The Marrow of Alchemy' – 

 

with the White Elixir that 

has a part of [near here], 

'The open entrance to 

 

 



the shut Palace of the King.' 

[more later]: Nothing 

need be orchestrated, 

 

which is why they gave 

up, if they did. I never 

did, and never escaped 

 

and never really wanted to. 

The air continues here to 

chant, very close by. I 

 

have stayed to feel always 

the distillant thermal 

motion and its tedium, 

 

there is little here but 

the scent of materials 

for alchemy, as well as 

 

a natural place in which 

our love will overlay what 

is, with what we know, as 

 

given all between us 

is, what we also are, for 

as I love you, I know that 

 

we are and will be always 

shaped together as 

a mysterium, for the sake 

 

of love's reason, which is 

possessed of endless duration 

'in defense of pure sensation' 

 

which like love, is, simply what 

it is, in the full candor of 

time's nurture and benevolence. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 June  

MELANCHOLY 

 

 

It was not until I had 

passed my seventh 

septenary, that I 

 

realised I had not 

been born of a woman 

and a man, but had 

 

simultaneously arose 

directly from the earth 

and descended straight 

 

from the night sky. That 

is, I am made from some of 

the black dirt Adam 

 

smuggled out of Paradise, 

and from the night sky 

of the insides of my 

 

Mother's mouth, having 

watched snowflakes melt 

on her black tongue 

 

and reappear in the quiet 

night in my own mouth 

as a surging storm of 

 

celestial light. The rest 

of me formed around 

senses, perceptual organs 

 

and love. Did your parents 

ever kiss you good-night? 

I think not, 'as such.' My 

 

beloved, a human woman 

of great beauty, abounds 

with me in the abolition 
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of formulaic thinking. 

and I wish with her 

to detach our bodies 

 

and bodily desires, so 

that we might best 

give ourselves over 

 

to gazing within each 

other, and digress in 

songs of ecstasy. And 

 

this dream is of real 

substance, for it now is 

time for us to slip into 

 

our distant beds together, 

and as always, make 

our dream come true. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 June at 03:57 ·  

TO LOVE 

 

 

I don't have to 

remember after- 

midnight parking 

 

lots, waiting for 

a connection that 

never shows up: 

 

Time lives within 

the agonies of 

deserting myself 

 

to exaggerated 'need' 

and fighting off 

self-condemnation 

 

until a horizontal 

thread of orange 

light shows across 

 

the lake, forms of 

mountains as solid 

and beautiful as 

 

the way you are 

with me always now 

as a glissando of early 

 

morning luminosity 

reflected on the lake 

placid within my heart, 

 

forever, a heightened 

tranquility, that completely 

possesses me, that 

 

there is no need for me 

to believe, and every 

reason to fully know. 
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28 June   

I WISH I KNEW WHY APOCALPTIC NIGHTMARES ARE ALWAYS SO BEAUTIFUL [a 

'wishing to know' from Gali-Dana] 

 

 

Apocalypse is beautiful because 'everything is revealed.' [And why it is sometimes called The 

Revelation.] One version of the details of this [aletheia, Gr., 'disclosure'] is in Hölderlin's 

translations of Pindar's late fragments when both, possibly, had become insane. 

Here is Hölderlin's translation of Pindar's poem THE INFINITE 

. 

WHETHER TO SCALE THE LOFTY BATTLEMENT OF JUSTICE 

OR THAT OF HUMPED DECEIT 

AND SO OVERSTEP MY OWN BOUNDARIES 

IS A THING I AM OF TWO MINDS 

ABOUT GOING INTO PRECISE DETAILS ON. 

 

 

Here is Hölderlin's commentary about his translation of Pindar's poem: 

 

'The sage will have his jest; one might almost say the riddle ought not be solved. The wavering, 

the struggle between justice and common sense can be resolved only on a continuum, 'a thing I 

am of two minds about going into precise details on.' That I should then uncover the link 

between justice and common sense, itself ascribable to neither of the latter but to a third factor by 

means of which they are connected by infinitely precise detail [the infinite] is a thing I am of two 

minds about.' 

 

 

[translations of both Hölderlin's poem and commentary, by David Rattray] 

 

 

SE: 'A candleflame needs oxygen to burn, yet no candle can be blown out. And also, no candle 

blown out leaves one in darkness.' 
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29 June   

LUXURY 

 

 

I tend toward 

dishevelment 

anyway, with 

 

mild moonburn, 

sun-spots, and no, those 

aren't freckles, 

 

what one sees 

and what somehow 

[are?] 'behind it': If 

 

I seem to be a woman 

planning her own 

dissimulation, your 

 

perfect accord is with 

all you are, being exactly 

'that', that is, I am 

 

always the one looking 

back, wondering what 

happened. Power love, 

 

and all that is of the igniting 

the fire, yes, its presence is 

of what I can see, all 

 

that I cannot stop 

thinking about [the candor 

of God cannot change 

 

Its sex], so 'with' a woman 

resolved in feeling of 

the motion of her angel 

 

within me, constant piano 

practice, love's perfect 

habit, the beautiful 
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habit of what is and cannot 

be otherwise, the full 

scale of love's perfect trust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 June   

DEALING DIRECTLY WITH THE UNSEEN 

 

 

All things compelled to 

claim a soul are divine, my 

life is your love and your 

 

love is part of our learning 

together what is ours, 

the river bottom whose 

 

water carries us to become 

buoyant in the combining 

of hearts and minds that 

 

makes physical embracings 

a dime a dozen, only romance 

really makes it, as it nurtures 

 

amusement by whatever magic 

makes us feel for each other 

how lovely life is, and how 

 

useless but for giving love 

a place in which all that feels 

extraordinary, the pure deep 

 

voice of the night and its 

syllables of stars, is a matter of 

being able to do nothing else. 
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30 June   

OFTEN WE DO THE SAME THINGS RIGHT 

 

 

The hours of night 

are transparent, that's 

why we can see its 

 

stars. If it is a dream, 

keep in mind that 

you are still awake. 

 

Being human, we are 

in love, always by way 

of feeling how the apple 

 

blossoms are only wet from 

rain. It's not enough 

in love to be nothing more 

. 

than presentable, there is 

also the excellence of 

courtesy to enhance 

 

respect for not touching 

the flower of another, 

except by way of the sweet 

 

smell of fresh sweat from 

manual labor in air 

shared as we breathe in 

 

proximity to each other. Never 

keep me away from what 

I love, for I have studied gravity 

 

and know well its effects. 

To give freely of dear 

affection, refuse to be 

 

a burden to anyone but 

yourself, and at the same 

time, lift your being into the life 
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of a single heartbeat that 

lasts in each other for 

at least a century. We are 

 

in love, brimming with it, 

separated only by the overflow 

of the ceaseless river of paradise. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1 July at 01:01 ·  

MUSIC 

 

 

Creative and dynamic 

as weather is, is how 

love rises within as it 

 

comes upon me requiring 

always, object to be 

made its own subject: 

 

The sun is never seen 

in love as itself is the radiant 

core that illuminates 

 

the entirety of all 

that is present to it: It is 

perhaps not so much 

 

union as rehearsal for 

sharing mutual sympathies, 

though the distances 

 

be great, as ours, there is 

none in our expression 

of it, as in its sacred exactions 

 

can be seen invisibly upon 

and within the feeling of common 

air, the full magnetic 

 

compass that draws around us 

our true direction through 

its subtle heat, the lovely 

 

fullness that is a continuum 

of the entire sounding 

to which we forever do aspire. 
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1 July  

HOW GOLDENESS UNFOLDS 

 

 

It is day. In my heart 

I feel the presence 

of you in all that my 

 

eyes can see. This 

is my morning love 

poem to you. There 

 

is no explaining love, 

but that awareness 

of it begins in the crest 

 

of dawn, when we begin 

to hear the quiet breath 

of birds before they begin 

 

to sing, just as the soul 

of night begins to 

manifest the object world 

 

from the nocturnal aura 

of 'zoot diffusion' formed 

in the thermal variation 

 

within the liver when we 

dream, there, 'the seat 

of the picture of the cosmos 

 

read as a message from 

the celestial world' [Kerenyi], 

just as the double twilight 

 

in our love is a combination 

of personal memory melding 

with the intuition of how 

. 

this 'covenant' is made also 

from reception of courage 

transmitted through our 
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mutual inheritance of 

the orders of our true ancestors, 

the imaginal life we have 

 

been touched by. Together we 

are the sinews of the cables that 

hold strongly the suspension 

 

bridge on which our souls 

cross back and forth to each 

other, regulate orders of day 

 

and night, and order all we 

inherit and imagine, into its 

only two generations, the present 

 

and the future, the first and last, 

and for us, the fulfillment of 

loving gestures and their eternity. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 July 

INTIMACY 

 

 

Desire feeds itself on 

the afterlife of love, 

which is why it, and us 

 

with it, will live forever: 

It is a veiled magnitude 

of a night sky full of 

 

intersynaptic stars that 

make all four chambers 

of the heart a golden 

 

luminescence where angels 

move. The harmonious 

world of birdsong gives 

 

through our attention to true 

love, the beautiful 

and occasionally peculiar 

 

trance-life of real courtesy 

and infinite respect: Love 

is but an indication that 

 

each lover is whole, so, 

as halves, we fit together 

perfectly, for there are 

 

no halves, but a single 

whole. We 'have' nothing 

but what it means to be 

 

whole together, its variations 

of expression, of constancy, 

free will, synchronisation 

 

of perception and intellect 

to make clear the efforts 

and effects of feeling 

 

 



concrescence and radiance. 

The fire of love is music. It is 

forever present, and has always 

 

a place to be [in rime]: Like 

a murmur, I hear the quiet 

wail of its wind at my window. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 July 

DEEPER AND HIGHER 

 

 

You are within me, always, 

I feel your heart beating 

where 'mine' is supposed 

 

to be, there, now, ours 

made always new. I 

will do anything to draw 

 

a breath to keep 

the necessity of feeding 

this pulse in actio, and see 

 

on exhale in nimbus 

the radiance of your being, 

Illuminating our true 

 

path. To not follow you 

fully is exactly what 

I am neither able nor even 

 

want to be able to do. 

I harbor neither expectation 

nor doubt. I am in the world 

 

of the world that moves 

the world of love I am 

in, the same way that you 

 

know me, just as it is 

the same way I know you. 

I can't do anything about 

 

the full beauty of this 

arrangement but to let 

my sheer appreciation 

 

run free. I climb the stairs 

of my own syntax, knowing 

the poem is not complete, 

 

 



and can never be, as with 

each step up every stair 

will on each woven square 

 

of carpet will be a pattern 

unrecognisably yet immediately 

of our own initiation. In 

 

the window I see moonrise, feel 

light wind, and hear the gentle 

lightness of your approaching feet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 July 

IT'S NICE HERE 

 

 

I don't miss me in 

the reflection of my own 

night window, I'm 

 

obvious. My constant 

love for you keeps me 

from believing I ever 

 

could miss you, but 

I do it anyway. That's 

obvious too. That 

 

we are not examples 

of our own species, 

but of the mammalian, 

 

animated, emotional, 

expressive and tender 

species of embodied 

 

love is obvious, too. 

I like best the kind of 

flower that looks like 

. 

a flame. They are 

almost as beautiful 

as when the skin of 

 

your face takes on 

the patina of goldenness 

that inspires my secret 

 

desire for you. You are 

beautiful. Thank you: My 

heart is softened. I see you 

 

in every unfurling flower. I'm 

in love with you. Always: Just like 

how the world is solid fire. 

 

 

 



4 July 

LOVE IS THE COUNTERPART TO WHICH WE EACH CONFIRM: TO PROVIDE A 

PLACE WHERE ALL NEW HARMONIES MAY FOREVER TOGETHER SOUND 

 

 

However could I 

touch thee, my love, in 

any way that we together 

 

haven't fully felt 

and already known? 

We stand facing one 

 

another with boundless 

flexibility and unfailing 

honesty where all promises 

 

are shed, as I admit 

at first were felt as 

a loss of knowleges 

 

I once believed were 

truth, but I now realise 

are best discarded for 

 

being unalive. It was as if 

you already knew and would 

always know what place 

 

in which I would never again 

have to wait for you, as I 

always know the place 

 

you fully occupy in my heart. 

It took only one light stroke of 

a bow across well-tuned cello 

 

strings to make me know this 

music was to my desire, as 

was the joy and solemnity I 

. 

feel rise in our blue moonstone 

vision, as we watch our loving 

tenderness move slowly across the sky. 

 

 



5 July 

OUR ORDINATIONS REALISED 

 

 

What concept can be 

adequate to living well 

but all that can never be 

 

so defined, there can be 

no accounting the languid 

timing that allows one to 

 

find acquittal, not for error 

but to permit of its requirement 

in the matter of fullest 

 

license that makes of law 

the sweetness in the full 

embrace of the whole 

 

adherence to love's devotion 

where rime in what is 

so beautifully disposed 

 

becomes open and forever 

unconcealed – a dark 

bird's flight that marks 

 

the morning – and the joy 

of effort in discernment of 

how best to leave the 'real' 

 

to its own being, as the loving 

press of a kiss in dream, 

no hard task is the softness 

 

of this truth I long for which 

I feel fully in the presence 

of what is always beyond 

 

my reach but remains forever 

within my power, as I for you 

so in us, our fluencies do touch. 

 

 

 



6 July 

TIME IS US [THERE IS NO 'COMING TO GOD'] 

 

 

I have never been 

able to come to terms 

with 'caritas' or with 

 

'cupiditas.' I do not 

believe that the whole 

of life exhausts itself 

 

in the ceaseless pursuit 

of acquisitive love. I know 

from what I feel with 

 

you, a union in which 

we each know that 

the other is present to 

 

the whole of a living 

relationship, that there is 

love that binds our 

 

free-will to the ground 

of our affection. But 

I also love 'god' because 

. 

his self-sufficiency is a lie, 

for s/he needs the human 

life s/he created to use 

 

as a mirror in which s/he 

can see the ethical nature 

of the creature s/he created 

. 

that is embodied in human 

act. Human love is the only 

kind that humans have 

 

awareness of, since it 

can be felt as sensual. God's 

love, understood from 

 

 



human perspective, is 

what appears as the agency 

of her/his satisfaction 

 

that we let him have his 

vision through his total 

separation from us, that 

 

is, 'god' is languageless, 

and as we speak, regionally, 

she/he cannot understand. 

 

We allow 'god' to love us since, 

being part of her/his creation, 

we don't know any better. This 

 

is what 'god' knows that we 

don't know: That she/he cannot 

know what we are talking 

 

about. That is one dynamic 

of love. Another, like ours, 

is that we feel in each other, 

 

like-mindedness of the heart, in 

which can never help feeling the full 

breadth of always love becoming 

 

words that say how we are with 

it, what is happening, and how 'god' 

could never have made us this way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7 July 

DREAM UNITED IN ACCORD 

 

 

Darkness is guardian 

of the crow, return 

message writ on 

 

the night sky with 

black wings in order 

to be possessed of 

 

the initial stage, nigredo, 

that wants to be washed 

in the experience of all 

 

that is unnecessary to 

the luminous nature of 

love, which has no weight 

 

yet still touches things 

and is always at variance 

with itself, keel of its own 

 

ship as, when in proper 

proportion grows to 

the dimensions of intent, 

 

the fluid between the teeth 

of a lion makes a horse 

work: Hermes hits a bullseye 

 

that wasn't there before [CSPB]. 

My art no longer need make 

sense: I'm not an imbecile 

 

any more! Our dreams lie 

on their sides, facing each 

other, and evoke sweet 

 

and loving power. We keep 

emerging as the crown of creation, 

heaven is our love, with objects 

 

 



of its instruction. The crow turns 

dove, and night sweats become 

the Dew of Paradise, all ours: 

 

The idea is, to capture the same 

nature as yourself in the self we 

keep living, to be, where we belong. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 July 

CONFIRMATION 

 

 

The present is always what 

the present is for those 

of us who are in it, like 

 

standing on tiptoe waiting 

for some sign that this is really 

'it' as it becomes in trade 

 

some other tense, the tide 

is ceaseless and carries 

every grain of the ground 

 

you stand on underfoot 

finally out to sea: We begin 

life learning how not to 

 

drown in time [the necessary 

'a-security' as in love, it's 

the foot and not the footprints 

 

that can only lead back to 

where you started [memory? 

or to be baptised repeatedly, 

 

the true faith of learning from 

smelling death decades in 

the past when I found 

 

I was suffering unavoidable 

disease alone and learned 

to love my own blackberry backyard, 

 

the tearing of the skin in 

reaching again for their sweetness 

dreamed and never let go 

 

even from the painkillers 

forced to ask why they kept 

moving me from room to room 

 

 



until I understood I had never 

been moved and so would not 

die this time, May adrenalin 

 

holding if only in mind or dream, 

from the base of the neck up 

into the earth that when you 

 

brought love into the soil 

of what would grow out of 

this miracle of being would 

 

begin the turning of the turbines 

of my own sensibilities: I 

was loving Edgar Anderson 

. 

as I recovered, small plant growing 

that continues to distill love's 

liquid into pearl rain that gleamed 

. 

on the tarmac with small rainbows 

as yes, part of love is connected 

to some modest yet remarkable 

 

thing of the past, the quality of 

light on the wet asphalt of Canuso's 

but it was the soft soil of your 

 

love that provided me the full 

courage of your voice: Trust me / 

Stand with me / Be with me / 

 

Love me / Forever / Here. 

The sparrows continue to peck 

their individuated seeds, while 

 

I gushed out my total soul and clothed 

my dream of you in the azure air 

of our perfectly imperfect love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 July 

MIDNIGHT HAS SOFT SHOULDERS 

 

 

A car, they are, who 

were, but we, 'they' 

[humans] were there 

 

driving around in 

a car, having fun 

in a car, like just 

 

in a car, having fun, 

what's so hard about 

that? Standing around 

 

watching birds move 

from place to place, 

as we watch them, 

 

they do this all the time. 

okay, then what's so 

hard about that? I think 

 

i just heard somebody 

say 'huh.' I didn't think 

anybody ['we'] talked 

 

like that any more. 

We always remain 

subject to ourselves 

 

and images of, thereof. 

Night leaves rustle up 

the hill, other side of 

 

Rockingham Street 

in the shadows as I 

sleep where I can 

 

always see the beauty 

of your eyes stream 

through me, just seeing 

 

 



you, not even in a car, 

but having fun being 

earlier in the day, kind 

 

of wind like not that 

bothered a person 

knitting, for example 

 

or counting out loud, how 

can anyone be bothered 

by anything, as we 

 

lay moonlight up the ridge 

I told you about, listening 

to the long grass sway. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 July 

ISSUANCE OF NEW LIFE 

 

 

Memory is like nothing 

I can remember, so 

whatever is 'there' is 

 

what is happening, 

sworn in loyalty to 

the course of natural 

 

history, full of all 

the simultaneity of 

both fever and all that 

 

is forever serene, 

as I watch goldenness 

emerge from your 

 

face. When high tide 

comes up to my ankles 

I am brought totally 

 

home to you, regulated 

porch light in evening mist 

and always, the scent of 

 

the sea, knowing that 

the 'idea' of anything will 

always amount to what it is, 

 

and will forever continue 

to burn, like a flower 

metaphor, opening always 

 

in kinship within your soul. 

I only want to give mine 

to you: What a neighbor 

 

whose name I can't 

remember, once called 

'togetherness.' When I feel 

 

 



the truth of your presence 

as my primal guiding principle, 

I do what the ancient 

 

Pharaohs used to do: Bathe 

my desire in a blue Canopic 

jar, filled with honey, the moist 

 

scent of morning shadow, the music 

of a descendant crescent moon 

and 12 drops of a violet's morning dew. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 July 

THEOGONY 

 

 

In considering 

'circumference' 

there's both inner 

 

and outer surface 

that are to be traced 

in order for inversion 

 

to be operative. 

To know this, is to 

be the universe 

 

in which the only 

gender differentiation 

is knowing that 'act' 

 

means that 'doing' 

anything is no longer 

necessary and never 

 

was. Falling in love 

means that every 

possible goddess 

 

and god is already 

the echo that resounds 

on either side of 

 

the rim of the full 

silence of being stunned 

by 'boy meets girl.' 

 

The return to heaven 

is moving to the place 

in which our new harmony 

 

is the constant traverse 

through one another to 

places we have never been. 

 

 

 



12 July 

CELEBRATION 

 

 

The thing is like it is 

said to be, somehow 

the thing has to be let 

 

to tell what it is, on 

its own. All we need 

is love, and we have 

 

all of it, all of what is 

said of it, and all of 

what we believe it is 

 

saying in our behalf, 

not to either of us, as 

'persons,' but in one of 

 

the many other ways 

we know about, my own 

movements a record of 

 

what will be recorded in 

another way, across time 

yet primarily in the present 

 

with what and how we 

are with each other. Our 

love is singular for being 

 

that we are the persons 

within the circle of it: 

A circle is an embrace, 

 

and being so is our full 

romance, choice, inevitable 

as being born a poet. Love 

 

has the work of both our 

lifetimes multiplied by 

each other, to do: It's all 

 

 



about how it comes through 

to each other. Let's relax 

and let the poetry do 

 

the talking, while we feel 

the intensity of its words 

for us. We can live 

 

beautifully simply being 

integral to each other, by 

necessity. I will always 

 

present what of yourself 

you have shown to me 

as the alterity of love we 

 

share. It's [im]perfect. 

We each are the other of 

our 'two.' We are each 

 

alterior to the other. Love 

is about what it is. We 

are its spirit and its place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 July 

CONTINUOUS, INTENSE [YET STILL LEISURELY] APPRECIATION 

 

 

'You don't know what 

you're missing,' people 

used to say to me, but 

 

that's a rather common 

perspective, since I 

obviously didn't or don't: 

 

Things clearly belong 

with each other. Things 

belong where they are, 

 

so they have a chance 

to be what they are, where 

they find themselves 

 

[time's passage is a kind 

of vanity, neither reductive 

nor excessive, and now 

 

the birds in the parking 

lot are laughing at me]. 

I have that feeling, too, 

 

being not old enough to 

do anything but appear 

in the full assurance of 

 

sophistication, rather 

than dealing with things 

directly. We were born 

 

as a double lotus blossom 

from a blue lake, with 

the power to draw into 

 

the present, our presence 

which knew we wanted to 

most be with someone 

 

 



we intuited was the one 

we had no way of knowing 

how to be with, except 

 

integrally: To be in love 

with, jewel-like and mundane 

bound together in mind 

 

and heart of which no 

difference need be told: More 

of our lifetime mission, 

 

volatile thunderheads, stable 

concrescence, the proper 

radiation of fact that love 

 

tells us our necessity 

for each other is written 

into each poem, and, without 

 

need of standards or measure, 

throughout the substance, 

length and breadth of heaven. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 July 

AS CLOSE AS 

 

 

We get one life with 

continuous attempts 

to live it, there's always 

 

enough uncertainty 

in life's objects being 

too broken most of 

 

the time to use, a strange 

word [why would anyone 

'use' anything when simply 

 

'Being' is enough?] for 

then 'using' meant re-caning 

the blown out seat of 

 

a chair brought home 

from the dump and having 

to sit out in the evening 

 

mist on a rock to weave it 

and finally retire in 

the darkness of a child's 

 

tears cried now for reasons 

that 'I can't remember' 

or no, 'that can't be remembered', 

 

serene wet ribbons down 

my cheeks. I've freely fixed 

many things but never 

 

cried about any of them 

until now, 03:30 and no 

birdsong for another hour 

 

yet, for I've never loved 

anyone as I love you, not 

'as much as' but a whole 

 

 



different condition like 

having heard made of 

murmurs, the creature that 

 

itself is the love I still 

know and apply to life's 

full being in a sleeping 

 

child's ears, in the house 

down the road somewhere 

that i might have lived in 

 

once, not able to her himself 

and myself breathing as 

i wish I could hold and feel 

 

yours, feel ours, radiant 

in the rebirth of each other, 

for we are the embodied 

 

spirit of love that talks 

back to itself, our full night's 

message exchange I told 

. 

you with love when we were 

asleep and that now I tell 

through you, who I love in 

 

the present, both how much I 

loved you when asleep and now 

that much more, awake. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 July 

ACT IN BUT YET SUBLIMATE THE WHOLE 

 

 

The moon and transmission 

of its light fully in the window 

deep into the night show 

 

no restraint [let's never misplace 

our connective tissue, what 

that is probably the charming 

 

middle voice that synchronises 

our love, what 'agency' is poetry 

the largest part of, if then 

 

obviously the flock of sparrows 

serenely pecking the driveway 

together composed my heart 

 

[they say one's time is 'short, 

but who are 'they' and which 

'one' are they referring to?] 

 

and help me realise, using 

different metaphors, that 

your love for me and mine 

 

for you is its own benefit: 

The true order of love is 

both given and composed 

 

[concealment and revelation, 

being alive on the same planet 

and of same emotional 'place' at 

 

the same time.] We each 

by loving stand out distinctly 

claiming its own time [in 

 

the way that an embrace does] 

thus all is its own time, given 

to us yet remaining its own 

 

 



by way of a kind of nostalgia 

always so beautifully true, 

the basis of human prosperity 

 

[Joyful perception, the window 

spilling over with moonlight]. 

I prefer small hand-woven 

 

rugs to bare wood or carpet 

the covers how the floor is 

constructed, which we know 

 

as it 'should' be in the same 

loose means that more fit 

the way our eyes get often 

 

wet in proper proportion to 

feeling and being guardian 

of what we most love, integral 

 

radiance of unknowing known 

when we shut our eyes and see 

the rainbow that brought us 

 

our familiarity to what we are, 

and why we are of such unity: 

we fly with each other's wings. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 July 

WE OPEN OUR SHADOWS AND LET EACH OTHER IN 

 

 

Children are singing in 

the elevator, this is 

the bulk of my day, 

 

glamorous, instinctive 

emotion for the one I 

love, the most beautiful 

 

and poignant one that 

gives to the earth a kiss 

of origin to clay come 

 

alive, a human good, I 

guess, although love has little 

to do with procreation of 

 

the species and more to 

knowing in between which 

pages of the Book of 

 

Knowledge our kisses are 

pressed between. Grief for 

any earthly or heavenly 

 

event are beyond my 

grasp, for I want them not, but 

larks that light the amber 

 

glow in which you live 

and which I constantly 

caress with my eyes: 

 

Send me the glass knobs 

which open the windows 

of your days so we can 

 

together watch the last 

light of night go lost, 

and feel with our faces 

 

 



the dew in the morning 

curtains, and upon the divan 

at rest on the rock bottom 

 

of life, unrehearsed, all heart, 

where there is but quiet 

and peace, where I can feel 

 

from the ways we sit and kneel, 

the bottom of my foot align 

with your slender ankle-bone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 July 

WHEN MOST WE BE NO OTHER BUT OURSELVES 

 

 

The brightest star in 

the sky is the root of 

a lotus flower, whose 

 

light expands across 

the sky like an inverted 

cup and whose stream 

 

of light comes down 

upon us lightly as sea- 

spray, yet with imminent 

 

power to love again 

and again and again 

without cease, in the full 

 

desire, mercy and pure 

steadfastness of feeling 

the touch of desire filling 

 

the stand of weeping 

willows in which our 

love in expression will 

 

vanish never and be 

always with us, held in 

by the translucent 

 

membrane of skin upon 

which our imaginations 

touch in the real life of 

 

speaking true, and touching 

the lithe particularity of 

what love is and what we 

 

are, enabled in deed as 

lovable in equal temperament, 

resplendent alone with 

 

 



each other, we remain 

in loving only the flowers 

we most actually are, as 

 

the pollen we have to 

share: Poetry is the supple 

light that keens in our 

 

eyes when we look deep, 

and we see how we are 

both different and alike: 

 

Two kitchens in which your 

flowers grow red, and in mine, 

blue, both beautiful and beloved. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 July 

AS WE MOVE TOGETHER 

 

 

The more intensely I 

feel our love, the more 

I forget the terminology 

 

of philosophy, the names 

of who once were my 

favorite goddesses and gods, 

 

and even the names of 

towns I once lived in, 

as in loving you, my own 

 

discourse feels like your 

very real and perhaps 

different unconscious 

 

[which I think must be 

like the river map of 

the circulatory system of 

 

the angel that makes 

the moon light up at 

Night] that is to say 

 

(also) that the nature of 

your being feels to me 

very Eleusinian, you 

 

ascend to the foundry 

where your natural heat 

is made into visions 

 

and the loving play of 

words. When we fell in love, 

you called me, for 'Ellis', 

 

'Lis' – 'boy fox' – reminding of 

the name of a poetry journal 

['Wild Dog'] whose milk 

 

 



strengthened me in infancy – 

as each kiss we exchange 

between our supraliminal 

 

body fields feeds our central 

thermodynamic intention 

to keep being inexorably 

 

drawn to one another, 

anagnorisis, disclosure as 

who one is, as the subject 

 

of their being [as] subject 

to a variety of converging 

intentions, including one's 

. 

own, just as our tinctures 

[will always] cross in order 

for our love to upraise, always 

 

as when it happens, it's 

always present, like this: 

That I am a field of golden 

 

midsummer grass that sways 

until evening brings the moon 

to bear on me, as your luminescence 

 

is what I most want to know, 

loving to learn how to swim with 

moonlight in which I also dissolve. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 July 

FEELING HOW IT WORKS 

 

 

Amply placed together 

in a world very much of 

our own conception, we 

 

are able to perceive what, 

why and how our world 

came to surround us, not 

 

'like' a miracle, but as 

the substance of 'miracle' 

itself, for life is simply 

 

a fundamental enquiry 

as to how genuine human 

liberty and emotional 

 

freedom can function 

among available resources 

that we live within. Politically, 

 

this can be thought 

as exemplary of attention, 

as an enquiry concerning 

 

how genuine human liberty 

and emotional freedom 

can function among all 

 

that is available, yet requires 

a degree of management 

that may limit intellectual 

 

flexibility. We know the hue 

and texture of the bodies 

of our intent: The silver of 

 

the river can be seen between 

the leaves of trees. I love 

you. I love you right where we 

 

 



stand together. In our hearts. 

A glint of light, 20:40, as 

the sun goes down. It is way 

 

past midnight in Jerusalem, 

yet we are so close where 

in our hearts, the sacred 

. 

gravity of the earth moves 

that we are quieted by 

our own excitement in 

 

experiencing together. 

We turn with the celestial 

world, and it is the admission 

 

of feeling the gravity of this 

full and human mortality 

that often fills me with joy. 

 

to have you close enough 

to hear your heart beat on 

my eardrum. You wrote me, 

 

'Please trust your inner 

feelings in all that concerns 

us. Don't try to work around, 

 

but be as direct with me 

as you can be with yourself. 

It is the only way that will 

 

work for us, us being for 

each other what we are.' 

The magical inversion of 

 

this is that it already 'is.' Cream 

is heavier than milk. We will 

always be beautiful together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 July 

TO RELEASE IN PRIMARY NATURE WHAT OUR COMPLEX ENERGIES COMBINED 

INCUR 

 

 

What we are is all 

that is, the life 

that we have together 

 

is illustrative but 

no decoration, for it 

reveals in our trace of 

 

it, the total feeling 

in the sensation of being 

part of the revelation 

 

that love gives to our 

perception of living 

here with one another, 

 

disclosed in the vectors 

of every intent that carries 

us through life, softened 

 

by the tender power of 

being with each other. 

Now night spreads out 

 

through darkening leaves 

down the valley [ultimately] 

to the river, reflecting 

 

the weirdly isothermic 

myth of how Dionysus was 

born. Myth, like love, 

 

requires both naked hunger 

and subtle desire and the means 

to infer both when we speak. 

 

We know how, pleasurably, 

in the pupils of our eyes, 

we see each other's love 

 

 



as blue stars that circle 

slowly through the night 

sky of our desire: I never 

 

look for other things 

when you are near, my love 

needs no test, for it 

 

already knows, algebraic 

equation impossible to solve, 

a few familiar Greek words 

 

and in 'the arch of a loving 

sky,' some stars. It is 

a mystery where I was born 

 

but finding a back road 

through the smell of spruce 

over 70 years to you, was 

 

simple in the way instinct always 

is: The life I dreamt was to be 

alive with you, yourself, the weight 

 

of moonlight in the backyard 

grass, luminous everywhere, 

and solid enough to kiss. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 July 

LUMINESCENCE INSCRIBED 

 

 

The human without love 

lives in the emptiness 

imagination can barely 

 

make sense of for lack 

of being unable to receive 

the beauty of spirit that 

 

is not under image to 

a symbolic veil [that is 

'the unconscious' is not 

 

Terra Firma but is the fear 

of real life and direct expression 

that becomes the whole 

 

life necessary to extract 

one's being from the fear 

of it]. The world is so full 

 

of all that has gone forgotten, 

that the world feels at 

peace with itself as this 

 

extends from our being 

to the extent that it sometimes 

feels like all we can do, is 

 

embrace in the moonlight 

and be still. The evening sky 

remains fertile in the way 

 

we imagine the potency 

of the magic we assign 

to it, as this is part of 

 

what we give to each 

other, along with ordinary 

things we suddenly perceive, 

 

 



'Oh! No more fruitflies.' 

It's a hot day, so I need 

focus, legend, song and more 

 

than anything, you. Your 

love, yes, but mostly You. 

You have in you, the bliss 

 

of overlapping waves of 

syntax, you are a bird 

called Hermes, and are 

 

possessed of the lithe 

agency of all that we know 

to be beautiful. I love you 

 

and need no reason to be, 

ravished in earth's double 

twilight as it feels like your 

 

very dreams penetrate my own, 

as desire communes, from 

you, through us, to me, and back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 July 

ISN'T IT OBVIOUS? 

 

 

My closed eyes are 

trained in dream, their 

pupils in full trace, 

 

in no 'elsewhere' 

where you are not 

also as present as 

 

the scent of orange 

peel and mint. My 

love for you dwells 

 

within and grounds 

the half-sleep of my 

dream [you are the other 

 

half, and the alchemical 

inversion through which 

I am both energised 

 

and relaxed]: We are 

each the underside 

and ground of a shared 

 

sense of story and place 

we are both in and of 

who we are and what 

 

our part in loving is. There 

Is a point in life like 

this, when I realise that 

 

the Blue Hills are called 

that, 'because' they are 

actually blue. At that 

 

point, perception, thought 

and love all come together 

in the way my body is 

 

 



'now' placed always within 

my 'self' by what its 

literal weight tells it how 

 

to be. The river flows 

through the stars, and below, 

shines upward through 

 

the treetops. Perspective 

is always anterior to 

the traverse from dream 

 

through the sense of 'this 

is where I've been,' to be 

and now am, just in order 

 

to know it: Synapse born 

on the air carries your 

voice, that my love for you 

 

embraces, its chasms of delight, 

as in my soul is, always, the lovely 

flower of you blossoming. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 July 

EVIDENCE OF JUBILATION 

 

 

As the sea cannot miss 

the water that is all 

of what it is, so also 

 

is the love we share has 

what it is in the eyes of 

who sees the object 

 

of it, as beyond thought 

yet always within the tender 

grasp of knowing the true 

 

depth of what we each 

hold of it, despite you may 

literally be beyond even 

 

the far blue distance 

where my eyes cannot see 

[unless I close my eyes]. 

 

The river flows as I see 

you emerge as the matter 

of my own conversion 

 

in the act of remaining 

dedicated, in the effects 

of my acts, as I 'take you 

 

on,' and give myself back 

to what you and I will 

become, as if in owing 

 

myself this love I harbor 

and give to you, I take 

you with me into what 

 

I want to be able to know 

as 'our' life, for it can be 

nothing else, that neither 

 

 



you nor I then 'owe' each 

other anything than letting 

one another know that 

 

we 'like' together and love 

ourselves each our full 

self-possession, and that 

 

also, of the other, as what 

is, simply organic, 'it's only 

natural,' that what we share 

 

will keep happening in just 

the way love derives its 

gentle power of giving it 

 

always back to the mutual 

appreciation that ignited it! 

Things grow! [Back to work.] 

 

I was about to bring up your 

angelical manifestation written 

of in alchemy that can be 

 

perceived in no way but taste 

[the tongue that gives to 

air, her music, with whose 

 

beauty I now abide.] This is 

the Tree of Life that is 

what I feel growing with you, 

 

our fitted tincture, the lines 

in your palm like the lines 

in a leaf like the lines of your 

 

poems as a music that touches 

full the heart of my desire, and in 

company constant with, I cannot die. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 July 

PATHOS AND LOGOS BOTH AT ONCE 

 

 

Between all that is real 

and what is apparent: 

This place is what 

 

inscribes the difference 

that love encloses, being 

itself not that which 

 

defines or identifies, but 

that within which energies 

condense, and exchange 

 

among all such beings as 

you and I, that each are 

as we equally are, informed 

 

by the goldenness that 

between us is poured, 

for both our own real 

 

benefit, and to provide 

the substance in which, 

to us and for itself, love 

 

composes what it is, as 

night invades our sleep 

by inviting us to take our 

 

place in dreams of having 

the whole of luminescent 

dawn and dusk deep within 

 

yet always on the verge of 

becoming shares of the love 

that comes always in waves 

 

of sharing what each knows 

the other desires, as the heart 

knows its own full pulse 

 

 



and the intellect of love tells 

in the practice of how petals 

of the rose run deep as they 

 

unfold in the trust of being 

Nature's garments, is how we 

too, wear and are worn within 

 

each other's magic as moon's 

moving shadows disclose to 

we who fully love, its scent. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 July 

JUST LIKE THAT 

 

 

Exhaustion waters the stars 

with tears, just another 

round of song, how the road 

 

bends, 'beyond reach' [not] 

but in being too tired to 

extend beyond the dream 

 

given by which we sleep, 

and a strange stimulus for 

[what a strange word] or 

 

from which meaning comes 

from generalizing all 

the incoherently separate 

 

signs that seem in perception 

to be so singular they could 

never fit with any other, 

 

but this is inevitable as 

much as, now that the message 

has been made as complete 

 

as our love is, always building 

far differently than a crescendo 

but something far more inherent 

 

to our natural relation to justice 

when we dream dreams that 

are not supposed to make any 

 

sense in the way that isn't love 

less so much of flowers, but 

a simple garden grown with 

 

grass. Yes, I know, I have to 

get to bed and open the door to 

your having always just arrived. 

 

 

 



24 July 

A PHILLIPPIC AGAINST PAIN 

 

 

'Headache' is the locus 

of conversion, non-verbal 

auxiliary in which triadic 

 

'ought / own / owe' cannot 

complete itself, in 'who 

expects the effects of 

 

their acts to react on 

themselves, literally,' 'to 

sacrifice of their own 

 

being [ that with what 

one must pay] by 'owing' 

themselves,' that is, of it 

 

there, is the pain of heritage 

of necessary self-possession 

which one then 'owes' 

 

themselves in retribution, 

but that is something you 

you have to create, rather 

 

than come down with, no 

stranger to pain which 

nevertheless, one feels, 

 

is an ambiguity of will 

from which all cautious 

imperatives of imposition 

. 

derive. The stipulation is 

to be implicated in expanded 

power of healing, that is 

 

Literal song as an alternate 

event, like 'calling down 

the dogs' by chanting 

 

 



or whispering the baby 

to willingly join, each instant, 

in each instant of full love 

 

to curl into chrysalis and let 

the 'sleeping' self be found by its 

own competence, to cure. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 July 

CONSTANCY 

 

 

Body of earth, body of 

air [we breathe together], 

body of fire, body of water, 

 

guardian all and manifestation 

of, our loving bodies, the body 

of our love, the air of morning 

 

grows heavy and daylight 

falls upon the earth in 

the way we were instructed 

 

to fall in love when our 

combined luminosity had 

reached the proper degree 

 

of intensity in the heart 

of one another, whose 

measure is forever 

 

the timeless wonder of 

giving in full sense, to 

speak the words that are 

 

placed in our poets' mouths, 

to be spoken and exchanged 

in the immediacy of forming 

 

of one another, their and our 

renewed presence, and where 

we touch is the constant 

 

locus of conversion in accord 

with the movement [not 

passage, of which is none], 

 

but always 'the movement of 

time' we move together with, 

for in loving we will never 

 

 



be 'like' who we actually 

are, for we are metaphors of 

no other persuasion than 

 

empathy and satisfaction, 

that is, we make metaphors 

to realise in sheer appreciation 

 

the particular and eternal 

epoch, that we may through 

each other, listen to the roses 

 

weep as in their opening is of 

being restored to the apex in its 

season, it's cyclical and as joyful 

 

as in dream we keep kissing, 

one to another, that giving back, 

the other wants always to return. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 July 

TELEKINESIS 

 

 

1 

 

I am the poet that is 

always once celebrant 

of laudanum and lyre, 

 

now fatigued by the high 

price of once knowing 

everything, and am now 

 

an isolated human forced 

to speak to the local 

party hack who is currently 

 

the guy everyone wants 

to talk to. I am just a simple 

farmer, planting lipsticks 

 

gone out of fashion, in the rain. 

Justice is unnatural. Love makes 

equalities, by not seeking them. 

 

 

 

2 

 

Sheep are in the meadow, 

sometimes they wander 

into the edge of town, 

 

but mostly they remain in 

the open air, chewing on 

grass and small white flowers: 

 

Birds sing in early morning 

mist. After breathing in 

the blue sky relaxation as 

 

it rises from the horizon. 

I decided I don't want or 

need the gender affiliations 

. 



that comes with high-end 

intellect. I want to be released 

into the ways you have of 

 

loving who we are, as us, for 

us. Now finally I return to myself, 

listening to us laugh out loud. 

 

 

 

3 

 

I move around outside with 

my body and you, despite 

you are 9,000 km away, for 

 

we know our love will be 

constant, because there is 

a chaos of blackberries 

 

going as ripe as my desire 

to hold you in my arms. 

Dreams are of the same 

 

substance and effort as 

changes of clothes as the day 

goes dark and light. I 

. 

have done very little. I endure 

the usual mystery of having 

some consistent character 

 

simply by virtue of it being 

so. I do what I want, when 

I'm aware of what it is, that 

 

is, I want a real world with 

you in it, with me, knowing 

this as a situation I have never 

 

mastered, so this will be my 

first time. I want you to know 

me, and I, you. I don't know 

 

 



how to be nonchalant. I squat 

where I am, gazing at 

the moon, where our hearts 

 

hold us together, knowing 

that you can feel the stillness 

within, of my being so moved. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 July 

LOVE POEM 

 

 

You feed me your 

seed and I accept it 

in total. Whatever 

 

beauty will grow 

from it, is neither mine 

nor yours. It is 

 

the Tree of Life 

that is the physical 

analogy of being 

 

at rest in the shade 

it provides in being 

the shadow of our 

 

passion, which is 

the luminescent half- 

light of our love, 

 

shared so that it can 

be seen in public, 

yet hidden by way of 

 

its function, whose 

alphabet letters creating 

it, are inscribed in 

 

our hearts and are 

comprehensible only 

to the vibrations of 

 

our being, when we are 

close, and can hear its leaves 

talking to each other 

 

that only we, in our 

intimacy, dare to understand 

the full meaning of. 

 

 

 



27 July 

AND HAVE KNOWN IT ALL ALONG 

 

 

Blue sky, sweet soft 

wind, my feet are grounded 

on our earth, as my 

 

heart is grounded in 

full love's habitat, trust, 

how we form and are 

 

formed by each other 

in relation there is 

no way to describe 

 

without leaving some 

particle of speech out, 

for love is so serene 

 

in its expression, there is 

no question of the form 

of it, we know always 

 

when we are fitted to be 

alive and joined in 

a golden field of crown 

 

land watching the miracle 

of how cumulus cloud 

patterns seem to put 

 

mountaintops in motion, 

and there is our tender 

actuality, what we are 

 

and what we perceive 

being different because 

the same, always of 

 

patience, never reticent 

of movement, for this is 

love's miraculous justice, 

 

 



always more true than 

of what an individual is 

capable, a power that is 

 

the sole condition of truth, 

for we can say 'it breaks 

the heart' and yet allows it 

 

thus to blossom fully its 

petals wet with tears or dew, 

a sensibility as pure 

 

and yet as delicate as stars, 

shining in the living pelt of 

a panther that is the night. 

 

Inherently there lives in humans, 

an attraction to both gravity, 

as well as what rises to the top. 

 

We can never be separated 

by the River of Heaven as long as 

we continue to bathe in it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 July 

PROTECT YOUR VALUABLE 

 

 

John the Baptist had 

Jesus read Mallarme, 

in particular, 'Overture 

 

Ancienne d'Herodiade,' 

'Scene' [the 'dramatic incest' 

is just where, exactly, 

 

or possibly in lack of mention 

of 'a faun] along with 'Cantiquede 

Saint Jean.' It seems John 

 

'husbanded' his time either 

incautiously or with too much 

of it, and lost his head, 

 

the bedpan in which it landed 

finding its way down the back 

stairs into a poem by John 

 

Wieners. Jesus didn't fare 

that well either, crucified, 

ultimately for throwing away 

 

money that didn't belong to 

him. [Isn't that the idea?] Both 

ended up in the Roman sewers 

 

of Jerusalem. In 'maturity' 

[suggests Jordan Peterson] 

the process of being so devolves 

 

into rationalism and fear of 

the terrorist one is on the verge 

of becoming. It reigns as always,  

 

giving out from itself what it calls 

delight, dressed best in 

its most reasonable uniform. 

 

 

 



28 July 

ANNIVERSARY POEM 

for Us 

 

 

My arms bend for 

dreams of you within 

them: There is nothing 

 

that can compete 

with loving and being 

loved, enmeshed as 

 

we are in the truth of 

our pagan vocation, 

the patina of a heart's 

 

dried tears of joy reveal 

the pure beauty of our 

allegiance to the miracle 

 

that has brought 

us to kiss, consecrated 

each day over the past 

 

year, unsurpassed, 

the distant geographies, 

each of our location do 

 

not prevent the genres 

of our expression, our 

love, a miniaturist moon 

 

we can hold gently 

in our hands, as we rise 

to all that is given, one 

 

to the other, timelessly 

as night birds begin to 

nest, stars appear, and we 

 

know the ecstasy as well as 

the common sweet happiness 

that never seems to cease, 

 

 



and so will never cease: 

The echo of your voice in 

my heart and your actual voice 

 

in my ear fill my senses 

and memory with perfect 

jurisdiction that forever 

 

decides for love. Your 

beauty and mine is 

what has been given 

 

without impediment: 

We are our own essence 

and have our own 

 

attributes forever to share. 

Now we continue to mutual 

enlightenment, as we 

 

continue to feel the intimate 

glory of the power of love, 

as equally the makers of its Art. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 July 

MAKE OF THIS DESIRE OUR ART 

 

 

Lark song rises from 

yellow meadows as 

easily as the sun makes 

 

them golden, and in 

this way, I tune my being 

so I can hear the nirvana 

 

of how I feel for you, 

for in this sure trust, 

error is not possible. 

 

Like animals in the sun, 

I pray by absorbing your 

radiance. We revel in every 

 

part of every mystery 

that we don't yet know 

about, until loving reveals 

 

it to us, and it becomes 

first a legend, and then 

a legacy that we know 

 

how to grasp. Gali-Dana, 

the principle I know, is 

that you are the someone 

 

in particular, with whom 

I can know that desire is 

a reason that draws 

 

out of our bodies, energies 

that in being tender, full 

and of necessity flexible, will 

 

reveal to us intensities of 

pleasure that have nothing 

to do with 'self-satisfaction.' 

 

 

 



29 July 

EIGHT DAYS A WEEK 

 

 

Our love as full and as 

enclosed as the light 

in the fullness of rose 

 

petals, brilliant as 

the shadows that each 

part casts on the others, 

 

are temporally cleared 

in the changing light 

of day, as always full 

 

of what it is, as exact 

in its inevitability, as 

what is, specifically 

 

that in living cannot 

die, or change its 

mind, since it is not 

 

of mind constructed 

but is, yes, Gali-Dana, 

constructed of a magic 

 

received from a place 

we cannot name, that we 

simply have and share, 

 

in silver meadow stream 

deep into evening rushing 

through us as moonlight 

 

through our open pupils 

as patient as feeling 

night beginning to disclose 

 

in fate to us its secret, 

that in our love, nothing is 

'out of alignment' and that 

 

 



our appetites for the love 

we share is no more 

than the trust in our bodies 

 

that we were born with, it 

is that simple and beautiful 

how we are together, with 

 

no extraneous appetite for 

other than what we are, 

even intellect agrees that 

 

we are adjacent stars 

and 'because' of our full 

concurrence can have no 

 

name but love shared as 

our exchanges take place 

daily, so fully that others 

 

notice and deny even as 

we cannot, in the ambiguous 

expression in double 

 

twilight, by which we 

sleep, wake and simply are, 

to the heart disclosed 

 

in the working world, such 

marvels of constancy, as tears 

of joy that begin each day. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 July 

ON THE WAYS THAT WE BE OURS 

 

 

We are the tendons 

drawn taut as the strings 

of a celestial instrument 

 

that makes the music 

of our love sound, to both 

make the harmonies 

 

of it audible, and to 

feel that it is 'sound' 

in the sense of being 

 

based in actual 'stability' 

[a 'sound theory'], as 

love is the shadow 

 

that connects the way 

we mime our perceptions 

of who and what we are 

 

while living it fully with 

no pretense, the shadow 

recovered in play, in 

 

the play of love, and how 

love's instrument is to 

be played. The human 

 

soul is born high in 

treetops whose leaves 

hold the goldenness 

 

of the substance we are 

given, but that we must 

give back a place that 

 

can hold it and we can 

hold to as we share it. 

I feel always the spirits 

 

 



that make our intimate 

selves beautiful, for in 

perception and sheer 

 

appreciation of this, 

is how in speaking with 

you in your visible 

 

form permits us to 

commune and answer 

to what our spirits are 

 

asking us to tell them, 

that since they live in 

us as messages, what 

 

do they mean, in using 

our love to speak for 

them? That we live 

 

with each other, and 

the messages, and what 

they [and we] mean, all 

 

composed as the substance 

of love as it runs like a clear 

stream through everything, 

 

is the eternity of how forever 

we will move together on 

this earth, that our vows 

 

to, and love of one another, 

fully present, will be always true, 

full, and eternally unconcealed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



31 July 

DIRECT DEMOCRACY 

 

 

The cosmos in which 

we live is a work 

that must remain 

 

unfinished in order 

that we may know 

and be able to confirm 

 

that the whole extent of 

it, is what we perceive as 

'complete,' for there 

 

our knowing has reached 

the limit of what we are, 

and so we become what 

 

we behold, completely, 

that it must be said to 

the love that binds us 

 

and will always be both 

our verity and velocity, 

'Look in each of my eyes 

 

at the same time, with 

each eye while each is open' 

producing the copious 

 

unfocused colour world of 

love's full motion, instance 

of simultaneous intuition 

 

in a glance, which cannot 

be done without spilling tears 

that touch the whole at once. 

 

In the making of how whole 

love must be, we drop 

a stitch to keep its completion 

 

 



when finished, just this side 

of perfect. The play of life 

when with love combined, is 

 

that moonlight washes away 

one's blush as the sun dries 

the blouse out on the clothesline. 

 

You are the lady at the prow who 

leads from star to star, unpuzzling 

the pieces of the night sky who 

 

as she leads, lets me help winnow 

grain from chaff with what 

is contiguous to us. You resuscitate 

 

the air each moment with tender 

surprise: Each lover lives within 

the other, that neither lover can die. 
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