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1 August 

A PRAYER FROM NAJI 

 

 

With you I am illuminated 

and from you I acquire 

knowledge, and appreciation 

 

of the beauty you possess 

in full. You are in this 

beyond even moonlight 

 

in the shadow of which 

as night descends, I 

weep from time to time, 

 

to water your health, 

and bow before the moon 

in the window. Here 

 

are two reasons to get 

well: [1] in order to 

practice being without 

 

the infinitive 'to be' 

in your mind, and [2] 

to know the fish that 

 

live inside the rock 

that the celestial world 

revolves around, are 

 

your brothers, who 

come to you now as 

I do, to comfort you, 

 

yet by doing so, depart 

the place of your feeling 

unwell, while you 

 

accompany us, walking 

backwards with the rock 

that contains us in 

 

 



your hand, counter- 

clockwise, until reaching 

at the source of fever, 

 

red fire, white light, 

golden filigree, where 

there is a fountain of 

 

water, in the pools 

surrounding, you drop 

the rock and watch 

 

the fish emerge from 

it as if by magic. Jerusalem 

is meant to feed two seas 

 

the exoteric, the esoteric 

by halves, so as to mother's 

milk will find its way, or 

 

be found. The fish have 

carried half your illness 

away. The other half, 

 

as you move backwards, 

appears to perish and to 

disappear, for you manifest 

 

all things, and you recognise 

your resurgent health, and whose 

love is within you, bathing 

 

in the verdant conjugation of 

most often as you feel also love 

eternal, fertile and serene. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 August 

WEATHER PATTERNS 

 

 

It is said that redemption= 

dream, matter means 

to give, or is 'the given,' 

 

and these [It seems to me] 

have to do with 'sacrifice,' 

to make an offering, especially 

 

in terms of making one's 

self available to 'devotion' 

giving and accepting, all 

 

which have to do with love 

[what is to one 'dear' and how 

it pleases another [that is, 

 

'property' has nothing to do 

with ownership, but with 

pure quality by way of speaking 

 

of substance] which love, 

in giving, does not 'have' 

but itself is, that is, none 

 

of this writing is in the nature 

of philosophy, but is a love 

poem that the miracle of 

 

itself brings constantly into 

being, as for you, shared, that 

we together can shape it. 

 

The sensibility of so feeling 

it being shaped is the combined 

yet different locus of our 

 

conversion, so that 'being 

in love' is doing the same 

thing in each our different 

 

 



ways, the 'separateness' 

that love requires has 

only to do with disposition 

 

of time, buds that continue 

to flower, nature is what 

happens in the process of 

 

things made beautiful by 

doing nothing about it, so 

that 'hope' is inviolable, that 

 

is, 'of course everything 

that can happen is happening,' 

we are in love, and we must 

 

always keep in mind when 

composing our union in 

the pure sense of being, 

 

that language in the poetic 

sense is tedium in the form 

of total luminosity, soul- 

 

making from all signs that 

we are alive. When the love 

in me touches the love in 

 

you, this is the formal 

completeness of the thermal 

patterns of our desire, 

 

perfectly clear in utter 

ambiguity, love can no longer 

tell what it is, from what it does, 

 

nor can we determine [nor need 

we] coming together, whether 

the wind is louder than the rain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 August 

AND ALSO THE OTHER WAY AROUND 

 

 

To enhance what is given 

in every way is the single 

message of love: Everything 

 

has spirit it can let you 

know is in your presence. 

It is not a question of either 

 

seeking or finding, for 

there is nothing to be 

looked for and nothing 

 

to be found aside from 

the message that is in 

how you finally see what's 

 

in front of you, what moves 

through you, and simply, what 

moves you, discovered 

 

again and again, the way 

tides advance, retreat, return. 

This is the focus we share 

 

when we gaze into each 

other's eyes, where the light 

runs so deep there is not 

 

a word for it that isn't also 

the fullness of metaphor, 

as if that is the message, as 

 

clear in our thermodynamic 

sharing of the perpetually 

daily balance, fragility 

 

and strength that real life 

makes love an equal part of 

in the celebration of, touch 

 

 



of your fingertips along 

the inner membrane of 

my emotional response to 

 

you: Love is the permanent 

record of what has touched 

our hearts, not 'remembered' 

 

but composed of life's 

phenomena that continues 

to move us each, through 

 

the beautiful anticipation of 

being told or telling each other, 

'yes, I know what you mean.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 August 

RECIPROCITY 

 

 

I hear the song, but 

cannot spot the bird 

in the foliage, song 

 

is simply what is 

constant, as love is 

heard, and is what 

 

remains fully perceived 

in sense. In sense is 

where we meet and join, 

 

the sensibility of it is just 

the place of it, I am 

in Sfat in 1995, you are 

 

then [were, now, for I cannot 

believe in a past tense] 

near, as love of being 

 

whose absence is forever 

in the present [never 

'behind'] is all that goes to 

 

compose the present, 

where you forever are, 

as the little birds in the ivy 

 

sounding, as if the leaves 

were talking [is this what 

'malbush'* is?] nor then 

 

generation can never be 

as of remembering 

what happened in a time 

 

in which not present, for we 

are totally present, against 

the 'idea' of history: That's 

 

 



nothing but an inability to 

remember that no one ever 

dies, in the message they 

 

keep, always in the present: 

the just luminosity and love that 

Anaximander** lets us know is ours. 

 

 

 

* 'Malbush' [Hebrew] refers to clothes that are given, and this sense of 'the given' takes on an air 

of the sacral. In my poem the ivy in which the invisible small birds were, would be malbush for 

these unseen birds singing, but it also has to do with some kind of mystic hiddenness, that the 

earth is the raiment for the spirit ... or that the ivy leaves are talking to each other. 

 

This could be looked into more thoroughly. 

 

 

** The only extant quotation from Anaximander [610-546 BC, pre-Socratic Greek philosopher] 

is a single surviving quote of one sentence – probably the pre-Socratic Greek has been Latinised 

over the years, but this is what we have : 'Things make reparation and satisfaction to one another 

for their injustice according to the disposition of time.' 

 

[I.e., time can never be contiguous with itself: It is always in motion in which chaos has a 

significant part. That is, the constant motion of time tends to make our thinking of it go haywire, 

as well as 'nowhere'. . . and 'everywhere at once.'] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 August 

LOVE POEM 

 

 

The beauty of the body 

cannot be sold away, 

any more than the warm 

 

reflection in the eyes of 

a deer when she takes 

a drink from a river, once 

 

seen, never to be forgotten. 

I press my head against 

the glass window of visions 

 

of love and stare up 

at white spiders crawling 

the night sky. Metaphor 

 

is the method of waking 

to the beauty and serenity 

of the earth's parted lips. 

 

Looking for love without 

ability to feel it writhe 

within each moment is 

 

the fearful way of terrorists. 

Shadows of leaves cast 

by moonlight in your sleep 

 

are moist with condensation, 

and desire is a condition 

of thermal difference. I 

 

love you. Our being is 

always ahead of the words 

we say. Wild scallions 

 

grow by the river. I 

smell garlic whenever 

I eat a pear. The black 

 

 



punctuation marks that 

grow my liver when I 

sleep are the signs of 

 

how I want you. Its flowers 

Cannot die. Heaven is 

whole. I pay my debts 

 

in full, but keep the cash 

and when I wake to the scent 

of milk, I give it all to you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 August 

MODESTY 

 

 

It is no longer what it 

was, as that what it is 

was not after all what 

 

it will be as time moves 

again to where the source 

of its effects are hidden, 

 

and its effects are simply 

whatever is happening. 

Flexibility in the form of 

 

meeting in our maturing 

years makes for a better 

comprehension of how 

 

deliquescence works 

with love in order to 

help us become the 

 

ground-water that will 

carry our present bliss 

to become the future of 

 

our prosperity which 

also is already ours. My 

name is Rose. Part of 

 

my beauty is having 

never learned the capacity 

to reproduce my own 

 

kind. I will be the last 

one of me there is, imported 

from a place I have never 

 

been. The tick of my 

grandmother's by-now 

antique alarm clock has 

 

 



for me also never ceased. 

I refuse to fight for worker's 

rights, having never had 

 

a job. That our daily evening 

pleasures under a thin moon 

bodes well for practice of 

 

the most complex of sciences 

[poetry] is heartening. I love all 

of you: I am your rural 

 

outpost, but we must always be 

aware that operationally, 

poetic acumen as arriving 

 

from without in such rural 

isolation is scarce. We live 

too far apart, but are always 

 

close for the elastic measure 

of shared thermodynamics and god 

finally authorising – because 

 

no one is listening – that we can 

use our imaginations to make 

our love always perfectly outlandish. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7 August 

CONVEYANCE UPON ALLIANCE TO BEAUTY'S REIGN 

 

 

I work without guidelines 

through the night, dreaming 

that I am the hand of 

 

Raphael di Urbino, ingeniously 

drawing the constancy of 

your various aspects that 

 

bring into being the shimmering 

elemental alliance that bind 

us as to hearken upon feverish 

 

congress in companionship, 

and in the vales and value 

of attraction, devotion and assent 

 

in the flushed innocence of 

knowing love and feeling 

through courtly tradition that 

 

enervates and inspires our 

novice adherence to proven 

aspects of both trust and full 

 

desire. Exact enunciation on 

your part of languages I 

cannot understand, provide 

 

for full admiration of your 

daily life, your diet and inspiring 

gaze that reinforces powerful 

 

intuitive imperatives toward 

loving aspiration whose 

supremacy is a pleasure to 

 

accept and give back. Whatever 

way I find myself in traverse 

is forever to our mutual benefit, 

 

 



for we are a joint collaboration, 

and with these words, I elaborate 

a promise of trust that in offering 

 

and affording, we will follow 

through together, with impeccability 

of humble attire, and reputation 

 

of being together mentioned often 

as prima toto in poeisis, written 

of admiringly in the foreign press. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 August 

INTUITION: REHEARSING THE SYMPATHETIC MAGIC OF LOVE 

 

 

Dreams start early every 

afternoon wherein 

the singular man of my 

 

being, however I can 

be with you, is evaluated 

in our want for complete 

 

open-heartedness, you 

with me as I am always 

as we are, together within 

 

an ultimance forever in 

pertinence approaching 

both the position of trust 

 

in relation to an overflowing 

wealth of love, and its 

true feeling of itself, exactly 

 

that, in each of us become 

joined as a plural person 

with qualities 'of our own' 

 

in the dual-motivated 

hypothesis revolving 

around preparing for 

 

being the self with whom 

one shares their love, 

and living to the full, what 

 

such outgoing propositions 

can never predict or assure 

beyond fine looks, lovely 

 

in manner and of beauty, 

in quantity that can be 

transmitted in no known 

 

 



language. Like they say, 

heaven has spoken. We 

are poets, constantly 

 

awakened in trauma from 

the nervous coma of 

an otherwise serene 

 

aptitude of full sensibility 

and its proximately necessary 

Internal pressure, as we 

 

inscribe what our love is 

composed of, right where 

we live in the silken chambered 

 

pulse of our hearts in such 

capacity as can never end. 

Patience is a virtue, conscious 

 

and dignified always, when 

in a state naturally in which 

we flow away with ourselves 

 

together, quietly in the dim 

light of early evening, 

experimenting always to 

 

keep from error our love, 

written into the sacral 

nonconformity of its texts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 August 

THE WAY WE TALK 

 

 

Lying on the floor, 

staring up, I suddenly 

understand 'limit,' 

 

that in love we say 

'the sky is,' so that it 

cannot end. I'm 

 

remembering lying 

on the floor last 

early spring, dressed 

 

In light corduroy 

trousers and white 

sweater with sleeves 

 

pulled half-way up 

my lower arm, so 

the gold bracelet 

 

my mother gave my 

sister to give me could 

be shown off, as I 

 

decided I am a cross 

between Troy Donahue 

and Ava Gardner, with 

 

the intellect of gods 

and goddesses full 

in the fibers of my 

 

sensibilities as I 

wait for the lilacs to 

burst upon me with 

 

their scent, as in exactly 

this way I wait for, yet 

am always with, you. 

 

 



The void that poetry once 

was is now full of things 

incomprehensible except 

 

as natural metaphor in 

the vernacular which 

I receive from voices 

 

upon the air: My madness 

is in decline, but 

my love of it will always 

 

be a part of the exponential 

heightening in which our 

love looms large, as we 

 

horse our way through 

transient yet fundamental 

dialectics, to the expressive 

 

language to which together we 

forever return, for the pleasure 

there of being wanted most. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 August 

THE LOTUS GROWS A DEEPER WHITE 

 

 

Beauty is that I wish each 

day to be untarnished, 

I don't mind so much 

 

no longer being listed 

in the social register 

as news has leaked out 

 

that I am impotent in 

lieu of psyche's reign 

in need to know, but 

 

am unable to provide 

any but the echo of life- 

long poverty and mental 

 

disease to answer desire's 

call to the poem. Rain 

pelts the window by day 

 

and dissolves the view 

although I keep falling 

in love with you, along 

 

with the present we are 

in, while to its scent still 

able to mark of distinguished 

 

expectation of company 

as hearing voices while 

I watch your lovely hair 

 

stream in a modest wind. 

I love how we are able, 

total, always, despite, 

 

but mostly because of 

ultimate stately surrender 

to what is, and how we 

 

 



remain together, man 

and woman for whom 

love switches our 

 

genders, for what we 

are, and what we can be 

are the same. Love is, 

 

what, and as, it is. Our 

alliances, to and with 

each other prevent 

 

illegible federal legalities 

from entering our love, our 

psyches or our poems. We have 

 

these rights, earned through 

contortions that refuse 

to admit to citizenship and its 

 

unnatural mediocrities: Love 

is to touch a whole truth. I 

relate to you as you relate to me. 

 

Earth, moon and stars predominate, 

as our senses germinate, 

contours of fertility restored. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 August 

SOLACE 

 

 

I want no longer to 

survive pieces of my being 

long identified as 

 

cyclothymic in dementia, 

the busy-work of human 

life as well as its paralysis. 

 

I have enough of what I 

cannot do to want to be 

suspended in textual 

 

impotence although 

there is little to be done 

about the liberating 

 

piles of writing that once 

had desired effect, as 

the weekly visits of guests: 

 

Rita Hayworth's timely 

menu of her dietary 

habits, played by Omar 

 

Sharif in between verbal 

readings of Merleau-Ponty's 

'Phenomenology of Perception' 

 

translated into Arabic. 

Intellect is always a virtue, 

especially in defense of 

. 

synonyms for madness, 

its waking dreams, its voices 

upon the air. O beloved, visit 

 

these few rooms often, 

make my life cancer-free, 

imbue my verses with 

 

 



success as such that 

might be read by strangers, 

let me stay forever with 

 

you, who instructs me with 

timeliness, care when faith 

lags or desire goes 

 

haywire, as yes, I realise 

that like everyone I need 

most what seems the most 

 

impossible, but know 

the modesty of recognising 

that you alone can cure 

 

the hurts of wanting all 

beyond: Please lend me 

the life you carry within 

 

that within, holds me 

together, to be with you 

always, as well with the outer 

 

world we may visit as loving 

companions, while formally 

acknowledging our peers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 August 

SIDE BY SIDE 

 

 

Ignore whatever 'service' 

claims to cut us off from 

pain and pleasure 

 

for neither is but a loan 

from your being: You 

owe nothing for having 

 

the gift of teaching and being 

taught in the same 

instance, for all that 

 

we don't yet know, 

and that we are in love, 

yes: It can't be helped, 

 

like being part of the Milky 

Way. What we have 

become is to feel love 

 

and desire, not for 

love, but for the unfamiliar 

space in which we are 

 

magnetised toward each 

other, although we have 

come together to absorb 

 

Innocently intuiting to 

feel simultaneously in relation 

an ever multiplying 

 

scale: The opposite momentum 

love is also, in natura, is that it 

all comes back without we 

 

having to do anything, where 

millions of stars shine, as 

inexhaustible as the sky to a child. 

 

 

 



13 August 

ALWAYS IS NEVER 'BECAUSE' 

 

 

Night stars have their 

own condition, yet 

shine upon us without 

 

condition, day and night. 

The conditional is for 

what in public is decoded 

 

in languid air, pleasures, 

distresses, as when 

the principle of expression, 

 

is interpreted, and makes 

for all things unconditional, 

the joy, or tears of dissolution 

 

along the beach, not explained, 

but understood within 

the empathy of love, the body's 

 

diary, as we write to know of 

the immediacy of such 

soon to be replaced 

 

by incidental intimacies 

as being brushed at the face 

by fresh apple blossoms 

 

understood in tenderness 

within the empathy of love, 

as my love for you is 

 

in mission to trust that all 

hindrance to bliss be removed. 

I cared about revolts in 

 

Czechoslovakia and Hungary, 

Suez and the atrocities 

in Cambodia, but could not 

 

 



attend for youth and reasons 

of foreign travel. These 

are conditions. When I 

 

see your face blend with 

ecstasy, this is unconditional 

immediacy based on intimate 

 

perception, and, amazed by 

desire, my breath fills the entire 

room without words. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 August 

THE ART 

 

 

My heart pours out 

full rapture to what 

feels like the very end 

 

of me, as from every 

sweetness is the silk 

and mist that surrounds 

 

you, clothing you in Aurora 

Borealis, every luminosity 

of love for you in me is 

 

spread in the deep night 

skies, as is equal to coming 

home to what is the loving 

 

innocence of life's experience 

unchanged, and as purely 

illuminated as moonlight on 

 

the rose hips of adolescence 

all of sweetness that cannot 

be overcome by will, but 

 

with deep blessedness in 

the well of the soul of 

my desire to give upon 

 

the center opening to 

release the lightest of 

perfumes that has been 

 

generated within each of 

us, as tenderly shared 

as making all living things 

 

noble in the grace of being 

finally free of measure 

and full of our need to be. 

 

 



We live among multi-coloured 

stars that live in the darkened 

leaves of trees, as persistently 

 

changing creatures in constancy 

of returning to the home we 

never left, as never can we 

 

forget we together are everywhere. 

New we are, that ancient birds 

welcome us by leaving their 

 

feathers on, that we might see 

what it is to fly when not in flight 

as if all that is possible is simply 

 

at rest. Is not 'act' itself the primary 

inertia, and language the love of 

a world that 'forever' we can feel? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 August 

DAY TRIP 

 

 

Each new day is full 

fermented in night's 

exhaustion, in the sacred 

 

light that morning breaks 

from the shore coasts 

out from deep in eastern 

 

hinterlands, over luminous 

shores equaling the whole 

of Iceland, barren Greenland 

 

and ancient drying racks 

for cod, Basques, Phoenicians 

home for all of northern 

 

Vinland paradise that lay 

beyond the coastal waters 

of North Atlantic turbulence, 

 

having done now what 

we heard the rivers whisper, 

blue light upon lower class 

 

shacks along the bay, to 

live in hand-me-downs 

walking inland to middle- 

 

class meadows ripe with 

melons alongside wide 

fields of cultivated blue 

 

Siberian iris, as our love 

can never become a memory 

for we work for no future 

 

to cry for the past from, 

but to be always as common 

as dust, and as beautiful 

 

 



as the blue wings of small 

birds in treetops, and valleys 

filling with the milk of day, 

 

made by analogy into 

the forms we make of our 

enduring sylvan trust 

 

that stays as do we, under 

moonlit evenings, where our 

love is a blue car that drives 

 

us into the stars where 

the half-light of holding and giving 

at last be total and ours. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 August 

KEEP AS IN TO BE KEPT 

 

 

Vows first or once 

proximate to having 

been 'initiated,' to being 

 

'federalised' as a 'ward 

of the state' for the long 

haul, provides pleasure 

 

of cigarette smoke from 

an early morning Chesterfield 

King, living then a life without 

 

love, somewhere between 

'phantom' and 'patriot,' 

blackberries, blue birds, 

 

realising term 'imbecile' 

being nothing but a term 

for rural people used 

 

in order to enhance fake 

'worthiness' of urban 

sophistication in the form 

 

of electro-shock treatment. 

What a boy or girl is, has 

ultimately [intimately] to do 

 

with removing this curse. 

I have never entertained 

the usual metropolitan 

 

hopes that seem to me 

never to have existed anyway. 

I grew up with Arshile 

 

Gorky and backfields of 

horse corn, on Cincinnati 

chili and cherry cokes, 

 

 



no facades up the faceless 

tableaux on escalators 

in Atlantic City [my first], 

 

wondering whether I am 

a movie star in Macedonia 

or 'a neutral' from Albania. 

 

My love for you is all I have 

to endure the pleasure of 

as we have shared sweet 

 

presence in company of 

a full moon, Orion's belt 

and 'al-Waz'n' the foot 

 

that plays under the blanket 

of night, while reading 

Freudian theory in the dark. 

 

[in other words, the door 

to the underworld that is 

the Middle Kingdom of 

 

the Archetypal Journey], 

as we are 'au naturel' east 

to west: My lips in Trieste, 

 

yours in Venice. We are 

one, a rural tulip and on 

the underside of the luminous 

 

absorption of its petals, 

an imagination of the effects 

of high noon and midnight, 

 

combined as our love is heard 

whispering to itself through 

us, as our lips brush in 

 

the delicate way no language 

can explain, whose 

salvaging our love will outlast. 

 

 

 



17 August 

A NEW LIFE EVER SINCE 

 

 

Moonlight spilling over 

the long granitite ridges 

illuminate the hernias 

 

and scar tissue of the life 

I used to live, but now is 

retribution in dreams 

 

that throb so close to 

the surface of the membrane 

through which the desire 

 

of my thoughts are in 

prefect alignment with 

the heart beat of your 

 

contrary gender with 

which I am in complete 

agreement, is such as 

 

we in the approach of 

deepest night take pleasure 

in the calm of belonging 

 

to the love we are, still 

soaked in the innocence 

and milk through which 

 

our world began. We are 

able to love so fully 

and so deep, for neither 

 

of us has ever looked 

in a mirror, so we simply 

know what we know as 

 

a real thing to, in, and for 

its self. I bathe in the promise 

of further thoughts of you 

 

 



and how we love. There 

is something about you 

that must never end 

 

the preferences that 

draw you and I always 

to the crest of remaining 

 

in the blush of being 

unable to be anything 

but young to one another, 

 

inside, knowing without 

need of asking why. 

Slender ankles, silveric 

 

triangles in each wrist 

and eyes capable of 

gazing forever into 

 

the shining eyes of love. 

And as for me speaking of 

you and hearing you speak 

 

of me in these ways, 

I hear you with the 'me 

of my name, and speak 

 

with you only the names of 

the words that must be said 

'always and once forever' 

 

so that the secularity of 

my desire is a kind of completion 

of the secularity of yours. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 August 

FLOWERS OF THE NIGHT 

 

 

What can an intellect of 

feeling be, but for as 

the inmost petals of 

 

a rose, whose immensity 

which within the rim resides? 

We lay out and let it be 

 

while together we watch 

a crescent moon arise. 

My soul I give without 

 

knowing, so natural is it 

to give, want, dream 

and of that true sensibility 

 

take what I replace with 

refusing closure, but 

yield in favor of the river 

 

that carries our love, 

come manifest and carrying 

us beyond both expectation 

 

and surprise, living in 

observation of each instant 

in which as finding 

 

a clear line of sensibility 

which is the basis of all 

things. Let the streaming 

 

light of dawn that has come 

through corridors of fire 

hold us together in our 

 

private love, and the names 

we call each other as we 

wander, and mark the invisibility 

 

 



of our fame, as we ourselves 

like an abyss of love, open 

fully overhead in the moon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 August 

MORNING POEM 

 

 

Crest of early morning 

sun at the edge of 

consciousness, birds 

 

begin to sing. My heart 

is divided by intellect into 

the octave of clavicles, 

 

as I hear your waking 

voices in the nerve bundles 

in my shoulders, all of 

 

our creature's metabolism 

from which love pours, 

and cuts channels through 

 

millions of tons of granitite 

dream, designed by the ingenious 

errors of the immutable 

 

honesties that pierce and alter 

what has been transformed as 

we slept. Day and night 

 

are different, but of a piece, 

in just the way we wish never 

to marry, though the degree 

 

of love keeps us as we are 

and want, to keep beauty always 

delicate, close and sufficient. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 August 

LEXICAL PREPARATIONS TOWARD SHEER APPRECIATION 

 

 

Let us go where 

there is nothing, and there, 

not 'begin,' but amend, 

 

and in the deep of doing so, 

let ourselves be found by 

the miracle of doing 

 

what will remain unnamable 

all the way through what 

can be directly spoken, 

 

but never 'talked about,' 

that is 'where am I' and what 

'is' are nothing but appropriated 

 

means of useful error, the form 

of the retinue one works with, 

to discover what will go on with 

 

ourselves as part of what 

somehow is both prime 

yet modest, neither before 

 

nor part of the world, but 

through it realising that 

we have 'built ourselves 

 

mortal,' and have all the time 

there is to be had [by] [with] 

under the aqueduct of stars 

 

that form a bridge across 

the night, where together we 

crouch, training each other 

 

in love and sentience 

and a certain dependence 

in generosity upon our two 

 

 



creatures each in whose beauty 

there will reign the blush forever, 

of love's full undulant hope. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 August 

THE OPEN SKY 

 

 

There is never error in 

recognition of how love 

makes each night's 

 

moon a little different 

than the evening before, 

as you who transmits 

 

your love and courage 

that inspires in me desire 

to write of the constancy 

 

I feel as I listen to your 

heart beating in my dream, 

how like it is to listening 

 

to your footsteps on 

the stair coming close 

and I breathless in 

 

the rhythm of your 

approach, in short socks 

that barely cover 

 

your anklebones. The 

holds of my dream's delight 

are as I am, full and drifting 

 

through songs of 

birds of paradise, along 

a renaissance of peony 

 

blossoms and campaka 

flowers that hang 

over late sun's reflection 

 

from the shores of 

the lagoon, where as 

we drift, our tender hands 

 

 



hold to each other, 

and in the odor of fresh linen 

trousers, shirts of 

 

untucked green silk 

shimmer with the slow azure 

reflection of one in 

 

the other, as for love, clouds 

couple and divide to reveal 

the lovely flow of our having 

 

arrived in the sensual aptitude 

of moon's rise to disclose 

the selfless generosity that 

 

composes the whole of 

the gentle transgression 

that desire pulls from us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 August 

CARTOGRAPHY 

 

 

I am more than one 

thing, man or woman 

as for all is in request 

 

toward relief with a mate, 

in the constant search 

for my younger brother. 

 

In the purchase of 

modest items, to 

forestall always world 

 

alienation, adjusting 

to full sweetness 

for congress made 

 

adamant in constant 

allure of flowering violets, 

green seas and twilit 

 

stars, that follow upon 

your presence, is one 

cup for 20 cents, in 

 

one's present abundance 

of love so that when 

always parallel to backlife 

 

realisation of the poverty 

and homelessness, finding 

a dime in the road's pittance 

 

of where you came from, 

pledged to resist the original 

need of a husband's distaste, 

 

but never giving up to 

being left to his hospital 

bed, for the strong hand 

 

 



of you who show affection 

despite all, with the soft 

beauty of your steady gaze 

 

in permanence betwixt 

ultimance of varieties of 

beauty, charisma and love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 August 

THE GERM OF ENDLESS GENIUS 

 

 

Within the circular 

covenant of pure sense, 

in the flooding whose 

 

pivot is the irregular 

flowering of marvellous 

love, whose completing 

 

ratios are never still 

in the sequentiality 

of fullest articulation, 

 

there lie we, full of 

our listening in the balance 

for the equivalence 

 

in the first flooding 

of sounds brought forward 

from within the arcana 

 

of all that love to us 

makes familiar in the common 

melodies from which 

 

are woven the harmonies 

in the endless rehearsals 

of being part of one's 

 

own 'home life' as that 

what we can be 'had' by, 

for the love of giving 

 

and being given over 

endlessly, as we have as 

in our souls making love, 

 

a moment of childhood 

in our proximity together, 

autonomous and holding 

 

 



serenely the nervous 

system of the breadth of 

the celestial world 

 

within, stars disrobed 

by the night sky, small white 

flowers and holding from 

 

beneath by its wings the 

luminescence that marks with 

dream life the moonlit branches 

 

of near-by trees with a mark 

that looks like the Greek letter 

'a', the one we have and share 

 

with all that lives and all have 

and are its love deep up in the sharp 

apex of our armpits as the gift 

 

that lives us, we are 'that' where 

in the sensibility of feeling mortal 

love we are given forever and forgiven 

 

ever the beauty of our innocence 

at the heart as, we are the center for 

and the moment of, its pleasing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 August 

INITIATION 

 

 

By starlight we stand 

along the railings of 

the Azerbaijani Embassy 

 

on an island in the middle 

of the Nile. I have 

never been to Manhattan, 

 

but no matter since what 

we come home to is along 

desire that rhymes with 

 

the demarcation of the Damascan- 

African fault line that runs 

just east of Jerusalem. 

 

Your eyes catch the light 

of the stars, combined 

with your love that is bred 

 

internally, attending to 

its metabolic function in 

the endless process of 

 

passion possessed of 

attention, desire and perception 

in the auspices of poems 

 

we together write. We 

have no need of a mirror, 

for I feel your visage 

 

always softly in the lines 

that circle my eyes. 

Your voice is the sound 

 

of a brook flowing still 

in the summers of 

my youth, dreaming of 

 

 



you even then, longing, 

yearning, but never 

waiting for I knew I would 

 

recognise you when 

you arrived. Time is 

the river that always 

 

leads back to the fullness 

and equally absurd 

yet beautiful confidence 

 

that all that will come 

to be has always been true, 

as under evening stars, 

 

my eyes wet with tears of 

melancholy, fame and desire, 

I softly whisper your name. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 August 

SCHIZOPHRENIA, CANCER AND LOVE 

 

 

1 

 

I never made it as a fake 

bag-lady, and was forced 

in early maturity to work 

 

as a sort-term local bank 

withdrawal, my inherited 

rights to dowry denied as 

 

a 'fact of education' in 

seizure of my own personal 

aversion to any pretense 

 

to 'honest money,' but 

undiminished in full 

to declare my own, what 

 

through local effort, any 

of those of whichever 'opposite 

sex' might recover under 

 

moonlight through any 

internationalist finance 

plan. The lights come on 

 

by rumor in distant places 

I have never been, but in full 

moonlight, you have to admit, 

 

it's good fortune to have a curb on 

which to sit, and try for an anonymous 

attempt at female impersonation. 

 

 

 

2 

 

It was most usually by evening 

the same, watching mother's 

hands washing lettuce with such 

 



mastery of gesture I cannot 

say, but which all my current 

work aches to tell. I knew with 

 

faded scarf around her head 

that her curt yet regal nature 

was equal in its reality to my 

 

numerous hospitalisations. 

And I knew by the loose manner 

in which her lips held her 

 

slightly trembling cigarette 

that I would never know her 

real name, her cognisance 

 

pointing always toward 

anything that could relieve 

the tedium of the present. 

 

Foreign anchorage puts into 

tranquil foreign port, Kremlin neighbors 

importing soil from Nebraska. 

 

 

 

3 

 

Now things are better. The moon 

is no longer the mercurial sense 

of alchemical and magical syntheses 

 

alone, but are with your generous 

beauty combined, like a fine silk 

pulled taut over your face, such 

 

that your features rime with my 

imagination of our love, fulfilled 

by feeling the press of your lips 

 

through the cloth, empress of 

what my sleep knows deep in 

truth of ourselves, relentless 

 

 



yet never shorn of full tenderness: 

Parity without pretension just as 

we know, always have and always 

 

will. Let us willfully meditate on 

what we feel, as we each are 

maker, mentor and master of 

 

inspiration, blessedness and bliss 

in each together of the particularities 

of our desire, out of which we 

 

will never cease washing our 

faces openly and forever, in 

the waters of the same blue sea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 August 

IBI AMOR EST 

 

 

First wave of vision stays 

exactly where it appears, 

as the cosmos in constant 

 

motion and love, where feeling 

through this forever- 

standing tumult that so 

 

moves us, the chaos of the first 

envisioned paradise, the build-up 

to the first breakout that is 

 

constant, which even human 

will can not prevent. I stayed 

within 'the submarine 

 

illumination' of back country 

roads after midnight where 

every boarding house is made 

 

out-of-plumb with boards retrieved 

from the dump. Family life 

here is harder on those who must 

 

live it, and submit to whatever 

instruction is available. I used to 

hear about 'submarine races' 

 

and that they had to do with 

sex, when I finally began to 

understand what that was, 

 

involuntarily boarded out in rooms 

for imbeciles, but I never 

found out, although the luminous 

 

truths of adolescence finally seeped 

in around the edge of nothingness. 

The past is done but never completed: 

 

 



If beauty were where imagination 

and memory meet, if either were 

interchangeably 'real,' and as all 

 

lyric in even its most modest heat 

were at full tilt; can we not throw 

prayer out the window, to be with 

 

nature, and take from love what it 

most insistently gives as, exposure 

of ourselves, sentimentality, the pure 

 

beggary of having nothing yet still 

able to say it all, the scars of a life 

which syntax has to ignore, that 

 

we remain below guilt, lower than 

harm, yet remain open and unhidden. 

We live in the middle kingdom of 

 

the sky, where love can never be 'in 

question,' basement rooms with a top 

floor view, in the Blue Hotel Deluxe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 August 

FUNDAMENCE 

 

 

Love is what, basic to our 

fortune, is, what possesses 

us, always the chance to 

 

be exposed to all vectors 

that will carry us away in 

every direction at once, 

 

received into the sensation 

of possession by allowing 

ourselves to feel also 

 

possessed, which can to 

sensation be transmitted 

and illustrated by tranquility 

 

of proportionate intervention 

of love alone, within the bases of 

how it comes to shape our 

 

soul, home, roots, heart, core 

along with the care of revealing 

to each other the shapes of 

 

our primary poetic, spiritual, 

physical and intellectual 

aspects of how our identities 

 

are fitted as participant 

and reflector of how together 

we forever become movement, 

 

soma, dream and texture of 

the whole of thought and feeling 

combined, the cyclic evolution 

 

under spell to thermodynamics 

[desire], out-flow of some 

total gush that is given us to 

 

 



name. 'The possible is simply 

what is inevitably about to 

happen,' as love being the silent 

 

palm that slips down the viscera 

from inside, the full ideation of 

and feeling for place, as we are 

 

its locus, while everything 

'out there' is larger than any part 

we have to watch and measure it 

 

with, that is, the magical 

alchemical inversion of making 

'earth' into 'world' is the beautiful 

 

human angel that inevitably shows 

up to conduct this transformation, 

without need of being asked. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 August 

ANTIPHONAL 

 

 

The sky is blue this 

morning, air swirls 

in it, part of which 

 

we breathe. Dream 

cannot recognise itself 

except through imagination, 

 

which is not primarily 

mental but takes dream 

to be a stabilising factor 

 

in the struggle of mind 

to recognise it as 'more like' 

breathing than 'thought.' 

 

When love can account 

for the natural intake 

and outtake of the body's 

 

phenomenological rhythms 

in terms of sympathy, 

there is where and how 

 

dream, imagination 

and the intellection of 

how the struggle to 

 

comprehend the on-going 

Integration of these, 

makes of the presupposed 

 

desire for completeness 

a vision within the body 

of its own primacy, which 

 

makes for the full empathetic 

desire to 'be with' the one with 

whom to feel shares of the orders 

 

 



of perception and desire come 

together to form the matter 

and substance of the vision as 

 

what, together is a melding 

through the vision of the ways 

courage commences, and love 

 

becomes the seat where we 

inhere in the language of calling 

each other by name. What joy 

 

we then have access to, in being 

able to have the substance of dream 

as its own proclamation of our love! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 August 

DEMONSTRABLY IMPERFECT AND THUS IN PROXIMITY ETERNAL AND 

BEAUTIFUL 'IN MISSION' 

 

 

We live, as life lived 

for its own sake, in 

us. It is not possible 

 

to put a value on, when 

closing my eyes, that I 

see patterns of leaf 

 

shadows quiver against 

the wall through the membrane 

of my eyelids, so fragile 

 

and transparent is the way 

I come to know what 

our love together is made of, 

 

the beauty of whispers 

from which the night arises. 

Love does not simply 

 

come and go simply that 

we want it so, but is gentle 

wind through the branches 

 

of the saplings across 

the street. The beauty of 

its gestures cannot be sold, 

 

as they are always instant 

and free and at the eyes 

as soft yet wild as those of 

 

a deer drinking water from 

a stream. In this serenity 

our soul becomes incarnate 

 

and joined to the celestial 

world, whose slow, inexorable 

rotation makes heart's dance 

 

 



a slow round, for the ecstasy 

of staying in this life with love 

is an exuberant dirge in celebration 

 

of the fullness of mortality 

that brings it to full blossom 

in which the message is 

 

that we cannot be taken but 

by each other: No death in this 

is possible for all possible 

 

things bear from their beginning, 

the lovely impossibility of how 

and what all things are together, 

 

and that the present cannot 

cease to be that part of the present 

that we know. We carry our 

 

mutual desire in every cell 

of our bodies, and through 

every locale we take them. 

 

Love is how we hear our own 

versions of the world's music. 

It can never stop but sometimes 

 

lives like small birds in mountain 

crags in the blue distance where 

the goldenness of double-twilight 

 

provides what perception can no longer 

sense, the beautiful vision the names 

of those in love will forever evoke. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 August 

SYNCHRONIC COLOUR WHEEL 

 

 

It is night. I feel the maple 

leaves across the street 

tremble in my nerve 

 

endings, just waking from 

having slept the afternoon 

away. I still and will always 

 

have you with me in the dream 

from which I never wake. 

In eternity, time can only 

 

pass as the narrative I 

feel you whispering through 

the fibers of my body, 

 

of how you laid moonlight 

along the ridges of the mountain 

I grew up in the shadows of, 

 

as equally from my shoulder, 

around my elbow and down 

the inside of my forearm 

 

leaving uneven shadows 

between my fingers, as you 

gently blow on my face 

 

and through a stand of birch 

down by the river just out of 

town. We come to one another 

 

always, as a form of magnesis, 

as the shadows of your gestures 

sway lightly in the moonlight 

 

on the grass: You are a ring 

of subtle colour encircling 

the moon at mid-evening, as 

 

 



so you are, to become always 

everything that is around me 

that holds me to your showing 

 

me who you are, just as 

your beauty demands to be 

perceived, to be known, 

 

to be loved, as the form 

of my perception is disclosed 

as identical to how you 

 

become so perfectly incarnate 

before and within me. It is 

to this purpose that such 

 

dreams become always 

manifest to me: To feel 

the power of the endless 

 

echo of the Homeric Greek 

word for 'tides' that I can't 

remember, for which instead 

 

we can say 'polyanthus' [much- 

blossoming] as if this too 

were the 'sound' in tides 

 

of the heart opening to 

the exclusion of any but 

the key that fits, for love 

 

is a specie that opens in 

accord with its own 

particularities, as to let 

 

the full meanings of the way 

your beauty voicelessly 

instructs me always brings 

 

me home to patterns of 

light and shadow, a rainbow 

rinsed by the dew of heaven. 

 

 

 



28 August 

INFUSION 

 

 

Love, once seen, remains 

seen, as sense preserved 

of difference sensed, yet 

 

it is always a blue flower 

blossoming from the eastern 

star, seen in the window 

 

every night, heraldic of 

the making of love that is 

always more shapely than 

 

any beauty that can be 

held in mind, for remembrance 

is for things passed, as 

 

all that love refuses to let 

pass, just as Art is swift in 

answer to questions never 

 

asked, there is no reason 

to sense that is not catalytic 

to possession of time 

 

and the unflawed consonance 

with which it is consumed 

in our gestures, as by what 

 

gravity toward the whole, we 

know, inevitably that pulls me 

toward both you and I 

 

at the same time, that is, 

to leave home in order to 

finally live there, in the ease, 

 

for love alone can possess 

equity, and we can be possessed 

by love alone, and so 

 

 



remain in the full sense of it, 

as our eyes lock, no more beautiful 

a bargain, because they can. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 August 

THE CHILD CROWN OF CREATION 

 

 

Shadow is substance, 

the message itself with 

need of no medium but 

 

a tongue for light, the figure 

as the figure, always 

simply genetic, the genie 

 

that forever provides 

for love, whose dream 

discourse is the beloved's 

 

unconscious, whose marvels 

invade our sleep [viz. Blake, 

Novalis], and we are left 

 

'in vision' in the wilds of 

the decoding love forever 

is, the river rites of inflow 

 

and outflow, where shadows 

condense where together 

we upraise to pour love's 

 

gold through the marrow 

of each other, white trace 

that binds the context of 

 

feeling to the sureness of 

it surging within, the song 

of god and goddess enjoined 

 

in the tracing of it, the shine 

of it, not the expansion of 

its source, but the unseen 

 

sowing of it, the crown of what 

has yet to grow, that we find 

always in our play, don't we. 

 

 

 



31 August 

LET'S DO IT LIKE THIS 

 

Look up, there's the sky, 

blue and endless 

blue. I've been to 

 

a lot of places in this 

life, and will go to many 

more with you. There 

 

are a lot of ways to do 

this. To love each other 

is to educate, as one 

 

to the other, what is 

the nature of exchange, 

and what way is best 

 

to exchange how we 

feel for each other. 

It is essential to blush 

 

as it increasingly makes 

sense. Intellect is 

individuation, but no one 

 

can learn anything alone. 

Mutual support is 

the primacy that we most 

 

share, and life. 'Experience' 

is over-rated since it 

diminishes sense by building 

 

a wall of it that looks 

too much like work. Sincerity 

is not a habit. Best 

 

leave it and love as 

the basis of the curriculum 

the soul always attends 

 



to learn how to interpret 

the movement of love 

in relation, over and over, 

 

on a daily basis, hourly, 

in and of the moment. 

We are all the tools and raw 

 

material we'll ever need. 

Poets dream after a world 

that isn't in place yet, 

 

but like love, the imagination 

is full of vision, that 

we reach for, in the way 

 

in liberty and with desire 

we reach for each other, 

since we know that the test 

 

this provides our hearts is 

what also provides our love 

and our art, the means to 

 

burst through the limits of 

'experience' out onto the wide- 

open golden fields that 

 

are the true being, not of 

the inevitability of any sense 

of 'victory', but instead makes 

 

the way we accomplish this 

together, not 'an experience,' but 

in of intimacy, that is eternal. 

 

 

 

 

 



1 September  

EXACTLY LIKE THAT 

 

 

'I' is you, are here, 

'to bed' in the dimensions 

of the world, playing 

 

'pretend dominoes' with 

whatever ripples could be 

made in the water of 

 

the tub, as image of the way 

we dream. Good-night 

goes upstairs to the stars, 

 

in the softening voice of 

nearness, the hand slips 

under thin blue sheets, 

 

for the soul to feel seated 

in earth, air, water, fire 

and begin talking to itself, 

 

goes on speaking intimately 

to distant affection held close 

way past lunchtime and a long 

 

way to midnight, feeling 

my love, your love, our love, 

belonging to all to give 

 

means of full awareness 

to how mortality is a constant gift, 

writing out a life, an extensive 

 

nervous system, consumed 

by forms of dusk, innumerable 

as I, the one I never knew, 

 

but of which I now am integral, 

as well built as a flower in 

love, having a good long cry. 

 

 

 



4 September 

GOLDENNESS IS EVERYWHERE 

 

 

It's 01:40 and I smell 

the aroma of my desire 

to be drawn closer to 

 

the scent of your beauty, 

the odor of blue lilacs 

upon the air of late spring, 

 

the taste of pears, the colour 

of a full moon illuminating 

the rising dew of early 

 

morning when it's still dark, 

no birds sing and I can hear 

you murmur, as my body 

 

becomes a night rainbow 

in the mist. Poetry is 

the means by which gods 

 

and goddesses are created 

from pure sense and permit 

our love to be their message, 

 

just as earth's mind is 

the imagination of the golden 

body of itself, as my eyes 

 

grow wet from interior rain 

when I sense your shadow 

standing next to me. I want 

 

you to become all that surrounds 

me, that I may hold and feel 

held by you, as your subtle 

 

movement in my senses 

tells me who you are, as 

new each time as the way 

 

 



love creates and regulates 

our feeling for each other, 

from which our sensibility 

 

creates itself in each other's 

image, not like in a mirror, but 

in the way you whisper up 

 

my spine. You are a being 

made of charged magnetic 

fields disposed like walking 

 

through an electric storm 

before the sun comes up, 

where each lightning strike 

 

illuminates the fields 

I walk, a beauty not my own 

that I keep by way of wanting 

 

how we are with one another 

manifesting all things, giving my 

soul the courage to feel its own 

 

power, as in abandon I embrace, 

with love, androgyny, intellect 

and caresses of natural selection. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 September 

A BRILLIANCE THAT CAN NEVER END 

 

 

It is through our dynamic 

that we meet, your 

loving soft gaze, as your 

 

beauty was not made 

to appear as a refection of 

anything: You are formed 

 

by way in part of my 

being stunned as my 

breath draws in and is 

 

held, just to hold 

the vision you are, in 

full sense even as 

 

my psyche reaches 

the stillness of absolute 

zero, thus of the slow 

 

decanting through my 

perception, as stars take 

all night to follow the design 

 

of the splendor laid out 

for their own dimensionality 

yet for the sake of our own 

 

human disposition, so that 

'to see' is of the sort of 

possession your loveliness 

 

inspires always to surround 

you with a golden morning 

mist through which the last 

 

of moonlight is at the crest 

of ecstatic enervations of 

exactly how my love pours back. 

 

 

 



6 September 

YES 

 

 

I don't see poetry as 

celebration but in memoriam 

celebration, as I am 

 

the placenta from still- 

born calf in January 

winter, the cow still 

 

alive, like I can never 

present, beyond 

the immediacy of, 

 

knowing in perception, 

I can never take 

myself as far as I can 

 

or must go, the spirit 

of birth, and death as 

how I can never pay 

 

back the loan, of life. 

How can it be anything, 

but that one's first 

 

obligation is to live, 

or the signs of all that 

attempts to bring it into 

 

being [is it necessary?], 

no question as to how 

physical love is, even in 

 

giving birth to death, as 

the placenta, having to step 

over it all day, the loved 

 

part of the metabolism 

in moonlight, without 'despair,' 

realising the tenderness 

 

 



of how you came to be 

witness to it, which 

suddenly comes into being, 

 

like Roger said, the poet 

is the one who comes with 

preconceived ideas that 

 

have to be taken up in 

forms least expected, 

the place where we begin 

 

to learn our own way of 

talking, of how the world 

can feel real by absence 

 

of what is new, by dying. 

and of the placenta, then 

new, as like unto memory, 

 

nothing 'final' but how we 

pull against the gravity of 

the sign inherent in what 

 

we are, and give, that is, death 

is never a failure, but a message 

read as to one's full desire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 September 

INCREASE 

 

 

Time and space can be 

only partially understood 

by empirical science 

 

without the esoteric 

science of love's magnetic 

and thermodynamics 

 

used to amplify their 

attributes into constancy 

of animal valence in 

 

the necessity of beauty 

that makes the objective 

world multiple in aptitude, 

 

so that we feel our own 

breath as being no different 

than laying back in 

 

the golden fields beside 

the trees that begin to 

evaporate in early evening 

 

air, and hear ourselves 

breathing together in unison. 

There is nothing that can 

 

compare with the loveliness 

of touching and being 

touched by the mysteries 

 

that befall our innocence, 

but those which make us 

even more so, grounded in 

 

heartbeats that care to gently 

plow up the backlogs of 

the ways we have learned 

 

 



to live out the weightless 

echo of hearing my own 

voice say to your full presence, 

 

'I love you,' so that the words 

take on all the gravity that 

holds mountains in their place, 

 

just as our life together is 

that gravid, and as substantial 

as the air that holds up 

 

the wings of a bird in flight, 

and as specific as the genetic 

code that speaks the language 

 

of the chrysanthemum and rose, 

simple variants of each other, 

as are we, love being what it is, 

 

never the same, but constant 

to what its object is, yet 

never exclusive of the world 

 

at large. I close my eyes 

and open them again, and find 

your beauty still at the center 

 

of my being, all of it having 

remained in place, only the glow 

on your face, intensified. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 September 

CARING OF SOUNDS OUR OWN 

 

 

The persons who have 

seen, the persons that 

are of their own perception, 

 

those of who have seen 

inverted our, with inside- 

out, aware, morning light 

 

yes, early on sun rise drawn 

and streaming, combed 

in, your hair crowning 

 

the halo of your imagination, 

is the real world over, in 

the magnitude of white 

 

flowers upon the silky 

green waters of the lagoon, 

or contradistinct in all 

 

ways, in a parlour by an open 

window, a breeze blows 

in sacred devotion, beneficence 

 

In the beauty of damask 

with brocade and fingered 

dark ivory cameo even 

 

as these 'but can suggest' 

your unalterable beauty, as 

through morning mist 

 

she, who is you, carries 

me as incarnate as a book 

yet to be written, for 

 

the public needs most 

blank pages, for want of 

the possible always, 

 

 

 



and most not as less 

all evidence that having 

been where to have 

 

encountered her own to 

each of us universally is, 

Our Lady, she as that 

 

to always be to which, if 

I can remember not ever 

needing to, for the stars 

 

of Seven Delights seen 

in their luminosity the Coptic 

letters, the Vestal 

 

Bona Dea free as air 

in three locations as 

her places of worship, 

 

in the sepulchre of David 

Melakh, beneath Jerusalem, 

across the street in Amman 

 

and in a telephone booth 

in Cairo – may your veils 

drift kindly through my 

 

heritage – to maintain to 

large degree, our own tender 

love, always to its own ends, 

 

yet asleep within my dream, 

multiple flames of a bed of roses, 

breathe softly next to mine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 September 

SOUTH HILL 

 

 

Not that one could know, 

or how could anyone 

'miss' any of what is 

 

being always in the process 

of 'being perceived' by 

way of the life of it being 

 

slightly hilarious and very 

tender in regard, like what 

in a window can be seen 

 

and never touched, nature 

prefers never to be de-bugged 

or fixed by way of human 

 

conceit, the idea is to just 

join in the growth of the direction 

in which things appear to be 

 

headed, as attributes symbolic 

to contours subjected to 

interpretations of the particular 

 

properties of things that 

take on symbolic quantities 

that are the whole of 

 

their virtualities, which is [hence] 

a combined sequence of 

actual and imaginary [poeticised] 

 

existence as of being a discrete 

being, a 'one' that lives 

a contradictory existence 

 

as irreducible in taking 

part of being All-in-One. 

I don't know about all this, 

 

 



I'm just the guy in love with 

you, in the way the milkman 

used to make delivery twice 

 

a week without fail. Hegel 

brought forth the death 

of thought by thinking by 

 

method only for himself. 

Idealism is the mistake 

that love came into being 

 

to correct. [In hindsight, 

this might have been 

supposed to be the last 

 

line. But like they say, we all 

can't be Swiss nationals 

at the same time]. We are 

 

committed privately together 

ourselves to indulge in 

tempting this immaculacy 

 

in the decades of life spent 

together, in the constantly mystical 

fruits of indispensable acts 

 

of love through which I want us 

to know together, the green fields 

of youth in its blossoming paradise 

 

as ordinance dictated by star 

flowers that touch us always 

yet can never be harvested. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 September 

TO BE PURIFIED IN COMPLETE UNCOILING 

 

 

In the nature of a universe 

everything is happening 

and in the night of it, in 

 

preparation for it, I cannot 

sleep, for train horns sounding 

in the switching yard across 

 

the canal, and the alarm 

goes off precisely on time 

like the life I never learned 

 

both how to 'experience' 

beyond a condition of 

perception, or how to 

 

turn it off, as if there were 

anything to stop, or could 

be, as love dissolves or is 

 

dissolved, as open as, 

concern being more with 

pure import, that things 

 

mean both their own 

qualities as well as what 

they come to immediately 

 

'Indicate' as they arrive, 

what to be gotten, wind 

never ceases, as nature is 

 

what cannot be gotten 

away from, the gold you 

think you seek is everywhere, 

 

that to be dictated to best 

discloses within a wide 

range of possibilities, so 

 

 



to take to and be taken by, 

in all that could have occurred 

will work itself in its own 

 

way, remembering that in love, 

we can't even perceive any 

element that is not already 

 

the most intense constituent 

part of all we already feel, 

a miracle, image or words 

 

or music pressed gently into 

our sensibilities, to stabilise 

both our and its' changing 

 

condition, the words of what 

one wants to say, wet upon 

their lips, spoken through 

 

the deduction from the vanity 

of time, in which love is 

the constant variance of 

 

living a lifetime of it inevitably 

making all lotus-born elements 

that aren't present, always present, 

 

returning as you, my tears of joy 

resounding softly as a soft rain on 

the surface of how you are Blue Lake. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 September 

PERFECT NUMBERS 

 

 

Love foresees what 

the senses have yet to 

pick up on. Creatures 

 

through whose beauty 

the future can be known 

as the present, will, after 

 

they forgive the debts 

they imagine the world 

owes them, inevitably 

 

become poets. There's 

no reason to live the life 

of anybody else. I throwed 

 

away the prison I thought 

I was in, kept my body 

with soul enclosed, and gave 

 

it to immaculate 

justice combined with actual 

desire, in the form of 

 

you. As together with, 

we are the power that alone 

is the sole condition of 

 

truth. I am alone, in 

a different way, whenever 

I'm in your arms. All 

 

that is anyone's own is all 

they'll ever need to know, time 

replaced by life in sequence. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 September 

CROSSWALK DUTY 

 

 

I can say that I miss 

the dirt streaks on 

the kitchen window, 

 

in both sunlight 

and moonlight, mistaking 

sentiment for real 

 

emotional perception as 

how would I know that 

I miss it when I spent 

 

so little time there. At 

the end of the dream, 

which I am unable to find 

 

the beginning of, there is 

a light that works against 

the words we use to tell 

 

how it was like there. 

Love is on the ascendant 

when poetry comes with 

 

pouring down in streams of 

beauty to which it can do 

nothing to hold back, springs 

 

up when I remember certain 

of the books in my library. 

If I am a man of love, then 

 

where are all of the feminine 

parts in me that Nature is said to 

constantly give form? It has 

 

to do with gravity, constant 

downward flow in which rain, or 

things like the leeching of the soil 

 

 



plays the better part. All I know 

is, when I settle down to read alone, 

I always bring an extra pair of pajamas. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 September 

REAL, THUS ILLUSORY WHEN GRAND 

 

 

What does one 'do' 

with these persons, 

the self-important 

 

ones, a vice-consul 

administrative to some 

council on foreign 

 

relations, or dark-dressed 

locally in some elemental 

essential municipal 

 

affair. I prefer demanding 

of myself expression of love 

for you that comes not 

 

from ambiguity of present 

poetic texts, but that arrive 

directly through my limbs 

. 

through the clear yet mystic 

air along the entire length of 

the beach, hopeful always to be 

 

in present witness to both 

that you are as beautiful 

and loving as you are, 

 

while also seeing mother emerge 

from the sea, at Ocean City, on 

swimming the English channel 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 September 

THE DEMONSTRATIVE IMPERFECTION OF HEALING 

 

 

The alchemical body 

rises within the somatic 

body, each carries 

 

the other, you sing two 

songs at the same time 

with one voice and illness 

 

is the interim in which 

unchallenged gold can 

paralyze until something 

 

as simple as focus 

and legend and the sure 

perception of being loved 

 

are made through intent 

and gesture their way through 

and into the somatic body 

 

through moonbeams that 

fuel the mercurial car with 

The embodied echo of 

 

the wind in the alders from 

another time and place 

which must sound their 

 

way through you and are 

the 'symptoms of return' 

and the elemental power 

 

of excluding all that will 

not let you into the present 

as long as you wander off 

 

without the principle of 

sheer affection, having 

assimilated each piece of 

 

 



earth intelligence into 

a nomenclature [not words] 

that will by reduction 

 

and adornment be always the 

arms of ever-present air that can 

do nothing but carry you home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 September 

STAR FIELDS IN SOMATIC FIBER 

 

 

Here it is, love incarnate 

early evening at all times 

anywhere there is no time, 

 

but spatially concupiscence 

with you, our shifting forms 

as I feel your loving power 

 

make in me the forms of all 

you desire, the cumulus 

clouds invested with all 

 

the luminosity to make it 

appear as if a cherry 

blossom that will be of 

 

fruit that we will later bite 

in half as it and we both 

mature in understanding, 

 

and in act resolve 

ambiguous desire put 

in the place it belongs, 

 

shared, a must for 

ultimate happiness, to 

suck from the same 

 

sweet seed of a sacred 

grant. It is for this reason 

necessity of 'the possible' 

 

arrives, as we are both 

the unfinished business of 

beings from another 

 

epoch of time and space 

that bind us, as we are 

one meeting place in 

 

 



the poetic of having heard 

together the first sound 

made in a temple forever, 

 

our bodies and our souls 

as the first sound now 

impossible to forget, primal 

 

message and elemental 

echo that forms us 

in concert with yet to 

 

exclusion of interruption 

[of which a poem is never] 

'to years of continuous 

 

and leisurely experiment'' 

for this, too is another 

basis of love, things being 

 

what they are [constancy 

and change], air molecules 

are too busy kissing to 

 

theorise, as we breathe 

them in, and sleep 

beautifully in each other's 

 

consciousness, that spread 

wide their limbs, in want 

of full receivership. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 September 

AS OUR TINCTURES CROSS, COMBINE AND CONDENSE 

 

 

10:05 the swimming 

air of total darkness 

into which the landscape 

 

dissolves by moonlight 

into the pupils of our eyes, 

and we can see each 

 

other in ravishment like 

from unknown to unknown 

as if we together were 

 

the singular poem of it 

that flickers as the flame 

of it opens like the flower 

 

of which there is no equal, 

flame encompassing flame, 

eternal and unseizable, 

 

as love surrounds itself 

like a flock of many- 

coloured birds expanding, 

 

every time I come this way, 

through the riddle that has 

no answer all of which is 

 

of necessary sufficiency, 

that my love for you is 

bottomless, the beautiful 

 

petalled overlays that I attend 

with you, unmystified and thus 

as purity reigns in the most 

 

simple gesture of the on-going 

truth of bliss, as the sun rises 

through the transparency of what 

 

 



is rendered full clear, the hand, 

muted by whispers into 

the wet handkerchief it holds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 September 

LET US LIVE IN THE MERCURIAL ENABLEMENT OF LOVE'S FULL INNOCENCE 

 

 

The two pupils of my 

eyes make your face 

a beautiful perpetually 

 

opening flower. I gaze 

in that you let me, and I 

gaze because I want to, 

 

for it is that in loving, 

we both want the feeling 

of being loosely cupped 

 

in a radiance both perceived 

and felt, no further need 

to justify, for we go from one 

 

end of all of it, to the other, 

all the way, both ways at 

the same time within the stream 

 

of vision, just as beauty is 

our 'double magic vessel' that is 

as simple as a water glass, 

 

and that we together are 

the only one of, feeling, 

hearing, tasting, smelling 

 

the order in sequence of 

how we come, always, to 

find and know each other 

 

anew, reducing by way of 

the thermodynamics love 

always provides, as the means 

. 

of natural focus [desire] that 

brings out the ability to 

reduce unnecessary elements, 

 

 



that we are what we are, as 

together we in proper proportion 

[the dew of heaven lines our eyes], 

 

no matter what natural elements 

we refer our love to, I can 

both see it and see with 

 

and through it, as the fullness 

of love, for in passion, every 

pore of creative being has eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 September 

HEREDOM 

 

 

When I look at old 

photographs of persons 

said to be related to 

 

me and who I cannot 

recognise, and look at 

houses I was said to 

 

have grown up in, 

that I cannot tell any 

difference between, why 

 

do tears rise, since 

these are places and persons 

said to have effected 

 

my growth, that I can 

never grow out of, so that 

neither I nor them are 

 

able to depart: Can I not 

have the pleasure of 

knowing myself through 

 

you, in the love for whom I 

may then confess, I have no 

idea who these people are? 

 

They must be whoever they 

said they were ,to those that 

heard them say what that was. 

 

In relation, this is human poise: 

To recognise most fully, those 

strangers who seemed most kind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 September 

LATELY AWAKE AGAIN TO LOVE 

 

 

Thinking in the middle of 

the soul we share, in 

opening the eyes of 

 

the heart, to see of darkness 

how the walls move with 

alterity between moonbeams, 

 

moon shadow and milk solids, 

and revelation conforming to 

the nature of perception, buds 

 

that will burst into flame 

all year: We are what is said  

of what is said forever in 

 

what we say. Mind-expanding 

innocence in moonlight of  

the flowering plant by night 

 

is dream that cognates each 

excitement to the next, each 

distinct and none as love  

 

is also not 'illogical' but  

trespasses at times with primal 

force of sensual energies, 

 

to abound in tranquil patience: 

True poetry conforms to 

the Dionysian workings of 

 

Inner perception in terms of diet 

and what one prefers to feel 

in immediate response to proximate 

 

Locutions of poetry's gift of 

how fully love will shape us. 

Love, like poetry exists outside 

 

 

 



of both time and 'experience' 

and closes its circuit mostly 

for beauty, the strange and one's 

 

own savor of calling like 

goddesses and gods of similar 

proposition, realised and attended 

 

as to infest and begin to 

spell our absent mind. There 

is love of many kinds for each 

 

sensory apparatus, there is 

love for each thing wild and for 

all those choosing to be so 

 

governed. Perceptive yet also 

all unknowing, this intention is 

instrument for other forms  

 

of it. We live and work under 

magical orders, as the anxiety 

one accepts as melodious 

 

and of serenity through which 

to attain some softly outlined 

definition of self. I owe to  

 

poetry, and you being with me 

there, illuminating each other 

in moments together always, 

 

creating infinite goldenness 

and allure for the living 

beings I admire most in us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 September 

VOLUPTAS 

 

 

We, together, alone, are 

part of the governance of 

the nature of physicality 

 

coming always to the joy  

of loving and feeling loved, 

as I desire you not only in 

 

so saying as companion 

in poetry to the expression 

of it, even as language is 

 

no more than a part of all of 

what remains full and lovely 

outside words that state it, 

 

in which suggestion always 

throbs, and wants for translation, 

'darling' in one place, 'delight' 

 

in so many others, happily 

held in the full trust of giving 

and receipt, volunteered, 

 

that is free in will to decide 

in our inclination for one 

another, always, in the gentle 

 

movement of sky's clouds, 

and in timely rime in celebration 

of the slow ripening of earth's 

 

fruits, and in ripening also 

blossoming flowers in gift 

to you and us, labyrinthine as 

 

we are, folding and unfolding 

each to each in the scattered 

light and shadow of the day 

 

 

 



that summons us, to opening 

to the unity of soul, as we are 

together a city founded to 

 

conform to the aboriginal truth 

and place of the soft air's freedom, 

first of birds in the heart, voiced 

 

in our throats, and wheat rushing 

up hillsides as if golden fire, now 

to murmur to each other how 

 

beautiful to be smitten as hearing  

the rush of mountain streams 

in the quickened circulation of 

 

blood in constant movement, 

as night stars circle at evening 

as love's lure, and its directness 

 

in the still and tender center of 

bringing our world to sexual life as  

the most intimate annunciation 

 

in perfect stillness as eyes locked 

with all the world, brought to each 

in fullness of love's serene desiring. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 September 

ACE OF HEARTS 

 

 

Never apart are we 

from each other but 

only sometimes more 

 

slightly separate, like 

how night shadows of 

tree leaves on pavement 

 

cast by moonlight, is softer 

than the light at noon, 

as evening supplies my 

 

heart with the necessitating 

tenderness of knowing 

of how each of us may 

 

exult in feeling love in 

this way too, that brings 

the pure sweetness  

 

of loving melancholy 

that breeds from memory 

the delightsome taste 

 

of sipping nectar direct 

for the honeysuckle 

flower that opens from 

 

ancient appointments 

with love's presence 

with which we are 

 

together in constant 

rendezvous that  

perpetuates generosity 

 

in the heart of all things 

at dusk, perceived in full 

where the candlelight 

 

 

 



in deep eyes, and nerves find  

their peace unfurling in  

the fullness of infinite longing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



FULL BRACE OF CONSTANCIES  

 

 

It won't come to us 

any other way, except by 

'root beneath the water 

 

in a pail,' as has been  

implied since the moon 

went into quarters. 

 

Presumably [and obviously], 

the bark or skin is 

washed with the same 

 

water rained upon is, 

'brought into the disturbance' 

of itself, as the 'knot' 

 

or mystery of, then 

love, as for and from 

'Moerae' as tears 

 

gather at the eyes 

in their watering, more 

than anywhere else. 

 

In for the fluency 

of the heart, things 

are blunt [tender], 

 

obvious, the course 

of human life, is 

birds in the crown of  

 

a tree's beloved nest,  

tranquil with stars in night's  

temporality prevailing. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 September 

POSSESSED 

 

 

There is grace in 

sleeplessness, as to 

think so is knowing 

 

it's not even 20:00 

as dreams move on 

the walls in complete  

 

awareness that they 

are themselves, visions 

of tranquility the magic 

 

of which will undo and bring  

me into the fathomless 

abyss of timelessness 

 

that need not be tracked 

as a shaman does the stars, 

for in my inner ear I hear  

 

the soft syllable you wish 

to give me and that I 

want to have, and do, 

 

seeing already in dream 

the features of the face 

of you I can never forget, 

 

but cannot create alone 

but to turn instead to living 

with and for the beauty 

 

of its gentle candor, initiated 

and ignited happily, as heaven 

releases me to its place.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 September 

OVERFLOW 

 

 

I want to live now, not 

like how I used to  

be, but learning ways to 

 

love, souls and soma 

true to each other 

by tender grace, where 

 

there is the constant 

pleasure of a gentle 

crosswind that blows 

 

on my face so softly  

now, as I think of you, 

discovery made as always  

 

new, through true illumination 

as each present instant 

passes through and makes 

 

of us the interior music  

of joy. We are on the only 

journey that must be 

 

made, and so receive 

everything we need, for 

insight, that we not go 

 

blind, and with vision, 

so we see both deep  

within and beyond  

 

the far limits that we 

in our closeness may inhabit. 

It is late summer, made 

 

for supple blossoming, 

and the sound of green 

beans being snapped 

 

 

 



on the back porch, 

loving who once I was, 

and now deep in love 

 

with you, and the buzz 

of bees in low white clover, 

inevitably true as there is 

 

no choice in the course 

of love, but full and intimate 

wild roses, and our beauty. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 September 

PRIME NUMBERS 

 

 

It is early evening 

as in the half-light 

in the corridor of 

 

giving and receipt, 

we found the even 

line, the means of 

 

loving in lack of 

expectation, always 

present, and in full 

 

confidence, a vision 

that is the actual basis 

of all things. In love 

 

there is no risk, but 

in rule of humble 

governance, as we receive 

 

each other's gifts 

to build a residence of 

no regret, but a place 

 

in the building of which 

is the substance of our 

heated labor and joy. 

 

We are in love. We are 

love to the full, held 

together within, inherited 

 

from ancestral goddesses 

and gods for whom tasting both  

the extremes and modesties 

 

of secret pleasures in process 

of being disclosed is now 

ours. Beyond the light 

 

 

 



wind in the window, apples 

and melons ripen, and over 

the distance between us, 

 

our faces likewise soften 

with love, just as the river 

carries away with itself, 

 

likewise, whispers of 

the algebraic numerology 

of pure affect, to mark 

 

and guide our constancy 

in each variation of hearing 

how in deepest dream, 

 

with our lips this far apart, 

close around the breath of 

our mutually beloved throats, 

 

in muse-life and in subtly 

loving care, and soft fire, we 

secretly moan each other's name. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 September 

MAGNESIS 

 

 

The sky is overcast  

with dense cloud, trees 

drip with humidity 

 

and my body pleads 

to be released from 

its own heat: Life fulfills 

 

its constant promise, 

simply to be different 

than what it seems, 

 

to become again anterior 

to its ultimate endeavor, 

to live no meaning that 

 

is not driven by desire 

to continue being all 

I already forever am, 

 

to love you, for us to be 

in love this deep, is how 

the marvelous can 

 

deny neither object nor 

subject, as each is part 

of our fused endeavor, 

 

exempt from no dichotomy 

but that which gives 

to life the incessant  

 

order of our art and life 

that compels us to 

dispose of all that masques 

 

what we together can  

never borrow from each  

other, but instead to share 

 

 

 



the tender jointure in our hearts, 

revealed in multitudes, as 

the beauty of our singular purpose. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 September 

IDYLL 

 

 

At sunset still my spirit 

soars, when birdsong 

begins to go quiet, 

 

and leaves sweat into 

humid night air after 

vespers shared with 

 

you after walking through 

golden meadows sheltered 

by the green leaves of 

 

marble birch. I refuse 

the choice of return from  

only either the mundane 

 

or of madness. I've been  

down those roads before, 

littered with syllables  

 

beautifully mispronounced 

yet never-the-less known 

as having come from 

 

the misheard breath of 

goddesses and gods, 

Kkhi et yadi, ahava 

 

sheli: We are ours at last 

in every passing day, 

never to be reborn in 

 

any love that need be 

endured, since our 

purpose is the adoration 

 

of the world through 

syllabic music itself,  

the sound of it like fresh 

 

 

 



laundry flapping in morning 

breeze with the early song 

of sparrows. That is how 

 

things are when two as we 

are together in a strong 

yet delicate way, our feet 

 

staying off paved roads, 

for our hearts are of this  

way made for arrival 

 

to natural inclination to 

sophistication of divinities 

never guessed, but 

 

present always, the first 

kiss of birdsong at 4:30 AM 

just as the dawn filters in, 

 

hearing the last stars whisper 

in the fading dark, as your 

radiance rises over eastern hills. 

 

I love you, there is pleasure 

and comfort in the day that rises 

with you, and me on the front porch  

 

of the boarding house, where 

love is forever dressed in thin  

clothes of wanton appetition. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1 October 

FOREVER YOUTH SHALL BUD 

 

 

In the variation of outcome 

is the absolution of it 

that echoes in memory 

 

as in vision is columns 

of moonlight seeming to 

crawl the skin of white 

 

birch deep into the night. 

The soil smells of wet 

earth's perpetuum that 

 

send me back to a time 

when I knew no difference 

between girl and boy, 

 

but as 'stuck in town' 

alone, wanting to know 

only photosynthesis  

 

and where the water 

on tree leaves went after hard 

rain, as in wont of an arid 

 

path on which to arrive 

in paradise of storied 

patented mystique in 

 

human forethought, 

alone and in need of 

what is indispensable 

 

and beyond long hair, 

lines at banquet tables, 

single earrings and dreams 

 

of communism that in 

company with golden hope 

line my womanish heart 

 

 

 



heard as echoed in dreams 

of tending after international 

poetry readings through 

 

a liberated state infection 

of perceived loveliness, now 

naturally grown with you, singular, 

 

and together always without 

despair now ever since 

with ecstasies we maintain 

 

real love without need to 

idolise what in us each 

conjoined, no longer am I 

 

haunted, but in high spirits  

likewise as departing a deep  

wood onto golden fields  

 

as such, that are my full  

dependence in generosity where  

in my heart reigns whose being  

 

is you alone, here, with myself,  

where we are figured in hope, always  

as beauty, equal to our standard. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 October 

RAIN AT THE WINDOWSILL 

 

 

The spark of life I see 

without having noticed 

as under fingernails, 

 

a dark crest beneath 

as dirt is, where love is 

best, for feeling in full 

 

sentiment, the leaching 

of the soil of my being. 

O let the rain wash my 

 

hair, I must be held by  

you, fulfilled by feeling 

the full nature of our 

 

poems, as no effort 

is required, but to love 

in activity of our own, 

 

our words secret even 

to ourselves, as twilight 

Sunday evening, soundless 

 

of the song of even  

a single bird, and quiet 

indulgence of desire which 

 

will never cease, in luminous 

serenity of Cretan lovers  

moving soundlessly in bed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 October 

I GIVE MY HEART TO WRITE YOU THIS 

 

 

Always on duty all night 

as a star to keep close 

in luminosity to the beauty 

 

of a Norman ancestry 

as love's legacy: There 

is a certain kind of person 

 

that radiates necessary tranquility 

and this cannot be helped 

as much as in prevention of 

 

having fallen and being deeply 

in love's quarter with you, 

as tenderness impugns trust 

 

in treason against my inheritance 

as the whole story of familial 

indulgence and pretended  

 

martyrdom for the sake of having 

to one's self, harmony in a world  

so referred. Love in what felt by 

 

way of trust is what any child 

knows and as we know likewise, 

only children are serious regards 

 

real affection and our love 

employs us in just this presence 

of trust and perceived symmetry. 

 

There is nothing so beautiful as 

watching children kiss, or in 

being kissed as only a child can, 

 

with sincere and in perfect 

awkward innocence. I want you 

in the legacy of the present, to be  

 

 

 



always, with you in love's domain 

a novice in lifelong admiration. 

We are neither principled nor 

 

indulgent as we are overcome 

with love and the desire to express 

what most is required of our lips, 

 

tender with each other in our own 

'forever' as Demeter in reality paramount  

in how our love in its forever 

 

collected lightning shows full of 

love's delight and matures as sculpted 

as nature's full liberty discharged. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 October 

THAT THE LASSITUDE OF TENDERNESS INCREASE 

 

 

Tonight. It might already 

be tomorrow, as they  

always say, time passes. 

 

i don't believe it. Nor  

either that time stands 

still. I prefer to dismiss 

 

time and forget that I  

have done so, by tracing 

the feeling of my love 

 

for you that will forever 

be interlocked in my chest. 

Your spirit is within 

 

my perception, as mine 

wheels upward to the heaven 

of your embrace, as  

 

the function of our organs 

grow glad, laden with 

how our hearts like birds 

 

grow wings that like lotus 

petals unfurl in the full 

music of love's perception 

 

and practice, just as our 

love is forever in full 

flower, effortlessly, day 

 

and night. All air is  

as together ours to 

breathe, and to spread 

 

our wings in, to fly with 

the soul no body in its 

beauty can hide, for  

 

 

 



there is no need where 

how we inhabit each 

other is total. The blue 

 

candle of human desire 

burns forever, and cannot 

be extinguished. I want 

 

only to be the light and heat 

of wanting you, in brilliance 

mottled by shadow and kisses. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 October 

INTIMACIES 

 

 

The labor of loving is 

forever the pleasure of 

discrete agreement 

 

and its engagement, 

as I to you, returned, 

for the truth of love is 

 

not and can never be 

a dual-motivated hypothesis 

for I conduct something 

 

to you that can never 

be documented, as passion 

is of constancy, but never 

 

repetitious to withholding 

circumstances of total 

involvement, when true, 

 

is varied in the ways  

we come together, intimately 

and never as a signal  

 

to a block of citizens who all 

want liberation in terms of 

misguided ideation of love 

 

In their own ego-centric wantonness.  

I know our love is concentric  

and whole and a-political when 

 

in the perfectly aligned kissing 

of it, to it and with it in 

the dream of being both asleep 

 

and awake, is our always 

central star, which of perfect 

loving, yes, is the eternity in  

 

 

 



perception of being together in our  

peerless bodies forever, yes:  

And tasting of salt, from time to time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 October 

CLEARING SKIES 

 

 

Within the challenge of love 

I carry your beauty in 

my heart, attentive always 

 

to the loyalties and liberties 

love provides, being always 

with you, nobody but who 

 

I am, to myself and for you, 

sensible in each present moment, 

indigenous and native 

 

to your cogent loveliness 

while at the same time, 

never forgetting the cheap 

 

rooms along the path to 

Rumi's final resting place 

and the flop-house hotel 

 

rooms throughout Turkish 

summer skies and in Tartus, 

Lattakia, Aleppo, Damascus 

 

as far south as Petra and the Gulf  

of Aqaba, north by northwest 

to Jerusalem, in my heart 

 

where love endlessly brews 

and to which tender love 

I will always yield in softness 

 

and experiential grace to 

the winds of eastern deserts 

and the twelve-hour cab 

 

rides that in dream always  

bring me home to you,  

and our shared poet's life, 

 

 

 



my maker, master, mentor 

who provides the classical 

spontaneity that drives me, 

 

and night comes that we 

now have its place as ours 

to retire to without conformity 

 

but sleeping nested in our  

love, and waking to how 

beautiful it is to being always 

 

good to look at with you. 

Writing this poem has been 

like an overnight train ride 

 

the elegance of being enclosed 

yet moving and arriving 

precisely where we wanted 

 

to go, as emerging from 

dream, directly into your arms, 

below the softness of moving 

 

clouds, and the transmission 

and exchange of the magnetic 

fields of our loving sensibilities. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7 October 

GENTLY WE BLOW ON EACH OTHER'S FACE 

 

 

Remembering your radiant 

eyes, the patina of your 

beautiful face, I cannot 

 

stop seeing your features 

as we go on, as we must: 

It comes, anew each day, 

 

conforming to the necessity 

of love's ancient heat  

in the heart, when your 

 

spirit, body and soul 

grow near and my heart 

flips in what feels like  

 

heaven. No fire is more 

brilliant than the loving 

joy with which you gaze 

 

at me as I do, you: Our 

kisses meet always when 

asleep, and just falling  

 

into dream, or in the immediacy 

of just waking to the love 

we make and keep full. 

 

I want you in the dark bed 

of night, two stars interlocked 

by free choice, and how  

. 

our long awaiting will perfect 

itself from within each, 

streaming together moonlight, 

 

giving to one another, with 

no need of endurance, and always 

in wont of embrace, colouring 

 

 

 



the corridors of being with 

constant changes in 

their colours, becoming 

 

columns of inner radiance, as  

communion we together hold, in  

the natural beauty of our touch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 October 

CAPABLE OF ANYTHING 

 

 

Scent of ripe pears 

from a place I can't 

remember where 

 

from or when this  

was in its original 

perception of a self 

 

I probably am not exactly 

the same as now that  

time passes, which 

. 

can't anyway change 

anything, even as it 

keeps passing, whose 

 

sole meaning is with 

the enchantment it 

makes as it passes. 

 

Well, I AM dressed in 

basic black: I just 

haven't come across 

 

a string of pearls I Iike  

well enough to borrow 

$500 to buy. Better 

 

to have fallen in love 

with you, and keep doing  

this every day, hour 

 

by hour, and stay  

with a diet of boiled  

chicken, hummus,  

 

avocado and estrogen. 

The way things are is 

in constant process of 

 

 

 



being made 'right,' that 

is, give to symmetry 

its asymmetrical aspect, 

 

and the reverse. We  

are here together to  

always be together and  

 

in abundance, know, 

unmapped, the vast  

acreage of our love's 

 

serenity, just as with  

blue sky of soft autumn 

days, gazing at one  

 

another, like clouds  

passing reflection in  

our heart's full reservoir. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 October 

TRANCE 

 

 

Beyond knowing is  

this beautiful transfer 

given in receiving 

 

your love, as in more 

than life I live to feel 

the depth of it entering 

 

in every place, so that 

in mid-stream I cannot 

tell the day from my 

 

dreams of being together 

in it, at the fringe of 

how deep our engagement 

 

tells truths I have no  

words for, but to redeem 

in dreams that all ancestral 

 

gods carry in their loins 

and have loaned me to 

give in unknown secret  

 

pleasure, in the enchantment 

of feeling cool water  

over the tops of my feet 

 

whispering sweet words 

from inside the outer 

fringes of lips that say 

 

what my heart tells them to, 

the depths of my perceptual 

organs is what our love 

 

composes in full confidence  

to inhabit, in the deepening 

tides of exuberance, the depth 

 

 

 



of feeling love mid-stream, 

the endless blue of sky, 

better perceived as a colour 

 

than as 'space', enduring 

earth and solid body of 

desire, the basis of all 

 

feeling of my love's 

constancy, never having  

to wonder where you are. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 October 

WIDE AWAKE 

 

 

The IDEA of anything is 

forever in for no good, but  

presence may bless it. 

 

To feel my heart conform to 

the beauty of your face 

is in full consummation to 

 

the fact that love of you 

can never be blind. I have 

that, and this, too, in 

 

evening: To unfold my  

heart in early evening 

and pace the thin carpet 

 

of the welfare hotel I  

live in, sixth floor, adjacent 

to the barge canal, 

 

imagining the stars 

above that I can see  

but cannot have, but 

 

having them anyway 

for no other reason but 

that there be love 

 

in the living world, 

especially between us. 

I stare at the blue star 

 

of Aphrodite through 

the night, with my hand 

over my mouth, to feel 

 

your breath, wishing 

that yours were mine. 

By morning my hand 

 

 

 



falls away as the sun's 

rise makes stars fade 

out, as if my body had 

 

absorbed them, or as if  

I had been kissed all night,  

without even knowing it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 October 

WHEN LOVE COMES TO TOWN 

 

 

To be 'supreme' means 

to be still as, serenely 

agitating against any 

 

obedience but what 

desires not only permits 

but tenderly demands 

 

of sweet patience that 

knows first, but not 

yet where to place lips 

 

that know not, by way of 

the wax in the candle 

that knows only that it 

 

feds a fire of unknown 

dimensions, as your 

eyes burn as do mine 

 

and we both mouth words  

that give to stars our  

love's names, the many, 

. 

as each we have a half- 

moon underfoot, so to 

make finite and earth- 

 

bound, the inherent 

infinity of how we will 

have one another, always 

 

never thinking of any 

future but that of which 

our love and great art is 

 

made, all that we know  

sustained by the simplicity 

of leaving nothing out, with 

 

 

 



the fragile strength that spreads  

budding branches into both  

lotus song and deep abyss  

 

where the lark lives, singing 

which as we join it, will sustain  

the love our senses openly wear. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 October 

GOOD FORTUNE 

 

 

Always the more 

mystique of each 

next time entrance 

 

to it, paradisiacal 

held under no patent 

nor can habit 

 

In truth 'do it' as 

where of in trust 

holds the secret of 

. 

the bridge of it 

as, 'a personal 

experience alone' 

 

for it happens 

to everyone, first 

gleam that incandesces 

 

in what of life 

remains indispensable 

lotus hours. I have 

 

been 'in' days for what 

took years to realise 

as treason, finally 

 

relieved by the cool 

water of your voice 

as the noun that is 

. 

the tone of it, 

announces our 

love, perpetually 

 

as sweetness 

espoused, the lilac 

in full blossom 

 

 



at evening, the loveliest 

part of the day, 

discharged in full 

 

exhaustion, as to be 

made happy by 

the rise of topaz light 

 

from within your eyes, 

realising also heaven 

is a gathering of into 

 

glow of ecstasy, stars 

above and lights going 

out all over town. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 October 

OCCULT AND SIMPLE AS A SINGING CREEK 

 

 

Air owns the wind, as 

you my life, in 

a ceramic cup painted 

 

with blue flowers, as 

within the two 

halves of our one 

 

heart draw together in 

communion that 

makes the world whole 

 

by containing it. Our 

hands are warm that 

return each instant 

 

of love's registration 

in fullness shared with 

neither expectation 

 

nor regret, but fermenting 

all that is inevitable 

to prepare what we know 

. 

as life, to include it 

and hold it as close as 

our imaginations hold 

 

the lovely bodies of 

each other, whispering 

in each other's ear 

 

the music of the spheres, 

the rush of a summer 

brook and the language 

 

of love that compose 

these. Our lips will 

never meet on the sly, 

 

 

 



but always direct, in 

the innocent way that 

lacks sophistication 

 

and relies instead on 

the simple happiness  

of letting our love be 

 

part of the natural  

forms of the earth. Our 

love is like the blaze 

 

of sunlight on the back 

of a pure white duck 

whose swimming feet  

 

beneath the grey water of  

the North Fork, are invisible,  

brilliant and orange. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 October 

[TRUST] : LOVE AS EMERGENT INSTRUCTION 

 

 

Golden dusk rushes  

in tall windows when 

I open my eyes, as 

 

the interpolation of 

forms of ordinal reality 

appear, but do not 

 

replace the dream  

that remains open 

and increases both 

 

the intensity and vitality 

of my love for you, in 

flood under a full moon, 

 

in whose soft light your 

features are carried, with 

the fingers of a gentle 

 

wind running through 

your hair that gives 

beautiful disorder as 

 

ardent partner that declares  

its desire for you,  

and whispers in your  

 

ear the names of all 

of the goddesses  

and gods that want 

 

both you and to give you 

phrasing for the music 

of poems yet to be 

 

given form. I'll walk you 

home into the hills  

we need never descend 

 

 

 



from, but as much as 

life together is sweet, 

so shall we have joy 

 

in continuing to compose 

the roof that keeps out 

rain while letting us hear  

 

the fullness of its downpour,  

in words that are ours  

alone, in intimacy shared: 

 

You give me flowers by starlight, 

as i watch you all night, your  

loving palm covering my eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 October 

A POOL OF LIGHT IN MY PALM 

 

 

What comes felt directly 

to the senses is not 

'the message' which 

 

can only be the work 

of sortilege done with 

language: The essence 

 

of life is the work it takes 

for love to make all 

the air that is, our lens 

 

abiding in being part of 

all that can be perceived 

in the ceremony of it, 

 

harvesting the whole 

of it, winnowing out 

the chaff and be left 

 

with the resplendence 

of leaving it unfinished 

to the night and completing 

 

it [again unfinished] as 

each day passes. Like  

love, it is never complete 

 

but always feels that way. 

In fullness, passion is 

distinguished by the present 

 

state of feeling and knowing 

it to be so. This is its 

and our extent, to provide 

 

place for even more of 

what we together are, 

our emanation and exultation 

 

 

 



beheld with our fingers 

around each other's 

wrists, the poise of 

 

breathing together and being 

passionate yet content with  

one another's wild and natural  

 

feelings of love: You are a hymn  

to my being, song of life's soft  

syllables, made in full of moonlight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 October 

LUCKIER THAN EVER COULD BE IMAGINED 

 

 

A 16th to 18th century 

man of honor, 'that people 

have a right to live' [free 

 

movement of labor' as 

moving with you 'here'], 

I'd as soon leave heaven 

 

to what and where it  

is, and put my faith in 

what we decide together 

 

we keenly desire and attend 

[heaven will always be 

here for us, that is, vigilant 

 

toward feelings of love 

in full pulse], that is freed 

from impatience in trying 

 

to force the perplexity of 

rime, which comes best 

when unexpected or even 

 

best ignored until it forces 

its way through time to 

the majesty of [un]certainty 

 

yet with all the magnificence 

of love, as invisible yet 

as potent as the pollen 

 

left on our eyelids from  

each other's goodnight kiss. 

I have little faith in 

 

homogeneity. I prefer 

the days when cream 

obviously floated on top 

 

 

 



of the milk when it was 

delivered cold by that tall 

thin milkman whose name 

 

I can't remember, but had 

in expression of 1962, 'honestly, aw 

shucks'. I love you 

 

dearly, darling, partnered 

in continuing to build 

integrities of passionate 

 

coupling far beyond 

sufficiency: Dreams of you 

come tenderly barreling 

 

up my driveway day  

and night, as love rises 

in full consent, spoken 

 

by eye, to each other  

with our gaze, as love's liberty 

in our union engulfs us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 October 

SEDITION NECESSARILY DEPENDS ON LOVE 

 

 

Everything is useless, 

nothing is or can be 

misplaced. Love is 

 

everywhere, in the way 

Adam Smith insisted on, 

'the free movement of 

 

labor,' but in light of 

the industrial 'revolution' 

and its 'satanic mills' 

 

imprisons one before 

the machinery they become 

part of, as if a ceremony 

 

of social conformity, one 

wonders what Ceres  

thinks about the use of 

 

her name as part of this 

obscenity ['production, 

use and 'progress']. I 

 

have been 'warehoused'  

for the derangement of 

committing a treason I 

 

was never aware of. 

Love alone can tell us 

what messages cannot: 

 

We have the right to  

live, not as active  

'properties' of love,  

 

nor its 'agents' but as 

disorganised parts of 

a larger sense that 

 

 

 



we agree is the necessary 

bewildering happiness 

that need not strain to 

 

discriminate among 

the logics that force our 

absolute adherence to it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 October 

HERMAPHRODISM, OR 'THE POEM' 

 

 

I have always loved  

you, my beautiful twin 

sister, while waiting 

 

for you to be born 

and grow old enough 

to make entrance 

 

in my life. Poets are 

all born from the sweat 

glands of other poets, 

 

who are all born from 

the same mother whose 

name it is our charge  

  

to discover. Desire is 

her middle name, like 

Us, but not like ours, 

 

for in loving likeness 

can be no incest, since 

as poets, we know that 

 

all things are already related, 

for love is always what 

it is, and is forever 

 

where it is, between us, 

keening how, we can be 

identical in feeling  

 

but different in the full 

articulation of this: We 

kissed before we were born 

 

and carried this feeling 

within us until by miracle 

we were brought close 

 

 

 



once more, this time 

for all times, in the luxury 

of constant exploration, 

 

to bend in deliverance 

laughing madly in celebration 

of from now on never 

 

being apart, but broken 

free from singular greed  

and selfish idolatry, 

 

to take innocence in 

desire as our only authority 

in the living necessity, 

 

fast asleep and curled 

together in goldenness, 

the chrysalis of our double 

 

dream meant to shift our desire  

for enchantment to a more 

proximate location of immediate  

 

response, sister and brother  

collaborating in an ancient divinity,  

the perfect crime of love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 October 

NO NEED TO EXPLAIN 

 

 

I have never died, except 

the one time I briefly 

'went under' and the other 

 

time when it seemed to be 

a 'prerequisite' for 

wanting to 'be someone.' 

 

Now there is love, fully 

so having that we 

wanted each other's, 

 

full in place, as we have  

it, plus dreams that await 

the actual attentions of 

 

our labor to, for and in it, 

mediant in tenderly 

being touched by serene 

 

tranquility, peace and subtle 

beckoning of a half moon  

through nature's boughs 

 

at evening, freed in release 

to giving ignited creation 

my own nerve bundles. 

 

You will be as eternity in 

my heart, your face forever 

behind my eyelids that 

 

so many times you have 

kissed. Always I miss 

and need whoever you may 

 

be in the moment to  

extend even further  

the loveliness of my full 

 

 

 



desire. I have always been 

this way, come into the world 

as of life shared, to dispel 

 

the melancholy of tidal 

shifts with my innocent 

yet complex grammar, 

 

the order of which I 

have been rehearsing 

so I can show you how  

 

well I learned the nature 

of order, from the arrangement 

of scents mixed upon 

 

the skin I wear as loosely 

as Cleopatra's tan as when 

no one was watching, 

 

mother's light perfumes  

found their way into my voicings 

of 'the poem' in the way 

 

I adore our intentions, in birdsong,  

and hearing in rime, the quiet 

accent of love's eavesdropping. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 October 

UNDER MOONLIGHT 

 

 

The return is always 

recurrence of love 

that does not cease 

 

but ripples with intensity 

as the shifting of 

the tides. There is 

 

no return to the way 

things were, for love can  

never go away, and so 

 

has no comprehension 

that its condition can  

be other than what is 

 

the shimmering luminescence 

of the presence that it 

makes of itself. It is 

 

forever the full embrace 

of the present all may 

feel, but no one can see 

 

the inside of. It cannot 

be deciphered beyond  

the fertility that draws 

 

together we who have 

intuitions toward gravid 

attraction, and instinct 

 

enough to manifest it: 

I sit up straight at  

the lovely sound of 

 

your voice, up close  

and even from miles away, 

your whisperings heard 

 

 

 



as clearly as the eternal 

dream that in affection 

both matins and vespers 

 

reveal. To be true to one 

another and love, without  

piety, but in verities of 

 

full desire, with which 

to pay Nature's provincial 

rent by sharing the harvest, 

 

nothing bartered, but  

everything given, is 

the only 'real' vision of 

 

love, its artistry and we 

the loving debutantes of 

its beautiful appointments. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 October 

NECESSITIES 

 

 

The scene is changed, 

but never changes, 

because it does it to 

 

itself, in the way that 

love also is always 

changed, but cannot  

 

change because of  

the way change works in 

us. Where is the object? 

 

What is the subject? We 

make it, and have and will 

continue to, without 

 

having to call a taxi, or 

without being put on  

probation. We lay 

 

beneath a luminous  

dream, asleep, but still 

awake to one another, 

 

under the law of love, 

which is strictly free of 

applied limit, as we find 

 

ourselves able to enter 

every sacred place, that 

only love and the poem 

 

permit, sensibility that 

each part of the body 

[or the dream of the body] 

 

understands, but which 

no mind will glory in 

the full scent of, as 

 

 

 



the incompletion of 

exactly what is before 

[not 'prior to'] the fullness 

 

of what 'we too cool' not 

to be already in full 

possession of, for our love  

 

needs no defense. The poem  

and the love of it that has  

joined us, tells us all is  

  

true, there is no waste, 

but in fullness knows also  

what the tides leave behind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 October 

EARTH 

 

 

Day or night, there is 

no difference, for we 

have always, with time 

 

that steads the rime 

of feeling assured of 

love's full place in 

 

heart's white heat, 

one full step beyond 

what eyes can see, yet 

 

the guide that like 

the voice that gives 

intuition to full instinct  

 

that demands of us  

to forget all that is 

allowed to keeps us 

 

trapped in the bizarre 

assumptions of the past, 

which change only when 

 

the equal of them is 

disclosed through  

the present and need 

 

not be acted on, for we  

have further yet to go,  

which, except in heaven,  

 

where we are, is wonder  

of how our appetite for  

each other increases, as  

 

how beyond longing is  

the vision that cannot be  

seen, yet is visible everywhere,  

 

 

 



trusted in love as full  

and deep as the sun and moon  

in endless declaration of  

 

desire, are sure to rise,  

as do we, in the tendered 

syllables of our embrace. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 October 

FULLNESS 

 

 

Loving is the only 

verb made itself of 

substance, rather 

 

than merely acting 

on it. We are a garden 

that contains all 

 

things for being  

boundless yet also 

full of intervals, 

 

not a copy of some 

original of which 

are none, but the being 

 

itself, not its debasement, 

as how could we? 

Why allow love to abide  

 

with object lessons 

of how, what, where, 

when manifestation is 

 

acceptance and perfection 

in and with true love. 

And about 'interval' let us 

 

know that nature is its 

house, where lies the living 

time of [ memory]  

 

and echo, as it resounds 

in what we live by. First 

principle: Annihilation is 

 

complete consecration to 

love in manifestation. 

We give our ego to make  

 

 

 



the garden of poetry 

beautiful, and for loving 

each other, we come together  

  

and become a hearing,  

a vision, a hand, support  

and the intervals necessary  

 

to know these: In my breast  

is brightly churning light. I am  

in love with you, please wear  

  

the perfume of my blousecuffs  

at your wrists. There is no  

force powerful enough to end 

 

this constant debut of fresh  

bliss, of pure rapture. We can  

know that we have seen it  

 

all, when the intervals have  

given us new angles of vision,  

and we show each other more. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 October 

HERE ON EARTH 

 

 

Why can't I be overcome 

by sleep at night as once 

 

a child had it banked safely 

as an internal condition of 

instinct with his and her  

 

biorhythms, with which I love, 

the most beautiful woman  

 

on the eastern shore of a place 

I have no access to because of 

travel restrictions and lack of 

 

loose cash, so much do I need her 

now and always , I lay in bed 

 

and imagine the way thought  

and feeling are the fugue of being 

joined through musical ecstasy in  

 

paramount discharge of tranquil 

love for its own and our own sakes. 

 

There is no need to attend to the film 

industry when I am in the role of 

having been convinced that always 

 

trust in truth cannot be found 

in formulae or an extra tablet from 

the mental health relaxation center 

 

or illiterate chastisement in prospering 

from anything I cannot place myself 

 

before, directly, although kept in mind 

that the world becomes as the world  

goes on, breaks it as I realise my fear 

 

of losing everything but the poverty 

which often feels like a 'Spanish' way 

 



of being with the natural way of giving  

and receiving in its stead the full loveliness  

 

of all that you bestow upon my hopes,  

as do and are stars I watch all night. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 October 

THE FULLEST LICENSE OF WHOLE HARMONY 

 

 

To be found and to 

find, over 70 years 

[with intervals, of 

 

course] – not that I 

was looking or 

placing myself in 

 

situations in which  

I might be noticed – 

is where miracles are 

 

in a life of espionage, 

talking to every stranger 

as if familiar for half- 

 

a-century, fulfilled 

itself as desire does, 

with another, the way 

 

love with all its company 

of traditions fulfills  

itself through the deep 

 

similarity of poetic 

procedure extends 

in its singularity to 

 

the modesty of being 

seen, in the humility 

of agreeing to be known 

 

in the world as joy in 

always constant variables 

of original need, now 

 

as the months count 

themselves through 

years of wanting exactly 

 

 

 



this, recognising shades 

of simultaneity in style 

and forms of collaboration 

 

achieved, in the various 

ways of allotted combination 

of syllables that carry 

 

together over the thousands 

of kilometers that keep  

us apart, sharing the never- 

 

ending bliss of the vehicular 

in a heaven that knows  

progress in all venues is 

 

an illusion, but that 'vision' 

in terms of domestic relation 

is inevitable in proof of  

 

natural relation, a sacred 

seed that never can die, 

by way of a continuum 

 

that appears to be in 

contradiction, of which  

is none, only increase 

 

of tender passion further 

aroused in missing you, 

having kissed decades 

 

ago without physically  

meeting, in the ancient 

golden city of Jerusalem. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 October 

STRENGTH COME OF SITTING IN THE NIGHT 

 

 

For a while I believed 

I must escape 

the shadows of my 

 

figure on the walls, 

but they appear without 

my consideration 

 

or thought, so they 

must be left to 

themselves, and leave 

 

me to the remainder 

of what I am, including 

them. Better to allow 

 

the feeling of night air 

in the window, and to 

love it in the way 

 

I love the feeling that 

you are near, as our  

dreams beckon with 

 

the moon reflected in 

your eyes, and your face 

full of moonlight as 

 

equally so in mine. 

Love is invisible, but 

shows continuous signs 

 

of its presence between 

us, as we make of  

them, our world, to share 

 

with, alone, but equally  

never so in the grace  

of feeling companionship, 

 

 

 



where loving you is no 

dream, for it has power 

to hold us in sway with no 

 

lapse, but as constant 

as the water in a stream, 

and to each other, every 

 

day a fresh garland of 

fragrant blossoming of 

all things made fresh 

 

with tender and loving 

relation between creation 

and artifact, living fully with 

 

each, no 'dualism' but in  

the primal ontology by which,  

in each other, we cohere. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 October 

THE CLEANSING OF THE MIND 

 

 

I sit in old habit at 

a window of rain- 

cleared air where 

 

the smell is sweet. 

Now the sound of  

a bell struck five times. 

 

It is no longer day, 

but night has yet to 

begin. The human 

 

mind is usually in 

havoc, as always 

busy with learning 

 

the main constituent  

of life, feeling along with 

love and fear: It is 

 

bred into us and is 

present in all we 

touch: Flowers, trees, 

 

mountains and air, 

yet the forms of  

nature is dense in 

 

perception in order 

to give us something 

to love, not to outwit,  

 

for life can be neither 

represented nor 

escaped: It is both 

 

the rose of itself  

and its pattern reflected 

on a wall Out of 

 

 

 



order we create 

chaos, the substance 

of living life. This 

 

is the way with how 

patterns move throughout 

the day, as, we used to 

 

say, 'it depends.' On  

love and the spirit  

of always staying 

 

with it. Often [or as  

some say, but both  

beautifully, 'seldom.'  

 

Does one find in outer  

clamor, an inner world at 

peace. but how 

 

different are these 

states? I love it both  

ways, just as I do  

 

you, in all ways: I want  

to be brought out of,  

yet deeper into further 

 

depths of, the wildness 

of the focused chaos and clear  

intimacy in your eyes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 October 

PROFOUNDLY SIMPLE 

 

 

Moonlight is luminous 

upon the golden field,  

darkened by the marsh 

 

beginning near the wood 

behind what as a child  

I knew as Big Rock  

 

and Little Rock between 

which thin birch grew, 

for as imagination there 

 

is the 'soul world' of 

finite and infinite 

variations as clear 

 

in the love of feeling it 

as a stairway to the stars, 

like the breathing skin 

 

of your body and mine, 

aspiring together in 

moments of extraordinary 

 

clarity, the mind receptive 

yet at rest, where perception 

increases to an overwhelming 

 

'passage of felt life,' where 

love is the ordering principle  

and self-cultivation that in 

 

its turn makes art in image of  

love's unfettered sensibility, 

where birdsong is lovely, 

 

the world in enchantment 

turns inside-out and falling 

constantly in love with 

 

 

 



you, a supreme achievement  

to live forever as I would 

so wordlessly yet let full  

 

now, my lips come close,  

and know in sweeting 

principle, the kiss of our vow. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 October 

HONEYSUCKLE 

 

 

Some vines having 

grown up at the corner 

of the split cedar 

 

fence along the back 

[dirt] road on the other 

side of horse corn field, 

 

A 'haunted house' 

down in the gulch 

that eventually was 

 

hauled away whole 

one day, etc. I'm always 

happy to suck at 

 

the sweet ends of 

small white flowers  

that still bloom in 

 

remembrance of  

being in love now, 

with Gali-Dana [just 

 

saying 'in love' without 

saying the name of  

who it is, is trying to 

 

cheat the loveliness of  

Fate with an abstraction.] 

She went to the hair-dresser 

. 

in Jerusalem today. 

I've seen containment, 

been in it too, as what  

 

love to fulfillment of 

each individual's heart 

is, there is no measure, 

 

 

 



wide or narrow that can  

confine it as by 

definition, humans 

 

are mislead by thinking. 

But we have a conjoint 

method of how we may 

 

practice and ourselves 

experience the way to what  

is endlessly changing 

 

in appearance while  

being always constant 

in those whose latent 

 

presence reveals its 

useless and thus beautiful 

power. You know as  

 

do I for being 'creatures, 

of love in love,' when 

the breeze blows in our 

 

faces, when water flows, 

when hearts pound 

and when the penultimate 

 

petal of poetry's rose 

are the lips of us when 

they touch. Neither of us 

 

needs to either choose  

or be chosen. Love 

has put all that aside in  

 

favor of miracles, which 

i prefer, along with direct 

treatment of whatever is 

 

in question. We need no 

more than what we are. In that  

sense, let us pick up our feet,  

 

 

 



partnered in liberty, and  

continue together being citizens  

of where we already are. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



31 October 

JUST LIKE THAT 

 

 

We need not wait 

for rain in order  

to sprout and grow 

 

together, for our 

substance is made 

of mingled water 

 

droplets, so we are 

already composed 

of what too many  

 

others go dry with  

while waiting, for they 

know not the true 

 

nature of all that is 

inevitable. There is 

enough moisture to  

 

go around the world 

in every body that 

breathes. Moisture 

 

comes through  

the pores of the animal 

body in the same 

 

way love enters  

through the pores of 

perception, and cannot 

 

be measured, 

manipulated or made 

to happen. Let us  

 

still ourselves to 

the music of it as it 

flows through fibers  

 

 

 



that softly pulse as  

a magic metabolism 

in which love is  

 

both source and full 

intervention that we 

feel as sacred without 

 

having to believe in 

what keeps happening 

between us, that this 

 

is what is, and is:  

Love is what mourning 

learns, as it begins to 

 

move away from itself 

toward another, as I 

to you, not what in this 

 

way is found, but what 

rises in us and the day as 

in ever fuller blossom, 

 

to love distant starlight, 

yet more close to find 

ourselves, in the early 

 

light of dawn, settled 

yet energetic, unwrapped 

in lovely white, intact. 
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