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1 November 2020  

FULLY INHABITED 

 

'a latent but strong part of the answer ... ' [J.H. Prynne] 

 

 

If sleep as vigil of itself 

is dream, in asymmetrical 

then as words placed 

 

ungrammatically in 

now-alive 'arrangement' 

in the way love cannot 

 

be pretended, is how 

nature works itself, 

sensually as not, is 

 

what the shadow of 

a hand against a tree 

trunk pretending to 

 

be a face, is, exactly 

this, sense of not knowing 

a word of it, but 

 

able to speak it fluently. 

Of my life is the purpose 

is has, in which you 

 

have proper share, when 

the moon touches 

the horizon, and sky 

 

is refracted as space 

without strain, and brought 

to bear, no vigil has 

 

any place but air, in  

which birdsong can be 

felt, nature being  

 

always full but never 

itself a good enough  

poem, it can't be helped,  

 



one place twice over at  

the same time, just kissing  

over and over again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1 November 2020  

CREATION CAN DO FRACTIONS 

 

 

Thin white mist in 

tree branches, nothing 

can be obscured 

 

for the world is active 

in the vision it lends 

penetratingly in every 

 

instant passing, objects 

become visions of  

what we remember in 

 

our sleep. I wake 

to artful compensation, 

to make up for not 

 

knowing the day or 

time, and this helps me 

know these things 

 

even less. But I do 

have someone who 

I, and with love, whose 

 

love I have with me 

always, and which 

at the same time I 

 

always return to, with  

and for, the variation of  

so doing. We live by  

 

a door and next to a river.  

As a well-integrated  

immigrant of my own  

 

being, I allow myself  

the luxury of asking myself  

what I am. I am a local,  
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in love, for taking Beulah as 

desire with human intellect: 

I ended up radiantly in Eden.  

 

I stay with it in every moment, 

as, appetite is my apartment: 

I do all my shopping at home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 November 2020  

PLAIN AND SIMPLE 

 

 

Just being singular 

in that way, that stands 

out, doesn't make  

 

love something one 

could say is being  

in a state that one is 

 

ever 'good at,' although it 

has to do with superbia 

of every kind. Sure, 

 

that it happens to  

everyone is a hope 

nearly everyone might 

 

agree with, but love 

isn't about agreement, 

yet in it there is no 

 

dispute. There is in it 

a kind of tension that has 

little to do with anxiety, 

 

yet knows with a strange 

kind of certainty that  

you will have something 

 

to say when you get there. 

Your eyesight becomes 

as clear as a cut diamond, 

 

and sees what is there  

to see, or be seen, yet at 

the same time, all things 

 

take the shape of a kiss. 

It's sort of like how nostalgia 

helps you realise while 
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walking to the store, that 

religion is just a reminder 

that no busses drive through  

 

your town, and that there is  

a flag fluttering from a stick  

on a telephone pole in front  

 

of every other house. The truth 

is everything it says it is. It  

gets purchase on how we 

 

don't yet know how to do 

what we want to do, yet 

keep wanting to, which is being 

 

what you want to do, while  

doing it. In other words, we live  

on the income generated by never  

 

having to paraphrase the plain truth  

of the imperfectly well-balanced  

vulnerabilities of our love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 November 2020 

QUIETLY COJOINT IMMANENCE 

 

 

The constancy I feel 

in you is mine, and ours: 

I feel it equally to be 

 

so, this: Whatever comes, 

comes always on time. 

There is no other way 

 

but by number, but this 

is also not quite true, 

for our mutual magnetism 

 

is in total response, knowing 

how in life our constant 

pleasures as they shift 

 

from the life of the tree of it  

to the living poem that loves 

us, as eyes do the natural  

 

world of heaven, when 

language takes the sense 

of it all in the way 

 

a virgin is changed [and  

cannot but be] within where 

the intercourse a clock 

 

has with itself, in order 

to build what is between 

us, in faultless trust based 

 

on appetite, truth and error,  

learning to be thankful  

that we can count on 

 

the radiance of stars in  

the constellation we continue  

to live in, consult and share. 
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4 November 2020  

INTO THE MEADOW OF IT 

 

 

It is just past midnight, 

and my bony hips  

have just been asleep 

 

next to the canal. [Is 

this how you begin 

a pastoral poem [which 

 

Is just what, exactly?]] 

What of all is true, 

if fluency, love, river 

 

water and spinal fluid 

have association? 

[All are what we make with.]  

 

Any metaphor or allegory 

that comes to me, 

comes from and with you, 

 

through you in this 

way, life being a sort of 

'shepherd of clouds' 

 

and being in meditation 

together with you [always 

nearly but not quite 

 

entirely of and within 

the human and natural 

proximation of the perfect 

 

combination of feeling 

and thought], an enquiry 

and reaching deep with 

 

love into the human 'place' 

of one another to discover 

what a self is, or sovereignty, 
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and what gives to our 

passion its strength  

and loving principle 

 

in relation to learning  

of all this [in each other 

as how it is related 

 

to the outer world that 

love also comes to 

know, rightly and in 

 

truth, as to exist side- 

by-side with you]. Firstly,  

I welcome my own  

 

compliance and part in 

being your companion: 

The river flows onward,  

 

clouds drift across skies 

in graceful abandon 

for which, feeling this way 

 

too, I am grateful. In this 

fullness I am both held by, 

and holding you with 

 

tenderness and the wholeness 

of intellect and emotion,  

enjoined to the earth, and both 

 

calm and patiently feverish, 

flowering within a circlet  

or crown of opening buds. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 November 2020 

THE PURE WHITE SEA, THE BLACK SKY, THE LIMINOUS 'BLUE SHIRT' OF LOVE 

 

 

I have just awakened  

from a dream, yet 

awake, the dream 

 

continues without me, 

carrying me along, now 

conscious of it, with it. 

 

Tall pines reminisce, 

we have both been  

alive in the way we are 

 

seasonal, transitory 

but at the same time 

constant, the water 

 

in the canal flows 

continuously like a half- 

asleep body dressed  

 

in loose clothes at  

01:00, as dream  

calibrates through 

 

growth of feeling  

to insight and fertility 

of permanence in 

 

what the heart of matter  

partakes as its  

own, and underlying 

 

always tacit form of 

loving you as mortal 

life itself, and that 

 

there is no other but 

this vital principle that 

joins perception  
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and the life perceiving, 

with the particularity 

of place that is forever 

 

the vigilant order of  

nature, and the fluent 

conjoining that love 

 

makes always so  

natural and inevitable: 

The idea that the world's 

 

'reality' is but illusion 

and that life is a dream 

we will eventually wake 

 

from is of course but 

another peeling away  

of illusion. In this sense, 

 

love is vitality of the real- 

time principle peopled 

as you and I are, in 

 

the endless and enduring 

truth of golden youth, 

both an aesthetic derivation 

 

of pure pleasure, a deeply 

held feeling of eternity,  

as well as a sky full of 

 

stars, that link the bliss 

of dream to how it opens  

ways to the core of trust. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 November 2020  

HEART BENT TO LOVING AS MIND BENT ON LEARNING 

 

 

Under stars, a common 

poverty prevails, simplicity 

of streams from interconnected 

 

interior marshes and plank 

bridges reveal simplicity of 

cardboard shacks, tin roofs 

 

and incessant beat of raindrops 

upon them where allegory 

is to absolution within local 

 

temporality, in a place made up 

of inherent contradistinction 

in which love grows and expands 

 

within and against what's given, 

which brings one constantly 

to what is, feeling deep 

 

loyalty in perception as it 

converges through frequencies 

of human habitation of  

 

poverty treated with deep 

affection, the domestic texture 

of natural order, testamental 

 

to the overt reality of small 

things with an intensity 

loyal to what one belongs to, 

 

as the master trope of love's 

full, constant and loving 

embrace: There is solidarity 

 

in lived life between ontology 

and literary theory, and this 

makes in trust replicated 
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in the continuous tract of 

creativity as testimony  

to the necessity of living 

 

out the spirit of how life 

came to be conscious in 

perfect nakedness, poverty 

 

in world reference is simply 

natural, as the 'babe in the woods' 

or the acute insubordinate  

 

status of our love and art,  

their purity, ours in feeling that we 

may touch together the primal 

 

dimension of loving in heart, 

mind and actual space, as 

in mourning, allegory is 

 

like the constant domestic 

needs that love cannot 

help but together, to surmount. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



6 November 2020  

THE LIGHT BEHIND MY LIDS 

 

 

Music matters more 

than time, when love 

is in the house, as 

 

always it is, neither 

completely heaven 

or earth, but part of 

 

the effort of a child 

learning to climb 

and descend the stairs 

 

that go from one to 

the other, finding how 

to move by choice with  

 

gravity and grace. 

Blood beats lightly in 

my wrists, as I descend 

 

and ascend this labor 

as by a window, gentle 

morning breeze positions 

 

the goddess of one love, 

boy and maiden, through  

the dreams of luminescent  

 

shadow on an earth  

in which each imagination  

of life in the present 

 

manifests itself exactly 

where it is able: In the somatic 

presence of our desire. 
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7 November 2020  

ON HOLDING AND BEING HELD 

 

 

It is all right. We 

will be and do 

everything. Love 

 

does not want  

or need success, 

nor ever wanted 

 

fame. It wants 

jubilance come  

and taking part in 

 

fresh adventure 

and in bode of 

loving expression, 

 

in wont of entirely 

new language to 

bring these things 

 

to full effect, all  

that we will both 

'get used to' and at 

 

the same time not.  

This is not love's 

ideal, for love has 

 

no way to accept  

anything but what 

it is, in every place 

 

it is found, said, 

flown, functions, is 

installed and etc., 

 

for it is alive in all 

things. It is a new 

way to use each 
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internal organ 

and the function 

of the whole of 

 

the organic being 

that perceives,  

and yes I love you 

 

as I have never 

felt before, that I 

cannot expel 

 

a single part of 

myself unless it 

first has somehow 

 

passed through 

you and leaves 

this world by way 

 

of finding its way 

into the poem that 

refuses to let it 

 

go. Always for 

love will I forever 

have laughter and 

 

tears. The only  

thing I have to lose  

are my tear ducts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 November 2020  

NIRVANA 

 

 

Love does not demand 

that what blossoms  

in our pockets turn 

 

into the fruits they are 

already becoming. Love 

demands nothing aside 

 

what it is, always, with 

spring always so close 

in our hearts, blossoming 

 

as always and already 

that we are, here, with 

each other as with another. 

 

Your brow is crowned  

by ringlets of evening stars, 

our hands open to each 

 

other, palms out in peach 

light, extending in its moment 

the full tenure of our romance. 
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10 November 2020  

BROUGHT BACK 

 

 

I missed much of 

my life, for being 

alternately, too  

 

wealthy, and then 

having nothing, several  

times in a row: How 

 

or from or to where  

it went, I have no 

memory. Instants 

 

are preserved, but of 

how time feels too 

intensely present 

 

is the madness of 

rejuvenation for love. 

My mind is returning 

 

to me in a new way. 

i can tell. 'Mind' 

is inter-relatedness 

 

that can be blasted 

into fragments that 

cannot be made sense  

 

of, by way of any  

narrative you knew 

before having to try 

 

so hard to allow shards 

once brilliant when  

put together right, 

 

to make sense,  

and thus, the compulsive 

cross-bred lyricism 
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of my sentences. How 

wonderful to talk again 

to others and be immediately 

 

understood, as you, as we 

recognised each other 

right away. I know 

 

through you what love  

most is: It is the way 

my trust in you continues, 

 

to build back what too 

often was blown apart, 

the sanity when it coheres 

 

at length, when these 

random pieces I often 

no longer recognise 

 

suddenly make whole 

an emotional structure 

that increasingly holds 

 

to rime in the heart's  

quest, as each instant 

shines, with being and you  

 

as mine and me, yours is  

beautiful as salvation 

can be. We heal as we love. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 November 2020  

PORTAL 

 

 

Love's circuitry is what 

drives the rosebud to 

flower: It is as inevitable 

 

as the gravity that pulls 

the river into the sea, 

as surely as it brings us 

 

together close, with 

no boundary, in passion 

and at peace: The touch 

 

that heaven holds in 

the arrangement of our 

eyes when we gaze 

 

at one another, becomes 

a luminosity I feel 

whenever my lips  

 

kiss you lightly in 

your open palm 

and my heart prays 

 

for the loving liberty 

of us together, as by 

doing this, we change 

 

the world. The flower 

needs no words, for 

it requires no instruction 

 

to the purpose of turning 

as the heart turns, to 

ripen into sweet fruit 

 

hanging from the tree 

of life, while the wind of 

genesis blows gently 
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on our faces. I love  

you. And love knows 

more of me than I 

 

know of myself, when 

I give myself to you 

to the point of feeling 

 

lost in pleasure, engaged 

in your containment, 

a paradise of dream 

 

made real, with the whole 

of our entire art. There is 

no end to love's permanent 

 

beginning, for the world 

is but the constant caress 

of love's iteration that 

 

enters like the light of every  

star breathed in through  

the opening of every pore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 November 2020 

POETRY 

 

 

Time is continuous 

vision, day, night, in 

double twilight, what 

 

I begin my dreams with 

and what I wake to, 

either way, moving from 

 

room to room, opening 

windows to a light rain, 

my sleep still soft in 

 

my body as the substance  

of fertility, and as you 

have taught me, love, 

 

never having to worry 

further about the approach  

of winter in 1959, as  

 

this is remembrance, best 

forgotten, and of the present, 

to be among sharpened 

 

pencils, madrigals, anthems 

all devoted to love  

and expectancy of another  

 

blue day, knowing the terrain  

enough to always  

escape the cops, who 

 

cannot bear love, or the moon's  

curve in the amplitude of 

dusk, dreams of spring, Greek 

 

telepathy vibrating with 

the hygiene in the taste of a cow's  

menstrual blood on my tongue. 
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13 November 2020  

ARRANGEMENTS OF PURE SENSE 

 

 

Still, in November 

just past dusk, 

a circular crown of 

 

small red flowers 

in full bloom. Time, 

in the full journey 

 

through the heart, 

has no relation with 

the world conceived 

 

as ordinary in its 

passage, but as  

the marvel of so 

 

feeling this for 

and with you, this 

miracle, an ethical 

 

trope achieved 

that makes my heart 

ache with joy 

 

whose name can be 

only yours and mine 

combined as love, 

 

the linguistic map of 

which expression 

is accurate, when not 

 

taken as discourse, 

but referring to the raw, 

true and noble grace 

 

of faithful entrance 

into it, already constellated 

by its radiance, entirely 
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natural, that I write 

poems to clothe itself 

and you, to make  

 

love fully gendered 

as a whole in which  

there is no identifiable 

 

division, yet completely 

open to reveal emotion 

and intellect, tender 

 

in dearest union, a world 

come true, as a dream  

made true in ITS dream, 

 

for you, all you are both 

liberated and interred 

in the warmth of my 

 

heart and rapture of 

hand in hand as heart 

within heart, permanence 

 

of love's always continuance 

to the borders of every horizon, 

this inner heaven enclosing us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 November 2020 

THE FASHION WORLD OF BIRDS 

 

 

The white curve of 

streaming starlight that  

knows how to throw its 

 

voice in the wind that 

rustles in the dense leafage 

of being together forever in 

 

the eternity of what is  

perceived immediately  

after the passage of time 

 

leaves us in front of being  

behind always making  

love that IS the dark 

. 

chemistry of early morning 

where gender remains 

ambiguous incandescence  

 

that embroiders itself like 

love does, into the faithful 

way we are joined in dream 

 

forever, like how Red China 

is the new world being shaken  

into and out of its attenuent 

 

position from the dice cup of 

the white-boned goddess under  

the blue roof of ocean sky. 
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15 November 2020  

NEAR ME YOU THIS NIGHT 

 

 

From life lived  

with no regret, taking 

full what comes 

 

each day, as they 

come anew as I 

return to them, 

 

littered with all 

the syllables that, 

at the time, I had no 

 

capacity to say, 

I learn as I forever 

return to wanting 

 

to be rid of all 

sophistication, paying 

instead, for 'hands-on' 

 

impractical solutions 

in the eternal certainties 

of love and poetry, 

 

both the breaths of 

gods, that at the same 

time refuse to be  

 

sacred, as do we, 

and are, lover and beloved, 

as these are known, 

 

though disliking roles 

are we not always together 

something both more 

 

intimate and beyond 

definition, yet as certain as 

stars in infinite evening 
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skies? I love you in this  

and in every way, including  

even the truth, that even  

 

as we are both eternally 

loving concert stars, I am 

gradually running out of cash. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 November 2020 

SONG 

 

 

There are no 

interruptions in 

the continuum 

 

connecting world 

and perception, 

all difference is 

 

permitted to love 

and all we know 

is what has come 

 

to be so known 

as our arrival in 

decorum as lets 

 

passion be within 

more of it, enchanted 

as the world turned 

 

inside-out, released 

as one thing to another 

to another, needing 

 

neither time nor space 

in the grace of forming 

of first matter a vision 

 

of endless condition 

that nature and its  

love for us and we 

 

for it is, that for 

the nature of love, 

is transgressed  

 

by the sheer matter 

of being present 

to it, as being still 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/374995470420108?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZWdCoqygyOoG_cQq8H00i-eBsLsX5l5daGCpBFAdC9WvT9R53ozGDd4rCvYm2oi1X3DYc0vYxDGXTFcMtwIc6pphDChyqA8NBu2lVRH9uYAgEyeLfK03YsZqXDLmUVjbbc&__tn__=%2CO%2CP-R


and always children, 

we will be always 

touched by feeling 

 

how in love, there is no  

difference between 

a black curtain  

 

embroidered with 

stars, and a night 

sky where the same  

 

stars shine, for in making 

this so, the image 

is in its likeness as 

 

love is, to what 

the image is an image 

of, in the world as 

 

exactly both the same 

and different, just as 

being touched, tells 

 

of how in form, love keeps  

the lyric no more 

explicit than so feeling it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 November 2020 

MOST DELICATE WHEN SOFT AND ALIVE 

 

 

I cannot help but  

give myself away 

when one of a group 

 

of girls playing  

doctor with moonbeams: 

May I be your yellow 

 

pencil for the day? 

We can write poems 

together and gaze 

 

at what we know as 

the beauty of each 

other, as we listen to 

 

the heart-beat of 

the Sphinx in each 

other's inner ear. 

 

We are as our love  

is, the first begotten 

beautiful girl who  

 

turned herself inside- 

out and wholly so to 

be always the grace of 

 

ways more ancient 

than we can know, but 

to feel each day's  

 

full blaze of it within  

our skin, of maidens  

grown crazy, wise  

 

and of sufficient 

sensitivity that they as you  

and I alone can know  

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/375618147024507?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZW2WcUUvoviDkKU-oP74Bwu54r4R1IiwJIy651hYucgQT5B0QvttCPcCWWYHy1htcva6Xnb2dzF8Y-q4-9qTp3Vmv2T1WnC5vVRZtG4fYDx_qKQTTep1B5TqI2TQ67GabI&__tn__=%2CO%2CP-R


when our eyes are in full 

caress, how our face becomes  

a rosary of ant's forepaws. 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 November 2020  

PROMENADE 

 

 

I will soon be asleep  

crosswise from  

the window next to  

 

the chair where 

I sit writing 'space 

is strange.' It is there 

 

[and here] that I 

catch briefly the scent 

of your blossoming 

 

night stars, a cluster 

flowering at dusk, 

much like your face  

 

sleeping in the intimate 

distance of how, in 

my dream, you are close. 

 

I love you all the way 

through the pale blue 

space that shimmers  

 

in the distance between 

us, while I feel joy 

at the thought that  

 

there is no such thing 

as space. There is 

only what is proximate 

 

to what one feels. I 

am alive to be overwhelmed 

by love, for I want to be 

 

taken beyond reason. 

That is my reason. Flowers 

are in full bloom in every  

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/376464860273169?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZUtpJWwQdpFrffXjHAK6eiDBGFVDIMQcqEY90CcW7hjOxC3zmjqbOOqurfC_EWNry08W-sONJ_uYTdkymcX92h3XnXkHQ8AEnZWPyg5I5BNJXXv8vPl-Syg66PvcZoEmVo&__tn__=%2CO%2CP-R


place. We are on  

the same path to nowhere  

together. Beauty is  

 

as we make it. A small  

bird's path on foot or by  

wing is the prize we  

 

receive of each other:  

We will never part, for  

home is what will find us 

  

together, me having come  

from the mountain, you having  

returned from the sea. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 November 

LEARNING 

 

 

I began in Asia Minor 

headed in a random 

direction, imagining 

 

that in circling the pole 

star, I'd end up purchasing 

a pear in North America, 

 

and then I met you, full 

flowering toward a ripeness 

of another kind. I reach 

 

my hand towards you 

and everything else 

disappears. Our hearts 

 

conjoined is like a red- 

winged blackbird flying 

in a light snow, as if 

 

we lived in a flower 

full of drifting snow 

petals.  Our love's 

 

the full universe, it can  

do and is already 

doing what it lets us 

 

steal away with from 

it, honestly, and amazed 

at how carefully we unfold. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 November 2020 

I TOO FEEL THAT PULL 

 

 

Our love is made in 

ourselves, from the inner 

substance of the outer 

 

world that passes  

through us, always, in 

constant shares of milk solids, 

 

moon water, hyacinths 

that blossom in the heart, 

Novalis' blue flower, 

 

total romantic amplitude, 

and children singing  

softly in the near distance. 

 

Water is always in motion, 

as love is, subtle in its 

ecstasy. We stand in it, 

 

waist deep, embraced of 

one another by feeling 

as the water flows against  

 

us, the shared loss of ego,  

replaced poetically by  

the beautiful imbalance of bliss. 

 

Our love is both worldly and other,  

not simply an enamel that washes  

off in rain or blisters in the heat. 

 

Love is inside me, instead of sleep.  

I am awake to our beauty. 

Tell me when I may come for you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 November 2020 

APEX 

 

 

To feel your love as 

fully as you feel mine 

is not a matter of 

 

ratio and proportion 

and has nothing to do 

with 'measure' but  

 

is as water lily whose 

roots cannot be pulled   

up from under water, 

 

just as we cannot be 

separated, and as  

gold is polished to 

 

further brilliance, so 

is the glow of my heart 

that forever joins with 

 

yours.  Together 

we are the diamond 

hardness that can  

 

shatter a hammer. I 

think of you, and 

the grey ash at the rim 

 

of the night sky makes 

our voices fresh again. 

Just as birds that flock 

 

to the opening of dawn,  

so is our love full of 

extended wings on 

 

which it sails, as light 

as a caress of your 

beautiful face.  With 

 

 

 



you, everything feels 

contemporary, instant, 

and permanent in 

 

creation. Our love is 

in the vanguard of  

the pre-post-post 

 

modern age:  When 

the gods and goddesses 

gave their blessing 

 

to our love, that it be kept  

always light and essential 

as well as novel in its 

 

naturalness, moonlight roamed  

the bottom of a river, while  

an airplane flew between my legs! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 November 2020 

AS THE UNIVERSE TREMBLES WITH US 

 

 

The body of love is 

in its twisting forms 

so interlocked, both 

 

deep as the sea, as 

open as the heavens, 

as natural as a violet 

 

and as novel as inside 

an electric light bulb, 

its glowing filament. 

 

The love I feel for you 

constantly exceeds itself 

just as beauty does 

 

its pride.  We are as we 

are, without definition 

or measure, but joyful 

 

with the inner music 

of the still lake inside of 

what always now we are: 

 

two swans to celebrate 

our beauty, two herons in flight, 

for this is our work, too, 

 

to do little but fly.  Sparrows 

peck the gravel driveway: 

Daily life is in simple 

 

combination of all these 

things.  Know your qualities 

and barter them from 

 

the heart for a quantity that  

cannot be spent.  I want only 

to sleep in the intoxicating 

 

 

 



scent of everywhere you  

have been.  I will never 

have to try to love you. 

 

It's not so much that it is   

so beautifully natural. It is  

the only thing I can do. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 November 2020 

WHICH MAKES ALL THE DIFFERENCE 

 

 

I live like a fish 

inside the water 

that is the body of 

 

the dream I call 

by your name, yet 

still I thirst, for in 

 

life, insufficiency 

is the only content 

that is satisfactory to 

 

the need for 'more.' 

But real love rejects 

the ideals of 'lesser' 

 

or 'greater.'  When 

the jewel of love is 

set within my heart, 

 

my perceptions roam, 

erase the line between 

life and death, and reveals 

 

the colours of our nature 

with no confusion, but 

in fullest intimacy, in 

 

feeling that sorrow 

and bliss are a mixed 

condition, yet when 

 

combined is when 

they are most distinct 

and separate.  Whatever 

 

'is' and/or 'happens' is 

both love's doing and its 

repose.  As I realise 

 

 

 



this, all contradiction 

disappears into  

a commingling with 

 

full truth: The errors 

of philosophy abate 

and my heart becomes 

 

increasingly immersed 

in our love, the unity 

and life of how all that is  

 

'the universe' is in variance  

with itself, yet remains  

forever The Universe. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 November 2020 

THE SENSES 

 

 

Only when the circuit 

of the senses is 

broken, can the pleasure 

 

of feeling them be 

released to their proper  

station, the love of 

 

healing into appreciation 

of the whole in its  

full, unbreakable position 

 

of being true to the beloved. 

Our love is what it is, 

not 'because' of anything 

 

but the sorting out of 

the unreasonable mass 

of ideation and belief 

 

that is given always in 

each moment.  We  

need not linger in any 

 

single interpretation, 

for the heart comes only 

to find its belief, from 

 

dividing in love, the pearls 

from the fruit, eating 

the fruit and keeping 

 

the pearls pure by  

hiding them in a glass 

of milk: The body of 

 

love is as beautiful as 

this, as beautiful as 

mother-of-pearl, as 

 

 

 



smooth and sensual 

as moonbeams streaming 

through a deep, clear 

 

night. No other qualities 

are needed, when we 

have the touchstone of 

 

each other.  Let us know 

the object of love in us, in 

feeling it exactly as it is. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 November 2020 

THE FIELDS OF NIRVANA PLOUGHED WITH INCREASING BLISS AND SKILL, OR, 

THE HAPPY FARMER 

[Fragment, from a poem meant for Gali-Dana] 

 

 

What's visible is not 

as real as all that 

remains ineffable. 

 

Love is ineffable 

for remaining so always 

present in all things 

 

radiant, just as it  

gives our outer garden 

council, and even 

 

when we listen, yet 

do not hear, love helps 

us bend at the elbow 

 

[love is the laughter 

of finding ourselves 

laughing that what 

 

we have sought our 

whole lives has been 

with us the entire time, 

 

bur despite this constant 

searching, not a moment 

has been wasted in 

 

finding what we already 

had and were: No more  

of this 'could have been' 

 

for me.  I call by your name 

my own desire, and both 

of you give answer: This is  

 

the sufficient and common  

labor necessary to the ineffable  

magnetic quantity of love. 

 



Open your eyes and see the Seven 

Heavens, with equal portions of  

different things on every plate.   

 

Our seed, root and flowers fathom 

everything beautiful: 

Ultimate lotus in finite form. 

 

 

[Perhaps to be revised, finished and brought to completion at another time.... 

 

 

[Or two hours later things, feel altered to the extent that they and this are perhaps actually done.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 November 2020 

WILD GRASS 

 

 

My heart grows 

an opening for release 

of midnight tears 

 

of joy, a light mist 

comes in the window, 

your image moves 

 

inside and birds 

cease singing while 

watching a full 

 

moon move across 

the sky.  Of all things 

beautiful, our love 

 

is best.  All I want 

is to strip my ego of 

its vanity, and please 

 

you, and hold your 

gaze as you hold mine. 

The sky lights in 

 

dream upon muscle 

moving in aspiration 

of quiet fulfilment, 

 

we are the combined 

murmuring of our 

heart's strength in 

 

love with the body's 

weakness that must 

call the Muses home 

 

to have a look  

and dictate to us 

what we already know, 

 

 

 



ordinary and all day 

blue in thought of 

how truly lovely 

 

loving is: Epistemological 

necessities in brazen steps 

bringing home the core 

 

that is the only core, 

resplendent harmonies 

doubled as twilight 

 

in the electric touch 

of love that can't be 

measured, whose 

 

dimension I know of, 

in my desire to sleep with 

my head on your feet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE SILENCE OF COMMUNING WITH A THOUGHT 

 

 

I never think of  

you, but that my 

eyes water with 

 

joy.  And feelings 

of intimacy, as  

each day we enter 

 

springtime with 

our hearts full of 

soft moonlight. 

 

I kiss the dream we 

share, even though  

love and kisses  

 

are no dream.  We 

both came into 

life in distant places, 

 

but this is not  

a problem: Immigrants 

from the celestial 

 

world are allowed 

to ask questions 

of absolute pertinence. 

 

I will always love 

and care for you,  

and us, and protect 

 

us with our love. 

And I will always  

guard my tear ducts, 

 

for the tears they  

shed are part of 

our happiness, revealed. 

 

 

 

 



27 November 2020 

OUR PATH IS LOVE AND POETRY WITHOUT GOAL, FOR FEELING AND MAKING IT 

IS US 

 

 

Love's reason is luminous, 

an intimacy of disclosing 

sound in the advent of 

 

language for which a window 

is insufficient, for we each 

must have together, access 

 

to the subtle excitement 

of every sense, vision, 

olfactory, sound, taste 

 

and touch in entangling 

each amorous encounter 

with discoursing myth, 

 

folk tale, cosmology, 

geology, theology, 

cosmology, economics 

 

history in extended 

polyphony, the fresh 

life the desire for which 

 

rises from private need 

of the common heart 

whence love is proposed, 

 

and its meaning, that 

impels speech that with 

your help, forces the focus 

 

of self-interest in order 

to bathe instead in  

realisation that language 

 

possesses one, not the other 

way around, as we three – 

you, love and myself are 

 

 



voluntarily bound, are relaxed  

together in bliss where we  

thaw into the pure beauty of 

 

utter liquidity of coming  

always together:  Who 

are what is forming 

 

these internal forms 

of ethic and sorcery, to 

open as the sole place 

 

we constantly live in 

constant rehabilitation, 

for us and to you always 

 

as Bruno's sonnets dedicated 

to Sir Philip Sidney, of 

how the atmosphere is 

 

all one cloudless, unambiguous  

being and how I want 

you and us to be just this. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 November 2020 

INESTIMABLE BEAUTY [TOTAL CIRCULATION] 

 

 

Reside in dream, 

if that's 'all that can  

be done,' for no 

 

reality is different 

than the dream that 

gives it both impetus 

 

and ground.  What's 

all this nonsense 

about 'allegory?'  When 

 

birds get tired of 

singing, they go back 

to the barn and fly 

 

up to the rafters, sit 

down, cross their legs 

and smoke a few 

 

unfiltered cigarettes. 

In other words, what 

the Muse instructs us 

 

to do is what language 

has only a small part 

in, that is, for us, direct 

 

treatment of the object. 

In this respect, I salute 

in acknowledging the true 

 

substance of love, for 

in addition to 'a feeling" 

it is made of the same 

 

stuff we encounter every 

day, 'made of' yet which 

it totally permeates. Love 

 

 

 



for each other as addressed 

in language must be made 

in accord with what it is, 

 

particulate and in motion 

toward how 'expression' 

is simply direct treatment 

 

of love, as how it is that, as 

we breathe, air in sky keeps stars  

of the celestial world in place. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 November 2020 

ALWAYS MORE TO BE SHOWN 

 

 

I live the life chosen 

for me, and choose in 

the living.  The window 

 

is dark, but not blank: 

between the chosen 

and one's own choice, 

 

there is the indeterminate 

yet determining tact of 

love's true and soft 

 

insistence.  I go out 

the front door of my 

hotel, to slowly smoke  

 

a cigarette, and notice 

down the street, a figure 

seated on a cement 

 

abuttment.  It is night, 

and the figure appears 

to be reading, but how, 

 

in the dark, if this is 

a question, are they not 

simply 'reading the dark' 

 

as life's most essential 

substance?  I come in 

and take the 'up' elevator, 

 

a few steps to room 66 

and sit, with coffee in 

a version of the dream 

 

that never leaves me. 

My lover is ill and far 

away, and as my ribs 

 

 

 



enclose my heart, so 

do my arms, loose 

and gentle, embrace 

 

her as if she were my 

own sweet child, lovingly 

and with warmth superior 

 

to the fabled heat of 

desire, for our solace 

and health.  One 'reads 

 

the dark' by writing it 

out against a world 

too proud of its own 

 

pain to be anything 

but 'brilliant.'  I prefer 

being swept up in 

 

the fullness of love's 

sweetness, our bed of 

blue Siberian iris dreams 

 

unfurling.  You will soon  

be well, manifest in 

discharging illness to 

 

my care and caress, so 

that salvation can have 

its way with both your 

 

being and mine, as we 

call the universe in focus 

to a single syllable, leaving  

 

us to the joy of multiplying it, 

to the serenity of trembling  

in complete consummation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 November 2020 

MUTUAL ORBIT 

 

 

Disappearing moonlight  

at dawn speaks to flowers 

in the form of a soft  

 

and constant rain, like 

how love is not a compulsion 

but the daily substance 

 

without words of how 

things are when out of 

the stringent limits of  

 

description and/or allegory: 

Love comes to be as it 

is as it realises itself  

 

in us, in the illusion  

that speaking about it 

is something other 

 

than this illusion of 

'what is true' provides. 

In truth, 'it's all true' 

 

for in love there are 

no contradictions: We 

are visible to each other 

 

always. There is so  

much pollen in the air 

that it is impossible  

 

not to touch or be touched 

by it, moonbeam absorbed  

in every pore, all that 

 

we feel for each other is 

impossible to stray, it 

is a matter of translation 

 

 

 



of a commission that kisses 

its own feeling in the form 

of an other as in accepting 

 

this tender touch becomes 

the substance of 'how 

you are loved by another,' 

 

the pronoun for myself, 

to make known that I 

can speak the language 

 

in question.  Is love 

a question?  For you, 

any question of my love 

 

for you is out of  

the question.  I know 

what I receive, and thus 

 

respond with my own 

immediacy, 'take my hand,' 

in the queer order of 

 

how words occur in the order  

in which one perceives 

their understanding of 

. 

how this takes place in 

them throughout the bias 

of what the world is made of. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1 December 2020 

CONDENSED IN CONSTANT RAPTURE 

 

 

No one needs more 

of the 'something else' 

they believe they don't 

 

have, a claim from  

'language spillover' 

accompanied by our 

 

own habit of claiming 

the poverty we already 

live with by complaining 

 

we wish we were the someone' 

else' we already are.  People are 

neither philosophical  

 

constructs nor political 

subjects. We live in  

a love made of the steady 

 

ballasting of continuous 

acceptance and incorporation 

of total insurrection, one 

 

small piece at a time, 

and this, at the same time 

squared with words 

 

being of the same stuff 

as the things they are 

the name of.  Humans 

 

tend to think 'inevitability' 

is rendered impossible by  

'possibility' [Always in play,  

 

necessary, but anxious to  

propose 'too many options']. 

Can feeling tie a variety of 

 

 

 



thoughts together, that is 

as anything but another  

story, which cannot show 

 

its connections, which 

perhaps emerge later. 

We feel love as we learn 

 

what it is, and how to 

be it.  Our love for each 

other in this feels forever 

 

['radical' ... fr. Radix, 'root]: 

Lovingly and made strong by  

being helplessly so – inevitable- 

 

and in this we are each 

other's accomplice, sealed 

by the kiss of devotion 

 

from my heart that feels 

our love, and continuously 

pumps it across the seas. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 December 2020 

WITH WILL NOT OURS WE TOGETHER MOVE 

 

 

Each year is one 

distinct in difference 

from all others. 

 

Your beauty is so 

profound, it banishes 

all sense of judgement 

 

and I am obliged to 

love you, of my own 

free choice: You are  

 

as nature is, the house 

in which I live.  Whatever 

you are resounds in 

 

me.  The only question 

of our love is the resonance 

revealing what the music 

 

is that immeasurably 

joins us, as an obligatory 

magnetic force, O! Beautiful 

 

is love's so making us 

ourselves, a treasury 

of secrets in decipherment 

 

of Night's full power: We 

move with each other 

like slow cumulus, sensually 

 

unconcerned with what 

weather tomorrow will 

bring.  Tomorrow will bring 

 

further embrace of the world  

we are and make, the bliss  

and mystic blessings of  

 

 

 



the scent at your blousecuffs  

whose perfume is our 

love's and the earth's aroma. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 December 2020 

RED GERANIUMS IN MOONLIGHT 

 

 

Dream is the pastoral 

part of a poetics  

that makes love 

 

the substance of 

its being and knowledge 

of who I love.  I am 

 

the complete field 

impossible to choose 

from within, but to 

 

have the whole of it. 

In this, I feel our love 

is by intuition rather 

 

than by persuasion, 

and intoxicating by 

reason and extension 

 

into and through 

physiological matter 

from which the sensitive 

 

organs of perception 

belong to us, in our 

being together.  Mental 

 

exertion has difficulty 

recognising love, whose 

primacy is not of mind, 

 

and in this, love is an exact 

form of both expression 

and sympathy in recognising 

 

the phenomenology of 

the body of love and beloved 

joined to make true, a vision 

 

 

 



of the integrated accord 

with the world we share. 

My work [and playfulness] 

 

is to be with you, to be 

complete always now 

through how we need 

 

not aspire toward any 

ideal, for we have always,  

our inherent connection 

 

to each other, and the world 

in context of both nature, miracle  

and the affinity of our love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 December 2020 

DOOR OPEN, CIRCUIT CLOSED 

 

 

Pay no attention to 

the decay of the social 

fabric: It's just the silence 

 

of water dripping on  

a stone, image of an eternity 

that can't 'exist' but always 

 

is, not that it 'does' 

anything but demonstrate 

some 'impossible 

 

conditionality,' or that 

'change' is impossible 

but always extant, neither 

 

two sides of a coin 

that has no edge and maybe 

isn't even round, all 

 

of which is to say that 

love for us isn't simply 

'possible' but is in its place, 

 

necessary and inevitable, 

rose patterns inscribed 

in the stones we walk upon 

 

in the tonal capacity in 

all loving speech within  

the rock from which 

 

our language springs 

like from the ganglia at 

the center of its rose, 

 

the muscle that brings me 

to my own wildness  

as it infects me, and you 

 

 

 



near me always each night. 

Let it rain moon drops. I 

rise to the sweetness of 

 

sunlight in the morning mist 

through the teardrops in 

the welcome of, how I miss you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 December 2020 

WITH EASE 

 

 

Watching how the moon 

shimmers in the canal 

beneath the railroad bridge, 

 

I dream in full tonalities 

of night iris opening 

the sky to a whole new 

 

spectrum of colour in 

the celestial world that 

lines my heart, or that 

 

love is the lawless moving 

form of the legislation 

that gives itself liberation 

 

in the coup d'etat of our 

full correspondence, or 

what more of you I find 

 

each day, and who I am 

in relation to each turn 

and uncovering of earth 

 

in spreading its tall grass: 

We are here just as we  

were there, timelessly 

 

unionised and the more 

ungoverned in the focus 

of feeling more devotion 

 

moving with us as we move 

through every place: Here 

is what I am today for  

 

the fact you are, a bridge 

entangled always of 

moonbeams, as love's 

 

 

 



governance is to be 

guided by full devotion to 

the partial perception  

 

of all things, or the way 

I love you without a trace 

of the crime of holding 

 

back. I've got the money 

that isn't money until 

it will all be spent on 

 

a marvel so beautiful, it  

is impossible for it to be  

more or other than it is. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 December 2020 

WE'RE IN 

 

 

Wet rain pours through 

mid-afternoon spongy grey  

atmosphere: In the life of  

 

weather changes there is no real 

interference among elements 

since Nature is not made of 

 

parts, but is a complete set of 

instructions about how to do 

we don't know what.  The object 

 

of the novelty of human life 

is to constantly discover how to 

get along without going along. 

 

But that's not the point.  We have 

only what is given, and beyond, 

need do very little.  Love being 

 

as love is for everyone, different 

as to focus, intent and scope, all 

ought to be best forgotten when 

 

being kissed everywhere by drops 

of water as soft as an angel's 

fingertips.  One question would be 

 

can a visionary poem survive 

the mention of too many 'domestic 

elementals'?  Washing machines, 

 

for example, as one of many pure 

products devised from a [mis-] 

understanding of Western rhetorical 

 

habit.  Clean clothes have their use, 

after all, in that dressing cleanly 

and with casual taste can make one 

 

 

 



look like a door-to-door salesman, 

which is a good way to disguise 

the fact that you are actually an agent 

 

of Her Majesty's Secret Service, 

which is little more that the rolling in 

of a brilliant front of cumulus cloud. 

 

Everything is made by Muse life to fit  

in abstruse yet exacting angles of  

approach.  Let's broach the subject, 

 

and remain the objects of desire we 

already are and will always have been 

when love comes to town and never leaves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7 December 2020 

TO 'ALL AT ONCE' THERE IS A METHOD 

 

 

We have plenty of time 

for all that is, including 

a love that is always 

 

in motion, but never 

can pass in the way 

that hours do.  It is 

 

a poem that has  

a palm in which you 

can rest your head 

 

while the language 

that uses us to power- 

down into the natural 

 

upsurge of what we 

together are, is the marvel 

of 'the ordinary' that is 

 

an order of attention 

necessary to cross a street, 

while finding satisfaction 

 

in missing each other, as  

we are always together, crossed 

forms separated only by  

 

the dream that nevertheless 

gives courage to our physiology 

and all perceptual organs, to  

 

make of the time that is ours,  

all that we are, finding pleasure 

in thirst throughout each  

 

day, and hunger throughout 

the night.  We are what 

feeds our love and brings 

 

 

 



acceptance of paradox to 

our poems.  When we say 

'I miss you' it is felt in every 

 

place, as if in eternity, yet  

the eternal nature of our love,  

in the constancy of perpetual  

 

movement, can find itself  

to its full extent only within 

a single lived interval at a time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 December 2020 

WE TALK THE ONLY WAY WE KNOW HOW 

 

 

Love is a miracle 

gift that joins with 

how its message 

 

brought us together 

so we now know 

the truth of this by  

 

the intimacy of 

feeling it fully to be 

so.  It needn't be 

 

tracked or found 

as a set of coordinates 

that we already are 

 

possessed by, for 

we live in the same 

place, by simply 

 

breathing the same 

air.  The earth is 

surrounded by our 

 

knowing, and for this, 

love, gives us actual 

ground on which to 

 

do, be and practice 

all of this capacity, so 

given.  Love is not 

 

an algebraic equation 

or a predictive futurity, 

but is how we hold   

 

each other in our arms, 

which is one of the things 

that makes space real, 

 

 

 



yet as indeterminate 

as love's constant 

immeasurability, as well 

 

as time's ambiguity. 

Take these away, 

and there is but 

 

the immediate golden 

present, in which space 

is always somewhere 

 

full of radiance, just as 

the [non-] passage of 

time is our regard for 

 

the love we share with 

the sacred venue of our 

naked expression that 

 

we see one another and in 

this, can feel the full 

marvel of the trace of 

 

love that has made us 

so, the confounding nature 

of our sheer appreciation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 December 2020 

MORE THAN A REFLECTION 

 

 

The architecture of 

love is made of neither 

wood nor stone, but 

 

is made of nothing 

we don't want.  It's 

a cold, wet kind of 

 

'abstract' day that 

when I close my eyes, 

I feel a light rain 

 

inside.  Love is 

weather felt close 

up or dreamt in 

 

the middle distance 

between wakefulness 

and dream.  See  

 

those fluted marble 

columns on all sides 

of the stances we take 

 

in life?  Love is dignity, 

passion, tenderness, 

the percentage of, 

 

shadow in Mother's 

lipsticks, a rim of light 

around the moon, 

 

finding the lost part of 

something, and remembering 

always the proper way 

 

to cross a street. Love  

is not a list.  Like 

the well-oiled underparts 

 

 

 



and couplings that rattle 

beneath a train as it draws 

up to the station, we have 

 

arrived by seizure and a few 

choice words that are 

identical to all we want, 

 

like in the rhythm of blank 

film moving through a movie 

camera that records 

 

what is there, to help 

us know more fully  

what's behind it all, aside 

 

the full confidence, to take 

the likeness of animal 

grace for the gracefulness 

 

in the way it is perceived. 

Kissing the motion of 

your shadow in a dream, 

 

is the same as feeling full 

the luminous pattern you 

touch my heart with, is  

 

the same thing as the moon  

makes in evening, as it rises, 

quietly from deep inside itself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 December 2020 

THE CURE 

 

 

How in gone is to rime 

the night comes in 

the room, as full as  

 

with love as apples 

by doing other things 

too, even when if in 

 

pursuit comes also 

the hindrance of 'having 

to do something of it' 

 

when looking to see 

what is, of the rise 

apart being, no longer 

 

as of anything becomes 

a storm become silence 

is what the present  

 

can't patch over being 

what it's not supposed to 

be doing anyway.  Just 

 

ask Bob.  The narrative 

of itself, in itself, with 

itself, for itself, essentially 

 

'as the same thing as' or 

'when' the issue also is, 

the same thing making 

 

it up inside either or along- 

side what is happening. 

We are together commissioned 

 

to look all around and begin 

to find out while standing 

what it means to look for 

 

 

 



a place to lie down, as if 

the whole thing could be 

make up like gestures 

 

of a white glove with 

a hand in it.  A lifetime is 

said to tell the story of love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM 

 

 

The train's whistle [19:35] reminds me that I can't remember whether I've ever 'franked' a stamp 

before.  Probably the postmaster’s son Ron had when he came back from France with his 

European haircut I marvelled at while still having to hide in my mother's skirts.  The postmaster 

was the kind of man who as a 'real time' adult was to me scary at the time, all the time. He wore, 

like, a sort of invisible 'Puritan uniform.'  Ron looked a lot like George Paris Faunce who was 

always busy trying to learn Mandarin Chinese from a little book at the top of a hilltop gravel 

driveway, with some other young people from university in Manhattan who I suppose it seemed 

at least to me that were all girlfriends and boyfriends with each other which at the time I didn't 

know anything about, personally.  I once bought a second hand leatherbound book, of a pleasant 

size, years ago, about how to learn Mandarin Chinese, to help me by way of George Paris Faunce 

looking so much in my memory like Ron, to wonder whether I would ever have the opportunity 

to 'frank' a stamp in this life time. 

 

 

 

MAGNIFICENT UNMIRRORED IN PART AS ALSO 'WITH' 

 

 

Mindless energy is 

a necessity, as the key  

in each rising star  

 

that being so easy to 

see, will lead one to 

a chance interpretation 

 

of what must remain  

impossible, except to  

realise it's already been 

. 

accomplished.  Or there 

has been 'an outset,' as 

in having then to overlook 

 

the sound of a poem 

when it says it is complete 

like the love between 

 

you and I can never be. 

The completion [of love  

but not the poem] tell 

 



us never to archive our 

feeling for each other's 

love, in, but keep the place  

 

where it happens well- 

swept by sharing the same 

'one broom'].  Solutions 

 

are for constant flowering, 

but this kind of devising 

derives from the same 

 

'mechanical thinking' 

that divides gender by 

way of reproductive 

 

function. But what about 

all those years within 

the context of guilt 

 

when I walked slowly 

the carpet of orange silk 

[along every edge of 

 

spring] where I wondered 

whether if ever I could 

be a lesbian mistress  

 

of some kind of celestial  

formation without having 

to have my genitals switched 

 

or maybe not even touched 

while never letting myself 

become much of anything 

 

but in love with you and not 

have to worry about being 

either a husband or a wife 

 

or the wearer of a watch or 

owner of a yardstick?  I 

needed someone to be [with] 

 

 

 



but not in by way of containment 

'bodily', and then you came 

along, like a sea tide, to surround 

 

me in a way that let me breathe 

as I usually do, a creature 

of deep, slow music [embodied 

 

as a text from which the word 

'progress' had been banished.] 

You were both you, and not you,  

 

as also not 'I' who was neither 

I nor you.  We then were and always 

are, we.  We can breathe easy now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM II 

 

Trying to remember the first time I went into a store alone, probably a drug store, can't remember 

which or where but that being so scared to have gotten inside of some place I didn't know about 

and wanted to run from, but instead went to a back white marble counter and ordered a small 

coffee from someone whose looks or gender I can't remember. It's 02:10 now, so I must have 

been about 17, probably the first time I left the house without Mother after I'd returned, or in that 

case after having already moved north 'to find the source of the chill in my bones'. Time anyway 

makes, no difference in the quantity of feeling. Later there was a rooming house up off the river 

in a nest of sawmills, can't remember the name of the street, or what road Haiki's trailer was off 

of, except when he wasn't home in midwinter I remember sleeping under houses that had no 

basements, or under the porches, of houses, where people who never turned their porch lights off 

lived. That is how I just now, started to think of how much I trembled that first time I went into a 

shop so frightened I couldn't remember what I'd gone in for and bought a small coffee instead, 

which I left on the counter with a dollar because I was too nervous to drink it. 

 

 

 

 

NOW IS NEXT 

 

 

The elevator door still 

dings at every floor 

and the hotel orchestra 

. 

plays on the roof all night 

every day of the week 

except Juma'a. And what 

 

a convenience to live 

next door [in the same  

building, front to back] 

 

to the Azerbaijani Embassy, 

but despite being in  

the middle of the Nile, 

 

never nearly as sweet as 

interlacing fingers with 

you, the Maid of the Mists, 

 

in my dream that has  

a canal with no name, 

[which is one of the many 



 

names for such chambers 

along the boardwalk, 

unnumbered by years 

 

yet in experience with  

them or innocence of them 

rather like arteries in 

 

one's own body in this 

respect], as that we survive 

through finding in words 

 

the meanings in being 

granted more than what 

is possible, as beautiful 

 

as beauty's perception 

of itself, dolphins in Crete  

or the grace of a white  

 

horse leaping into the sea.  

Longing is legerdemain  

as our fingers seek out 

 

what kind of world they 

want their pianos to 

live in. My love for you 

 

is made of a complex set 

of simple fittings readied 

always to connect on sight,  

 

like a fuse that bursts into  

beautiful petals that  

hold together without glue. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM III 

 

 

Time signatures in fragments. By comparison the money Mother spent on helping me afford the 

pretensions involved in real insanity and its institutions in which to find respite and endlessly 

wander hallways and lobbies, the half-way house run by Howard Mental Health behind the rear 

equipment doors of the Flynn Theater, in an impoverishing near- 

neighborhood from where in which an obvious spy story is taking place to the left of the yellow 

light in the window of the house across the street, is refreshing. I never saw there the approach of 

any person of note, especially, as all were or seemed, as I was and remain in the elevated 

aptitude for moonlit moods of perception. Ferns grow along the sidewalk. Mother was in for 

$20,000, and as luck has it, I break down at the peak of Greylock Mountain, and drifting down 

and being towed in for a transmission rebuild on outer Central Avenue in Albany. While waiting, 

I accidentally set my room at the Green Star in the garment district of Aleppo on fire with a 

faulty kerosene heater. The sink drained out on the floor. When in language do mixed tenses 

become both confused yet beautifully flower-like? Now in part is what how it is now, again, still, 

depending on which organs of perception kick in. Things move. It is night. In the streetlight, a 

light rain smokes. 

 

 

 

 

LET MARVELS LIE OPEN TO THE MOON 

 

 

Our lives entwined always  

deliver me to a purchase on  

the love I feel for you, become 

 

its message that, understood 

fully, becomes a contract  

for the full liberty of all that  

 

inheres in the womb of my 

heart. Love gives birth to 

the breath of innocence 

 

inhaled and breathed out 

into the sustenance of 

the constancy of love, 

 

just as my dream of us 

has dollar bills pinned 

inside its gown that on 

 



waking will be gleaming 

leaves from the Tree of Life 

encircling our brows,  

 

our waists and wrists, 

our ankles: We are rooted 

in the underworld that 

 

has, as analog, the celestial 

world of stars that shine 

among the leaves in which 

 

we dress. The glory of 

The Poem will always stand 

with the marvel of love, 

 

as in us each, the heart moves  

with the sweet winds of 

modesty's sure magnificence. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM IV 

 

 

It isn't that 'we're' situated 'within' the collapse of civilisation . . . 'we' ARE the collapse of [a] 

civilisation. If there's difficulty with this broad and very likely over-general statement, it has to 

do with questions surrounding and floating around who 'we' refers to. 'I'd change the subject if I 

were you,' [but I'm not, so I won't] is one implausible but very say-able 'answer' to the 

inexactitude of the 'question' suggested [even as a possible beginning of an answer to, I guess, 

why any such question might, or can, even be asked] yet which nevertheless remains un-posed. 

To favor 'poise' is to try to balance the equation. When this become a way, then a road, and with 

traffic, any destination is not far from resembling, say, the atomic bomb. Perhaps what is meant 

by 'the end of civilisation' is little more than a last-ditch attempt to create 'a level playing field,' 

that is, one tilted always toward [ad]vantage and monied opportunity. 'The lake looks flat.' Right. 

A couple of hundred miles south of here the sidewalks down to the beach get so hot that the 

bottoms of your feet are immediately turned into burn-marks. Tarmac. ['Short for 'tarmacadam'] 

is a road surface material patented in 1901 in the UK. It is an improvement on the surface 

developed in the 1820's by John Loudon McAdam.' 'Improvement' simply means more 

reinforcements. What is 'too much topic' about? [If] things cannot be too simply thought about, 

so, I mean, or 'put' then, what is 'about' about? Love, in truth, can never go beyond the surface it 

encloses. For living motion, is there any way to be added to the common inter-familial 'still-life'? 

We – to go back to the normative pronoun – are forever moved into what is always out-of-place 

to the point of simply being displaced. Good job: We're still here. Beauty is too quick to be 

mourned. 

 

 

 

 

INTEGRITY AND SENSE 

 

 

My offerings to you in 

the name of love can only 

be the whole of my life 

 

as the world spreads out in 

focus kaleidoscopically 

asymmetrical in practice 

 

of memories as a boy riding 

a dark stallion through  

a birch forest, partially blinded 

 

by the sun in the leaves 

and strange how this sensation, 

overwhelming in losing all 



 

sense of direction then is 

now the true substance of 

both beauty and my perception 

 

of it undivided, as you and I 

continue by way of desire, to  

crave the depth of footnoted 

 

music from the viola and cello 

as the thin and polished body 

of our shared instrumentality, 

 

just as our shared gaze so 

gently glows soft and clear, as  

clean and natural as uncut crystal 

 

 

dug from earth modestly and in 

poverty as how gracefully 

I feel above my head, on 

 

the floor of heaven on which 

we stand, in full transubstantiation 

and its excessive actuality, 

 

transhumanised as to you I 

promise forever to hold  

in my heart and give to yours 

 

the beautiful ache of how I 

want you, as I wish you 

wanting to hold us both to 

 

one another and know  

the ways our intelligence feels  

this, and forever answers back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM V 

 

What is felt in fingers when believed that it is they that are the primary attaching element of the 

hand to the wrist, that is to say, as of the movement that widens from capillaries to arteries? The 

flow of a river grows toward gravity, just as the source of flow is what you find when speaking 

backwards, for object to subject and/or the reverse, that is, language will always move against its 

source by moving always away from it in order to develop a more intimate relation. It goes 

something like this: After surgeries I often had to give myself injections in my abdomen in order 

to prevent blood clots in my legs. Poetics learns from the ways it interprets the full perception of 

what a moment ago I started to become prepared to remember what I meant to say, but forgot. I'll 

call you in a week. There is a certain regularity to the way one experiences the operation of 

perception itself, as if it were itself the 'act' it can never be. I suppose there is something 

'predictive' in even the most fundamental difference. 'Tree, tree.' That is, or it is, always 

surprising, or I am always, surprised, at how little surprise there seems to be in cases like this. It 

can always be either and/or both earlier or later than you think on any number of different days 

of the week, and even in the variant time of day of any particular day, were there such a thing in 

which you were not present. There always seems to be, as one awaking from a dream, an element 

of feeling unwashed that nevertheless interconnects the geological to the celestial worlds. It all 

plays out in the same way that enemy tanks could never manage to cross into and beyond the city 

limits of Moscow. Stars shine both night and day. [When was the last time a direct relative asked 

of no one in particular whether the river would ever run out of water?] 

 

 

 

 

FIRST LOVE 

 

 

The hand-out child of 

long ago still wants to be 

given the gift of itself 

 

by another, to another. This  

is the ache and wonder 

of the miracle belief  

 

that love allows and can be 

so interpreted by needing 

words that mean their 

 

saying to be the entire purpose 

of what Fate tells of  

how we live out the fullness 

 

of our desire. All that must be  
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done we find has already 

been made continuously  

 

complete by never leaving it  

as the expense of what  

remains. Overflow is the basis  

 

and ground of how I love you: 

The body of it is what fills 

the holes in our eyes that 

 

see it. In grasping the tenderness 

of love is when feeling  

becomes beautiful talons 

 

of gypsy silver moonlight’s 

bird life shadows, what 

I feel on waking always to 

 

what we together are,  

the tendons of phenomena 

that comfort every part 

 

of what we know of each  

other to be true. Our love is  

final in so far as being fluid 

 

without distraction while 

being joined as each completely 

individual. Love pours 

 

constantly up from where 

we are in all ways emoting 

toward every position of the air  

 

we breathe, as full of starlight  

as the purpose of our together  

calling and asking and being. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM VI 

 

 

A tear as 'an intellectual thing' 

is resemblance of cloudless night sky with moon suggesting actual motion, as 

heart in paradise, mine with yours, how missing you is one way to bind us together 

where 'there' is 'here' and 'when' is 'now,' and 'now,' 'forever' in the movement of the heart as it 

grows eyes able to see our love as a 'third substance' distinct from yet made entirely of you and I: 

We are wrapped in the silk of our scents conjoined. We say what love's truth tells us to, in the 

midst of objective world bliss, singing in our sleep, the clarity of dream makes none but total 

sense, the most beautiful, most poignant, most quietly glamorous as the fullest and most 

powerfully instinctive emotion that releases us in our place from the Book of Knowledge to the 

Tree of Life, for I am the maiden you are, who is the love that is how the force of how grass 

grows higher, climbs my legs like how direct sunlight dispenses shadow, and shadow gives 

definitive edge to sunlight, yet each remains in combination always, working without solution in 

their play with one another, fluent and unfolding, exactly where they touch, there where primrose 

lips begin to flower. 

 

 

 

 

THE BLUE SKY SHADOW WE TOGETHER CAST 

 

 

It's a good idea to let 

people be what they are 

in a way to encourage 

 

each to see what that is 

in an increasing relation 

with whatever others  

 

also know about whatever 

'It' is. There is really 

no such thing as 'inertia' 

 

as when I mouth your  

name, not to hear myself 

voice it [although I do 

 

this too] but simply to 

hear the sound of your 

breathing in order to 

 

 



increase the feeling 

that we are not apart  

in any sense but  

 

whatever can be  

measured as distance, 

which is just silly 

 

to those of us who live  

like the needle and thread 

that in threading  

 

the needle is what  

love is, not then  

and thereafter  

 

'progressing' but 

sensing instead how 

sewing together 

 

things not together 

until making them so 

now, makes us feel. 

 

It's sort of like missing 

your mother by  

wishing you could have 

 

a glass of milk. We 

live always in the certainty 

of an uncertain sort of 

 

beautiful void, where we  

both know we are and sometimes 

say, 'I'm there, too!' 

 

just to make sure that  

what is in our hearts is 

always heard, in colour. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 December 2020 

PRAELUDIUM VII. [THE FRENCH CONNECTION] 

 

 

Probably just a fraction of books written up to now, the approximate halfway or midpoint of my 

lifetime on the shelves and the rest scattered, given away or thrown in the trash, mouse-eaten 

during years of being boxed. Others boxed are probably still extant but I can't remember where. 

Codes by courier, blueprints of classified locations where I'd eventually be operating, time 

schedules for endless secret meetings in a small notebook that now has all its pages glued 

together like a dream. The truth of poetry is that everybody knows nobody knows anything. No 

need to look at what's been written out on the page. We only do it so what we say won't be 

immediately forgotten by ourselves. I never knew haircuts had names until the first time I went 

to a barber, about a year ago. Ever been to Greece? Sure. Sailed the islands in a felucca. From 

across the Black Sea, I hear foghorns in the night, tar hash flatbeds, probably, from Aea 

[Colchis] for a drop in Scythia then the Dardanelles and Lemnos via Greek immigrants come to 

Libya, if Aeneas, and water being what it is, a connection of word roots weaving through Linear 

A, Etruscan and an early language spoken on Lemnos ought to be searched out. What kind of 

haircut did you say I just got? Or, 'what's your name?' 'Whose name is that?' For what?' Never 

trust a man with bangs, ie., whose forehead you cannot see, exemplary Apollo and/or Theseus, 

also. Appearances of themselves have no meaning. The world is by association only with what 

is. Memory without cease happens always in the present. I knew Khomeini when he used to rock 

and roll. 

 

 

 

 

WHERE FRUIT IS RIPEST 

 

 

The proposition of Dante is 

that it is love itself that  

is meaning and [alone]  

 

impels speech. For love, 

speech can never be 

fixed, but as language, 

 

can turn on those who 

believe they posses, rather 

than are possessed by 

 

what for each 'believer' 

is but a 'sign of their own 

lack of meaning' [inability 
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to love.] I can't read  

what is written on the back 

of my birth certificate 

 

even though written in  

English, for it has the attitude 

of always-suspiciously 

 

'neutral' Sweden. Of 

truth's hidden fortune  

of exclusivity, 'cosi gridai 

 

con la faccia levata' and tears 

flowed when I heard [from 

where I know not, for  

 

the sound of it is everywhere 

present] the distant 

yet intimate singing of 

 

children. Love is our territory,  

immutable and unchanging 

yet forever contingent on 

 

the fluidity of its caress  

and the fluency of our 

living voice in continuously 

 

feeling it. We live in 

the paradigm that a single 

truth is the sole axis 

 

on which earth and living 

life turns, totality founded 

on what is forced of 

 

animal sacrifice for which 

the only apology is agreement 

with 'useful' totalities, 

. 

theories of personal identity. 

I refuse all 'rehabilitation' 

for time cannot be regained, 

 

 

 



'never asked a question' as 

who or what speaks such 

ethics of disdain. Seminal 

 

exchange – the river run 

full from heart to heart – 

is now entirely mercantile 

 

in aspect, poisoned by 

faked dimes and authenticities 

made real by lawyers. 

 

I want only kisses on 

the belly of love, and that 

we share bed linens 

 

in which we dream, not 

to worship idolatry, but 

of thickets of blackberries  

. 

or to suck softly from the base 

of honeysuckle flowers, eyes 

a-flame like smooth skin of small  

 

wild pears, and to the sound of  

the sea and scent of salt roses, 

eat only what feels most sacred. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 December 2020  

PRAELUDIUM VIII 

 

 

The surface of the lake where it meets the sky does not form 'a dialectic.' Water and air are what 

they are, not even to say 'objects' which is to halve them by way of 'subject's' absence in relation 

to 'using' the 'things' of the natural world to prop up one or several appointments of the soul's 

intellect by way of 'objective' acts in making what the point of is, that is, to make of novelty what 

as measure surpasses what 

the subject 'measured' used to be [and remains]. Rather like half-brothers Dionysos and Apollon. 

'River, river.' Is the persistent pull of gravity and the constant flow of water toward it, part of any 

argument regarding what it 'means' to be human? Love is the inclusion in itself and of itself all 

the variants it can do nothing but make more of. It all has more to do with deep regard for 

futility, grace and the perfectible, always a possibility, and any number of love's objects to 

accompany the above or any number of other, further, or somehow 'more significant' things and 

sensibilities, most especially never to forget that the base-line of the poetic is no more than each, 

any and all of love's objects, the flowering of stars in the night sky, the orchid, the nectarine, all 

of it. But of course, sensibility is no substitute for consciousness, and can never be so long as 

they are in play, together . . . But freshness of invention [as encountered] is likely to feel better 

than 'purity' [if encountered]. The constancy of inconsistency is, itself, what makes beauty so 

offensive to so many. That is, the street we are given is not to travel on, but to cross. Metaphor is 

problematic always, yet retains the value of reminding, that every gesture we make, is by 

definition, deviant. 

 

 

 

 

BY CONTRAST COMBINED 

 

 

Silence in pure lily 

snow, returned from 

pleasures of watching 

 

moonlight illuminate 

the flakes, or shining 

full between them: 

 

The first discovery has 

always been of 

integration in this way, 

 

initiation being found in  

distance come with  

recognition that this, 
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itself is where intimacy 

is the outward inverse 

of our understanding of 

 

how we want each other 

as the constant 'middle 

voice' where desire, as 

 

the human grasp of 

animal life in the sweet 

turning in dream, is 

 

the tender conflagration 

of true expression as 

the formal joins of soul's 

 

magic attending upon 

love's given, each of 

what we are, to the other, 

 

lovely in expression, as to 

how the ache sighs deep  

within the inner ear, alert  

 

with patience, ready always  

to be heard, to hear how both  

sacred and secular life of  

 

our combined ease is but full  

embrace, circular music made 

together, of vital energies of ecstasy. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 December 2020  

PRAELUDIUM IX 

 

 

The vial is crooked within 'reason' 

and becomes what will remain always unknown within the domain of reason, as this is, the 

embodiment of error that takes one beyond the possibility of what one knew that cannot be 

revisited. 'High life.' Love is the poetry of this in the canon of substance in which 'use' is or 

refuses to be, by using and being, to 'take part.' In this, each has 'a part'... and there is diffidence 

in 'being chosen' and 'choosing' that when together at play, closes the gap of what is 'appropriate 

and legal' 'against' what is free-based authenticity. Can this be 'described' by mere reference to 

habits of how one attempts to 'clear the area' where there is no clear area but as everywhere, that 

needs our effort? We are clear about this. Not, but, as I keep saying, 'star star,' is then, what? 

'Nuptial rites' with the substance of 'not knowing' the vast ambiguous certainty in which we 

know closer our intimate and dear love of 'companions of the kiss.' I got off smack by way of a 

long take-off roll of both, or in acceptance of denial which turned, East, probably, for saltwater is 

my medium and clear, fresh 'neurological' fluidity, 'reason' in fluency, my goal, the world 

perceived as transparency come to meaning and the fullness of how love informs of what best to 

leave, undefined in light of the clarity of it being shares of what life is, rather than to make crap 

of it by psychic association of it as 'use." I want and need to feel love now, by receipt, giving, 

and mutual concern for the relationship of ethics and the actual premises of pleasure and our 

association with them, that the imagination of difference conjoining can never do without. We 

'learn how,' by refusing to learn anything that doesn't show us about the necessity of revealing 

our being to what compels us to love the fullness of its specific aspects, of the whole of all that 

we can be embraced by and embedded in. 

 

 

 

 

DRESS ME IN NIGHT IRIS PETALS 

 

 

At 70, I still thrill at 

anticipation of youth, 

the key words, veiled 

 

in mist, observed 

disciplines of desire 

in both love and poem.  

 

for they are not the same, 

but are compelled by 

the thermodynamic 
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thaw in the heart  

as well the electromagnetic  

bonds of intellect 

 

and discipline that 

clear our minds to make 

our own chaos precise 

 

within wanting nothing 

to do with ignorance 

and everything to do 

 

with feeling, where these 

divided paths in aesthetic 

life come to form the bond 

 

of a life of treason against 

whatever 'morality' thinks 

itself to be. I want for 

 

myself, and us, a life 

that refuses to become 

in habit of withering, 

 

that rejuvenates full 

our senses daily, the pride 

of those preserved against  

 

ruin and for intuition woven  

with instinct, as in loving,  

strain goes, muscles relax 

 

yet recoil on touch, eyes  

grow moist and of the whole 

of fluency, its liquid flows to  

 

the originality of its source, 

true as in the heart, it returns  

us to youth itself, as the beauty  

 

of our innocence breached  

at the frontier of loving,  

forever is in our acts restored. 

 

 

 



20 December 2020 

PRAELUDUIM X 

 

 

Love is conclusive but has nothing to do with 'conclusions.' Light dispenses shadow, while 

shadow cuts light into form. Just keep reading, and it all will appear in the senses that make true 

your presence, that appears to make nature 'natural.' Perceptual organs are what make 'things' 

into the things that they to themselves are, as well as appearing to also be that, as well as any 

number of 'other' things. We live by association between actual objects that can be touched, the 

supreme form of both sensibility and consciousness. That the poem is best sharpened by fingertip 

does not also suggest that pencils should be forgot. Poetry is but to remind that a kiss seals love 

in the act of it, yet resonates when lips part to be 'remembered forever' which means to want 

more of feeling alive while recalling how this has and will be felt for a lifetime. Love is not 

prophetic, but makes the day after tomorrow as inevitable as tomorrow is its preparation. That 

this is 'a practice' does not mean we are practicing 'for' anything. This would induce the obstacle 

of 'hope.' The 'event' of love is, acts in series and of an order that goes in all directions, at the 

same time. The radiance of this is what contains it. The dark form in the sky of a bird in flight is 

the world showing us wings: The constellation of an angel's armpit shows white, in adornment of 

motion, or the still paleness of very early in the morning, as the celebration is how, just as water 

floods over a road, I am unable to keep my subject still. 

 

 

 

 

FOR SHADOW CUT INTO LIGHT WE WEEP 

 

 

Moon up, sky clear, cold 

air feels warm through 

a crack in the window. 

 

'Within senses' means 

between worlds, intellect 

and heart, two radios 

 

in different rooms, tuned 

to the same station, 

never in sync, but always 

 

'almost' so you can hear 

difference in signal 

power, tuning, reception. 

 

Our love in not separable 

and fires our blood to 

the multiples places that 
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belong in this as we, 

together, form continents 

from the chaos, we are 

 

a geological event, made 

millions of years ago, 

visible to us each, true 

 

to its event that belongs 

and brings our desire into 

focus, so that the next 

 

day can be and is brought 

into being. Words mean 

something about how 

. 

meanings of words  

change always when  

they don't. Our hearts 

 

have permission to be 

consumed by desire, 

and to consume by 

 

the same fate's will, 

its sacred presence in 

the thin layer of air – 

 

like the initiation of 

skin – alone between 

us, as within, or 'in 

 

and out of doors,' fire 

turns all into our selves 

inevitably combined, 

 

half-earth, half-sea, 

luminous of form that 

cannot behave 'like' 

 

nature, for they are, 

as we are, 'it', like birds  

summoned into song 

 

 

 



for the asking, that we 

never be free of words, 

as our bodies, made fluid  

 

by love. Fluency is how we  

weep, that in order to feel always, 

waist-high in the fountain. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 December 2020 

NO SWEETER JUNCTURE THAN 

 

 

I'm not the person I 

was or 'used to be' until  

that person evaporated 

 

into a Magellanic 

Cloud: Always look 

beyond the Milky Way 

 

to 'see' your self, 

and in a deserted room to 

'find' yourself as 

 

a simple task since 

there, 'you' might be the only 

'thing' in the room, 

 

which suggests you'll 

be so all pervasive 

that you won't be able 

 

to recognise yourself for  

there being 'too many' of 

you, like on the boardwalk, 

 

for with persons dependent 

on bathing suits when 

it comes to fluency, I have 

 

never been relieved. Poetry 

is a matter of being  

despondent for having 

 

to wear cufflinks while taking 

a bath because there is 

just 1/2 cm of water 

 

to 'fill' the tub, so one must 

'stay dirty' and drink the water 

to relieve the depression 
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the lack of it has made 

'what is' of everything. Only I  

can qualify to be what 

 

I am for there are no  

qualifications but by 

living the smell of  

 

rising in the air with spring, 

which I can sense now, 

here, from December. 

 

I am not the prophetic 

type. I am a woman 

of the women in the room 

 

of perpetual emergence, 

place-less in place by  

being in perpetual motion 

 

of random elements only 

the homeless can read, 

a house afire, not a house 

 

but the steep place in tall  

grass when climbing without  

cease, as one can become 

 

the mistress of, surviving  

in the living growth of, what  

we together, are the marks of. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 December 2020 

OF ALL NEARLY ENTIRELY ALMOST IMMORTAL 

 

 

Why dream still of 

'perfected humanity' 

when hunger rages 

 

without justice, or 

justice raves to starve 

who do not obey 

 

or wish redemption 

from what ordered 

sacrifice leaves behind 

. 

for jackals, frightened 

there won't be enough 

of what, that can't be 

 

predicted but in pieces 

overwhelmed at each time, 

can be fully loved, neither  

 

true nor false, but warm, 

the same but different, 

beloved in outward feeling 

 

the heart that lives 

the whole of what  

quantity is, or the sheer 

. 

substance of it: Can 

we not feel the beauty of it 

together, all together, 

 

whose personal relation 

to it become fire, vibrant 

of silk flowing hereness 

 

where we live, a finger 

tasting the sweet 

intelligence of a single 
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water lily petal? I am 

a dark primrose at the left  

edge of your garden, please,  

 

to see difference freed  

into words, same as forever 

touching each part in  

 

trembling, and in feeling 

as birdsong climbs tree-limbs 

always, the entire evening long. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 December 2020 

LIKE CHILDREN ON HORSEBACK 

 

 

What I need is to 'be 

want' without knowing 

anything but it as myself 

 

as well 'its' object which 

some would say is 'my' 

subject, but what's with 

 

all these 'possessive  

cases' so untrue, when 

considered as 'a discipline' 

 

in relation to 'an original 

ethic'. The 'first home' 

is, where you are and who 

 

is with, and 'adjacent' to,  

one's shared way of speaking 

in 'a perpetually excavated 

 

poetic tongue' which itself 

constitutes a city of music 

in the soul aligned with, yet 

 

going always against earth's 

magnetic core, whose power 

carries us out to what we 

 

come together to be, in all  

ways, as indescribable as full 

love's 'illiterate peripheries,' 

 

principled by feeling this to 

be so as determinative, as 

nature is the multiplicity of  

 

a singular invitation to feel 

the whole of reality as it 

then, to us, presents itself. 
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25 December 2020 

EVEN THE DARK WINDOW WHISPERS IT 

 

 

There's no 'surmise' in 

the natural world, the waters 

of the flood simply rise  

 

higher than anyone thought 

possible, except those overcome 

by the desire that is its source. 

 

From desire is what loyalty of 

love is built, where nothing 

of mere 'wanting' can pervade 

 

what has already been determined. 

The poet's ration of mental vision 

combined with instinct surpasses 

 

the compulsion to emerge in  

ceremonial 'marriage' by way 

of total immersion in all 'unity' 

 

related to the present that is 

forgotten and has been forgotten 

by any concept of destiny. 

 

There ain't no cake to cut. 

To be is to take up with 

bohemian manners that 

 

know that pleasure can't 

be quantified or even easily 

identified, except by deviance 

 

in all things, Pavlova in 

1922, or in the irreducible 

presence true love has 

 

no choice but to take 

the path of, in full sensuality 

totally involved in the study 
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of movement as 'ethical 

knowledge', thus in verse, 

also, the codification of 

 

natural inclination performed 

as a 'non-solar' musical scale 

heard in ancient Athens, in  

 

the present moment. I'm in  

love with you, simply, in sweet  

relation and no fixed meaning  

 

forever, in full embrace felt  

inevitably as how high cumulous  

reflect ambiguously on the surface 

 

of the lake we together dream, 

as palms touch, forever, desirous,  

golden, intelligent enough to  

 

know that honey comes from 

flowers, through a mounting,  

interlocking musical tower of bees. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 December 2020 

STANDING ALL NIGHT IN YOUR DOORWAY 

 

 

Love climbs itself, as 

the substance of 

a mountain does, where 

 

geology allows, and grows 

into more of itself, yet 

becomes more focused, 

  

while spreading its touch 

over the whole landscape 

of all things known to have 

 

had a mother as a lover  

whose children would become 

so [and/or not]. I came 

 

upon my own sense of 

what belovedness is, when 

lying back on a ridge 

 

above the tree line I saw 

in the evening, how, 

stars embedded in the night 

 

sky as how mica or garnets 

in a granitite slab, glittering 

like beads of sweat, or teardrops 

 

in the mist that was now 

descending, were brilliant 

messages: I love you 

 

like the finch I once upon 

a time became, was and still 

am: Yellow apples in the tree 

 

that are also the lobes of my 

brain, the chambers of  

my heart that have been 
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fashioned by vocabularies 

always with us, in surprise  

shaped by the very things we  

 

know how best together 

to speak of, do with, desire 

as, and by love see each 

 

of these and each other, 

in vision always doubled,  

as lovers of birds and birds  

 

ourselves, the one among them 

that love spots, in  

the treetops or simply walking  

 

on the ground always full  

from the start, in the underworld 

exchange of feeling that  

 

drove in beauty the marvellous  

nature of inevitability, as our  

love requited, each new day new. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

27 December 2020 

SAVVY 

 

 

Love is fulfillment in 

the splitting and restoration  

of the phases of 

 

the moon in each  

period of itself, as lines 

of poetry subtly 'are 

 

changed' [yet do not 

themselves change] in 

a mysterious peace 

 

that guides us as 'romantic 

nomads' always, 'in place, 

everywhere of our going  

 

through the life of constant 

coming together' ready 

to step into a 'third stage' 

 

after reception of 'a world 

of deep feeling' that is 

almost immediately 

 

overwhelmed by under- 

standing [identifying with]  

it, as a privatised aesthetic 

 

appreciation. At threshold 

of stage three is the creative 

integration of how 'falling in 

 

love' is both beautiful and a loss 

in acceptance through 

the loyalty to what otherwise 

 

'is' missing, its kisses being 

the signs in exchange of 

constant flux and a celebration 
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of the solid permanence 

of things, and modest 

appreciation of 'what is' 

 

that provides opportunity to 

know we have work to do, 

and, what it is. What other 

 

place is there for we who 

are lovers of making space 

come alive through time 

 

as images of what and how 

this love builds. We wear  

crowns of violets grown from 

 

the same root system, our 

nervous system, the celestial 

pattern of movements of 

 

stars. Justice for an ethical 

human, can be nothing but 

feeling the flow of living  

 

in 'this' world, not one  

imagined, but one in which 

imagination arrives to  

 

expand the limits of what 

we are already in, but 

don't yet know: For this 

 

we are perfectly identical,  

and not: Our love is, to 

itself, for us, just as our 

 

work with the materiality 

of language is different, 

yet rimes of each other  

 

with how we feel about 

what, together, we are. 

'[This] glorious body 

 

 

 



cannot but be the mortal 

body itself ... [It] is as if 

something hovered over  

 

us' [the shimmering 

fulfillment of feeling  

liberated to and within 

 

the flow of love, fragile, 

strong and new], 'something 

like a halo [in full] glory.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 December 2020 

'FOREVER' BROUGHT TO BLOSSOM 

 

 

When it came time to 

[try to] 'learn to read,' 

one of the first things 

 

that remains still clear 

'is that' each word, each 

syllable, each letter of 

 

every word was a universe 

in itself, so that any or all or no 

'way' they were combined, 

 

their tribute was to no 

reference or readability beyond 

what it could be made to 

 

'sound like,' that is, the sound 

is incomparable, so  

can't be 'learned' before it is 

 

sounded out. Love comes 

through the pores of my skin 

and the openings of 'my' 

 

perceptual organs like both 

the 'double twilight' of 

every day, and the 'constant' 

 

[yet a-habitual] voices upon  

the air, of the singing of 

children 'yet to come.' From 

 

there, a stance in the present, 

what comes first, the future 

or the past? What now does 

 

forgetting to learn how to 

whistle 'feel' like? My love 

for you is of what I can 
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present [v.] to you in  

the timeless sphere we 

can think of as love's 

 

presence [n.]. Let us praise  

the sheer appreciation 

of these two coming 

 

together, as we do. As 

to deviance, doesn't it just 

mean 'variation'? Can we  

 

nor forget 'the norm'? Does 

not love like all its variant 

arts come into being through 

 

such multiple sources as 

imitation, inversion, augmentation 

[and such joys inevitably 

 

found in the common work 

of housekeeping? It matters 

little by compare, but to 'take  

. 

my hand,' for the gift  

and giving of pleasure need  

not be 'endured' but must 

 

be of 'a 'withness' of the body,' 

the fugal array, design 

and structure of the petals  

 

of the Rose, so architectonic 

'by previous arrangement' 

or as the genome of world 

 

creation as love, the endless 

feeling that realises itself 

as our primal element, that 

 

in its serene vitality is ever- 

lasting, as the heart cannot help 

folding, unfolding, refolding. 

 

 

 



WE SPEAK WITH VOWS OF 'THE FREELY TAKEN' 

 

 

 

To imagine one whose 

memory cannot retain 

what 'meant' means now 

 

that past tense has been 

removed to the rediscovery 

'of' a future 'in' a future not 

 

based on 'experience' but 

the essential thing of 

'sensation' exemplar of 

 

'private' language is through 

fact that nothing else moves 

with it and can only be 

 

completed in a fortunately 

unverifiable way: We know 

what is meant by saying 

 

we understand what we 

mean by it in the constant 

present. Love in this sense 

 

cannot surpass itself: It 

goes on forever by way of 

motion that never moves 

 

but to differ in its own  

limits eternally familiar 

with its expanding bounds 

 

is [what] can never be part  

of 'the language mechanism' 

it is the source of. I suppose 

 

I was forced to learn English 

for being born late in 

a British imperial circumstance. 

 

 

 



I fell in love with you exactly 

because moonlight can  

do no harm, while lifting up 

 

to that as ever wants you  

through dream to waking  

and back. Joy in love  

 

reduces the indifference of  

each day's double twilight by  

not becoming moral. Our 

 

consequent nature 

will be always composed 

by shared elements of 

 

self-realisation. When 

you count your life 

backwards through 

 

the spindly birch  

and spots of life on 

the forest floor, it is 

 

a simple matter to 

see that you are seeing 

in your perception, 

 

the full substance of  

love, and that you no 

longer need the spare  

 

key to the outdoor toilet 

at the ranger's station. 

Biological requirements 

 

and need of natural aptitude 

tell all. No one ought 

need 'capitalist employment' 

 

for proof. There is no proof 

not also faithless. Only real  

love is steady and can hold. 

 

 

 



29 December 2020 

IN PERMEATION OF ALL RELEVANT FACT 

 

 

From the lower middle 

classes, with its doors 

unable to be shut, weeping  

 

on the moon's reflection 

in rain-washed streets, 

half-woman, half-man, 

 

off-spring of when  

before the Norman 

conquest through from 

 

Greeks migrated from 

Arcadia, and as offspring of 

the first King of Wales, 

 

desire still climbs my 

legs. How could I have 

accepted anyone else's 

 

half-measure except to 

surrender to where excess 

was forbidden, yet practiced 

 

nor could accept none my 

being but yours, as so 

early on heard footsteps 

 

across the ceiling, and that 

to know there were floors 

above, all family mirrors 

 

taken from me by my own 

dereliction, wandered Rome. 

My lips are red. I know it 

 

through traffic grooved 

to follow its own headlights 

out on route 9, elder now 
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in love still and always 

with you, known by freshets 

of my own weeping joy. 

 

It is bad to begin life 

doomed, and loved, to be  

bettered 'veiled in mist' 

 

toward truth in the young, 

and the possibility of 

contradiction converted, 

 

the new key to old words 

cloaked still of madness 

and poverty, and mildew 

 

smell from old Navy pea- 

coat in my closet that 

I cannot throw away. I 

. 

have everything to do  

with having been kempt 

in ignorance, and this 

 

I cannot allow myself to 

forget. I will be taken in by  

your beauty instead, for its  

 

disciplines are of skill, not  

harsh, but of mastering finally,  

in full opposition to convention,  

 

by way of our human instrument  

of feeling for love, full music  

in the way of total abandon. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 December 2020 

RAIN IS NAKED ONLY WHEN IT RAINS 

 

 

I look into the dark 

window glass at night 

that can show nothing 

 

but a reflection of 

interior space. Trees 

outside on the other 

 

side of the street 

are as green-leaved 

as my imagination  

 

that they can have 

leaves at all in winter, 

or that the living 

 

have a life outside 

of the one I make up 

for them, for both 

 

are 'natural' and all 

things natural are 

deviant, or deviate 

 

from what they 

suppose themselves 

to be, as in nature,  

 

all things derive 

from the names we 

give to what  

 

forever surrounds us, 

that also have 

a name that does 

 

not and cannot 

equivocate, for there 

is no ambiguity 
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in the world love 

makes, that is, 'this is 

it' : words as things 

 

that are the names 

for things other 

than the words 

 

themselves, 'must 

be [somehow] 

the same things 

 

as things.' Love 

'changes' each of us 

into the estimable 

 

patterns you and I 

each alone and when 

together, always 

 

are. 'Things' don't 

'change,' except 

via expansion, 

 

and contraction  

of 'that' kind of 

matter. But this:  

 

'To imagine a language 

means, to imagine 

a form of life.' 

 

At the heretic's 

club, [the human 

body] these words 

 

break forth:  

The experience of 

wonderment 

 

before the existence 

of the world 

made new with 

 

 

 



words, is thus 

experienced as 

a miracle, whose 

 

most direct 

expression defines 

what the existence 

 

of language is [for]: 

The search for  

'ethos' as to what 

 

the poet is faithful: 

All that is first 

in mind, a word  

 

at a time, daily 

yet unformed as 

the unpresupposable 

 

community of  

desire, faithful to 

the immemorial 

 

as, 'voices upon 

the air,' and to 

love itself, that 

 

by which we are 

divided, so to 

come together 

 

always more  

completely, the full 

flowering of 

 

the most intimate 

petals of love's 

longest lasting Rose. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



31 December 2020 

BLUE SKIES 

 

 

As day flows timelessly 

through dusk, to 

night's stars, so we 

 

seek for what we 

together, twinned by 

the same flow, come 

 

to know each other's 

estuaries, as we twine 

with their flow to make  

 

from them our visibility  

of one another's love,  

so poised, incalculable  

 

yet composed, the tidal 

mouth where we as tides 

meet the constant stream 

 

of the free connection to 

the open sea. There is 

sweetness in the fragrant 

 

wood of saplings bending 

with the wind, as love 

is the sap-wood around 

 

the heart that knows 

entire the ambiguity of 

its changeless feeling 

 

unambiguously, that it 

stay with the flow  

by insisting that it be 

 

so. Human will has 

no purpose but to give 

love a place to happen, 
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that has neither beginning 

nor end, and is not 

a narrative that can be 

 

in any sequence, without 

that we tell the 'story' 

of the narrative as if time 

 

were but how the way 

time synchronises its endless  

passage by staying 

 

in motion is our lifetime.  

That we 'have' everything is 

that this miracle music 

 

is, to us, obvious in  

the way it brings trust  

to its 'being' in us. 'Mella,  

 

mella peto / in medio  

flumine' [Ovid], just as we  

are, seeking always 

 

golden honey in the middle  

of the stream, being us ever 

both honey and its stream. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

1 January 2021 

FULL RECEIPT 

 

 

How does one know? 

[Which one?] But  

all believe they possess 

 

in 'fractional belief' 

all of whatever 'it' 

refers to. No 'tract' 

 

can tell any portion of 

what is, but by relation 

and proportion. That 

 

love may be proposed 

as the meaning that 

impels speech, is to  

 

give love a purpose 

it never asked for, 

'too much like the often 

 

worthless effort work 

too easily can become,' 

not 'a giving' but as 

 

an attempt to remove 

what love remains  

always free of, all 

 

effort but that which  

is honest exchange 

and in 'true saying.' 

 

Narrative like love is 

a means to grasp 

'some true thing,' 

 

that need not be 

apparent all at once. 

All loving moves, 

 

 



and, all things in 

relation move with it, 

and just as everything 

 

can't be told at once, 

what then is 'necessary' 

[as, what then does 

 

anyone 'need to know'?] 

We already possess  

and share the order of 

 

minutiae and rhythm/ 

image ordinance we 

are part of: Love  

 

celebrates the true 

order of syllables: As 

how something occurs 

 

as it is, as language 

occurs, and love: 

there is no contradiction 

 

or paradox in this 

[as this we must leave 

to the natural world, 

 

which provides  

'objective correlatives' 

through which to 

 

bring meaning that 

works against itself: 

Nonsense.] That all 

 

things occur as they 

are, is the skin by 

which we may identify 

 

the world, just as 

the way love occurs, 

both singular of itself 

 

 

 



and joined immeasurably 

with all that naturally 

compels us to embrace it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 January 2021 

WITH OUR OWN EARS AND EYES 

 

 

From earliest vocables 

to their assemblage 

into the gorgeous 

 

errors that remain  

to compose the middle 

sections of the radiant 

 

history of the heart – 

which is full and has 

no more history than 

 

what I know from youth 

as Greek American Chinese 

hoo-doo dreams in 

 

the tall grass by the river – 

is that I am in love 

with you in the present 

 

pre-sleep slumber party 

with dream decided 

for me by a bright moon 

 

reflected in the canal, 

like a caress. What I 

want is where you are, 

 

as apparent as your being 

here, as the Venus of 

luminous substance, human 

 

warmth and of sexual 

perception, its beauty 

as if you had brought 

 

into being, of light- 

coloured birds singing  

as they emerge 

 

 

 



from night mist, almost 

golden in the streetlamps 

and the resolute confirmation 

 

that love, to our poet's 

ration, is both overwhelming, 

and just the right amount. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 January 2021 

THROUGH THE EXCESS OF OUR DELIGHT 

 

 

To 'keep things on  

track,' is parallel to 'stay 

in your place' in 

 

order to believe, in 

what? Or just in order 

to believe there are 

 

'tracks' and 'places' 

to stay on or in that 

are meant to keep up 

 

'standard fictional 

apparatus' which  

can never be deviant 

 

sufficient for syntagmatic 

elementals to take 

up what is necessary 

 

to strengthen the prime 

element of love, as 

for example, the only 

 

sense true enough not  

to be confused by 

complex structures 

 

of emotion and intellect, 

is in its embrace, 'what 

is happening' can be 

 

known forever as 

the anterior state before 

revelation, whose 

 

comprehension draws 

us each into the relaxed 

state of the positive 
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stress of poetic composition 

as it relates to bodily 

desire, of love: No one 

 

can survive without love 

and its poetic combined, 

our 'gold machine' that 

 

the normative world thinks 

is merely idiosyncratic. 

But we are the thick 

 

stem of the gourd-vine 

through which Jonah 

discovered the elemental 

 

power to act, as we also 

to 'be,' 'human,' realising also 

the directionless of 

 

the situation and substance 

also at hand, the full 

presence of which is 

 

the love through which 

nothing can go lost. 

I get angry when others  

 

try to convert me to  

an entropic 'world view,' 

strapped in by boundaries 

 

not of our own choosing. 

That people just don't 

know, will never prevent 

 

us honoring and loving 

and living full out, what 

neither of us can ignore. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 January 2021 

BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON 

 

 

It's all a dream of  

substance, dreamt in 

the substance it's 

 

the dream of, the real 

substance of daily  

life, and of angel life, 

 

our love life and life's 

true living. The celestial 

ocean revolves around  

 

our bellybuttons. I used 

often to find I had been 

eliminated from my own 

 

life, but I stopped doing 

this by preventing it 

being done to me. I 

 

eliminated in me  

the will to live in habit, 

and probably can't 

 

even do it anymore. 

The pure intensity of love  

is in every place where  

 

water, air and earth are 

all cotangent, and fire 

involves active protest 

 

that the homeless shelter 

has been shut down,  

and at the same time 

 

hearing the chanting 

in Tibet that never stops, 

combined with children's 
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voices upon the air. It's 

impossible for love 

to cease endlessly organising 

 

innocence: We can only be 

who and what we are by 

doing this constantly 

 

together, that is, we cannot 

extend ourselves beyond 

our limitations, but our 

 

limitations can be extended 

from within. To want all 

and everything, even being 

 

thought queer or a deviant 

for insisting on an open 

society, free of restraint 

 

and coercion: I want to  

come home to my proper  

abode with you, when  

 

you and I both continue  

to recover the dark [sexual] 

side of 'change' by being 

 

what we are to and in 

each other by way of 

giving and receiving 

 

kisses not domestic, not  

analytical and certainly not  

dark, but made of the inversion  

 

of Reason by which our offerings  

in love and imagination are how  

full luminescence will prevail. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



SHORT BUT SWEET 

 

 

No matter what we make our Art  

from or of or with, is that it is all  

pervasive in effect without 'cause,' 

decided by all that is outside us,  

including ourselves in a strong  

psychological inversion that  

makes the world nothing but all  

that is and everything that happens,  

as known by our individual perceptual  

apparatus and a full dose of a life- 

time of love to make things and our  

relation to them, deviant, the poetic 

of being moved 'here' as its narrative  

flowers also eternally 'in other regions.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



5 January 2021  

WHERE THINGS BELONG 

 

 

We have our function 

as real beings come 

magical excess, is to 

 

produce an overflow 

of voices from we know 

not where, that must be 

 

remembered. The forms 

of our bodies are love's 

dictation that discloses 

 

what can happen within 

a range of possibilities  

for which we are chosen, 

 

out of which we chose 

each other and the whole 

context each, as a part of 

 

the new whole, an ecstasy 

never-ending, that gradually  

become the circlet of violets 

 

at the entrance to the world 

we are responsible for main- 

taining as increase of desire 

 

to perceive only those local 

and cosmic elements that 

are contingent as nature 

 

is, to all the ways of making 

love, which fully constitute  

the whole motion of the entire  

 

poem as it embraces our 

composition of it, to stabilise 

our internal permutations 
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of who we believe we are, 

and the world, golden in all 

the places we impart to one 

 

another, the elements made 

into the sensibility of us  

in each other's image 

 

having stepped out of 

the words of a poem, fully 

kissing each other's  

 

image as star light does, 

a thousand times, from our  

brows to the tips of our toes. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 January 2021  

IT AIN'T NO ACCIDENT 

 

 

The deities of living 

water let down their hair  

and move, with 

 

inevitable gravity, as. 

the first must pass for  

the rest of everything 

 

to follow 'the loving  

shadow of the riverbed' 

whose flowing syllables  

 

we love. And now, in 

the apple grove where 

our hearts beat, is  

 

our altar: A light  

wind through the apple 

boughs and leaves, 

 

here, where in love, all 

is like to a sky full of 

roses, and our trembling 

 

repose rises with 

the grassland across 

the street, strewn 

 

with the growth of wild- 

flowers, clover, violets,  

as, we breathe the sweetness 

 

of Stars of Bethlehem 

and white trillium at  

forest's edge. A boy 

 

and a girl lay down 

on the earth, to be 

covered with the scent 
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of pollen weeping, to have 

found its home, as  

my ancestors, asleep in my  

 

throat, rise to flower 

at my lips, and beyond this 

flood of love, blush without  

 

name, and no need of, but  

to feel, my lady and me, we 

often do the same things right. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



7 January 2021 

BEHELD 

 

 

The breeze at the window 

if chill, of gentle flow 

as you and I together, 

 

fundamental in apprehension 

of incalculable fantasies 

that attend us, to 'glorious 

 

marvels, of space' where 

angelic life intervenes  

in accord with our allowance, 

 

which is itself angelic, 

astonishment, its shimmering 

gloss of alphabets, that 

 

we may have words of  

love to speak to one another, 

cotangent with deep feeling. 

 

But also for that, not fantasy 

but the real eternity that 

thrives with the material 

 

world and earthly love, 

where 'how I want you,' is 

the rivercourse where 

 

the flow runs, shimmering 

world's bliss in a spray 

of new flowers of new light 

 

snow that makes you  

a maiden, drifting down 

and melting on my lips. 

 

I'm the guy that is in our 

life for good. I may not 

be the one you or I ever 
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thought to occupy the office 

of this loveliness, but 

I was driven by desire for 

 

you from birth, to discover 

your flow and form and the name 

by which I could know  

 

and call you close: I turned 

naturally into your love for me, 

and understood the alphabet 

 

as a magic incident, too, 

and the only beauty that as 

poets we can appreciate in 

 

full sense ... the gypsy moon's 

long silvery tresses let down 

to give lovers the grace to 

 

fill each other with their own 

favorite colours, tenderly 

[through the pores, and in 

 

every place embraced] 

and never 'seem to' be 

but in your arms at last, 

 

my life encircled by yours 

as yours by mine, and too  

many personal pronouns. 

 

It is about the embrace, 

itself, from the first, even on 

the Sabbath, each one first 

 

and final, but these forever 

as a cycle, of murmuring into 

the warmth behind your ear. 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 



8 January 2021 

A LIFE OF CONTINUOUS CLIMAX 

 

 

Moonlight unfolds in 

the midnight foliage 

of the underworld 

 

dream of how it comes 

to be itself, an intense 

attraction to 'what is 

 

underneath,' like feet 

arguing with the chaos 

of blankets to keep  

 

from chill. I am  

the woman of the black 

nightgown that rises, 

 

crepusculum vesperatim 

to cover the colour world 

of birds as they gather 

 

over Byzantium in 

the celestial pattern 

by which each of us 

 

is navigated through 

our dream, the substance 

of love as thin as 

 

'music upon the air' 

and as beautiful as 

the distant sound of 

 

children singing,' as 

the pursuit of love is to  

tenderly wear the full 

 

garment of it, to be 

the sensuous night silk 

that shows the shape 
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of our human form 

thus made resplendent 

of mystery combined 

 

as truth by intellect 

and beauty by feeling 

the luminosity, real in 

 

throbbing and imagined 

full within the dream 

in which nothing is 

 

missing. Kissing is 

lovely always, as what 

we come to know about 

. 

the relationship between  

song and the mouths 

of birds. Your face 

 

vibrating in my pupils 

become emotion of 

the highest lyric intensity 

 

into life's order of  

immeasurable degree, 

the passion of which  

. 

is lovely, of innocent 

substance that can be 

touched and formed. 

 

The places I grew up 

are all on fire, that is, my  

memory is transfigured 

 

by the heat of being 

continually transhumanised: 

Let us ever in love 

 

switch places, each being 

a field of new wheat 

strewn with small blue,  

 

 

 



wildflowers, one field 

of and on the earth, 

the other, celestial whose  

 

grain is stars as both have 

the scent of fermentation,  

and as we switch places  

 

every 28 days [or 50, for  

number matters only in  

the rhythm and rime  

 

of how our syllables fall] 

it makes no difference 

which is which, for all is  

 

of the organism of love,  

distinguished by our being always  

in its intimacies, face to face. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 January 2021 

ALL MORNING LONG 

 

 

The perspiration under 

my eyelids, visions 

of mist early every 

 

morning, always, as 

with being bathed in 

moonlight, and under it, 

 

naked now and grown 

unafraid to graze through  

thigh-high tall grass  

 

in the golden fields  

across the street. You 

carry the full enchantment 

 

for which my heart turns 

inside-out, and gives me 

my own desire, in which 

 

you are the major part. 

Wind blows through 

tree limbs, and your 

 

arrival impels me to 

imagine you have  

done so, just as you 

 

have, and your presence 

with me is that we are 

clustered as a pattern 

 

of fresh air moving  

between droplets of  

a light rain, so that  

 

our love might water 

small flowers in May, 

greeted by trees raising 
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their limbs in welcome. 

Beauty is leaving footsteps 

in wet grass. I dream 

 

of being held by you, 

gathered all within 

and around you, as 

 

water within water 

in the river, flowing 

together as single 

 

organism, and as 

I feel your touch, 

lightning strikes my 

 

shoulder. Heat lightning 

is who we are, as 

luminous as never parting, 

 

a luxury inherited from 

the stars: How can we 

help what breeds within 

 

our intertwining narrative? 

Better to refuse and let it 

all go where it may, by 

 

holding each other to 

the full, as our love slowly 

turns into milk solids 

 

and your breathing  

turns into whispers 

brought as sea-tides 

 

upon the shores of 

Chios. Fire lilies grow 

through the spaces 

 

between path stones, 

like the words in my mouth 

your kisses all unseal. 

 

 

 



10 January 2021 

JERUSALEM 

 

 

If 'performed' as a gesture handed down  

of 'feeling deeply' the poetic 'rehearsal' will,  

like the Lamb or any preparation for any 'beyond' will by slain by its own generation, divided 

continuously, where we will get 

comfort in Beulah, without the challenge of trying NOT to seize our love's inmost form  

but to let it flow as waters within waters where entropy is reversed to the quantity that can 

stand against the Samsara the Garden 

became in the conflict between Acts of 

Kindness vs Divine Vision making Eternal Sleep what happens to anyone who tries to live their 

dream without forming its real substance. 

 

 

[1 

To continue, Zeno had weak legs and was especially fond of figs, both fresh and dried. 

Some associate Zeno with being a Cynic, in part based on Zeno's dislike of crowds, yet he,failed 

his master Crates' test of carrying his lentil porridge through a public space, illustrating his 

inability to embrace the shamelessness that the Cynic life calls for. 

Sphaerus' response to being fooled by wax 

pomegranates, saying that he had never given his assent to them being actual pomegranates, but 

it was 'probable' that they MIGHT be pomegranates, which relates directly to the Stoic theory of 

knowledge, and what it is to assent to anything.] 

 

 

[2 

Remembering that Walter Benjamin wrote in an essay on Baudelaire, 'Spleen is a bulwark 

against pessimism.' To quote another more modern Cynic [and also anti-pessimist philosopher], 

E.M. Cioran, 'Eternity is rot, and God a carrion which the human worm feeds on.' American poet 

Edward Dorn [1929-1999] has it that sensibility is no substance for consciousness [this is of 

particular note in the above poem 'Jerusalem']. 'Cleanliness is next to Godliness' but purity alone 

is no match for freshness of invention. Negentropy in its intervening aspect is what alleviates 

Samsara, and is why its manifestation of new Beauty is such an offence to so many. Every 

gesture we dare make is by definition deviant. (This section of notes are essentially a rewriting of 

a commentary on Skip Fox's collection of poems 'For To' [2008]).] 

 

 

[3 

Zeno claimed that he had written his 'Republic' on the tail of a dog, suggesting that the 'dog' in 

this case is Crato himself, called 'the dog' because he is a Cynic. 'Cynic' derives from the name of 

the gymnasium Kunosarges ['white dog,' probably s reference to the star Sirius] where 

Antisthenes taught his followers – who were called 'Kunikos', which means 'dog-like.] 
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FOR LOVING ALWAYS THE ROAD GOES OPEN 

 

 

Your beauty is somehow 

Belgian, yet extends 

far beyond the need for 

 

a national identity,  

and your luminescent 

intellect comes naturally 

 

and with total honesty 

and no need for the usual 

reptilian chemicals 

 

that masque the true 

nature of desire, enclosed 

within the love you have 

 

to give. Given the similarity 

of our poetics and the way 

our dreams intertwine,  

 

and find their way into  

shared and waking hours, 

it is not surprising to 

 

find our love in the simple 

form of flowering circlet 

crowns of budding blue 

 

flowers, or a tea rose 

pendant you might wear 

at breakfast, after being  

 

taken up into the celestial  

world of dream, made of 

a moon in white leotards 

 

against a background of 

black satin calf jodhpurs 

[I don't know what they are, 

 

but they sound good in 

a poem] and for compensation, 

rarely knowing what day 



it is. Well, I'm not 'that' 

guilty, of what? [We grow 

up in this manner 

 

and must dispense with 

adolescence and learn of 

the ways of new love  

 

the keep our combined  

beauty, tender, sharp 

and true.] My love calls  

 

you to beauty, and you  

respond with enchantment. 

Mother lied that adversity 

 

can be a good thing, as 

sometimes, it is. With 

you, each single founding 

 

event is invested with divinity 

of perception. Your eyes are so 

beautiful, they are as yet 

 

like amber unfound in 

the bedchamber of both you  

and your vision's liquidity  

 

in moonlight. To love  

and cherish all you are, I kiss  

these unfound stones. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



11 January  

LOVE SUTRAS WOVEN OF SILK 

 

 

Silken is the night, 

and the threads of 

light that pierce it at 

 

dawn silken also, as 

silken is the world 

mantra unsurpassed, 

 

the silken interior 

lining of the heart, 

and of our love, its 

 

lining equally woven 

of silk, silken is qualities 

as silk fabric drawn 

 

over your face reveals 

extraordinary beauty of 

form, definable in its 

 

being both masque 

and revelation, silk 

is sensual, honest  

 

and sincere motion, 

the moon is woven  

inside-out of silk, 

 

silkiness is golden 

in the middle of post- 

modern poetics, we 

 

together are silken 

and of silken bodies  

held together with 

 

desire, which is silk, 

the universe is the silken 

part of ourselves, our 
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fabric, we are made of 

the motion of the weaving 

of silk, and washing 

 

silk together is the better 

part of our love, silk  

is the substance of 

 

intimacy and the constancy 

of remaining as a species 

civilised, aesthetic, 

 

healing space by making 

it fabric, the making 

of subject into object, 

 

vowels are wrapped in 

silk, honey can be licked 

into silk as sunlight 

 

also lingers in the weave, 

the nature of the world 

can be exposed only  

 

when wrapped in silk, 

touch is silken, stars 

and silk contain each 

 

other, patterns of nature's 

matrices are printed 

on silk, and silk can by 

 

spoken through, language 

is silky as milk is silken, 

'what is' does not remain, 

 

nor the origins of silk, 

but silk itself remains 

for beauty is a perception 

 

that has no origin and never  

dies, for the distant voices  

of children singing keep it  

 

 

 



alive, mud is silken and keeps 

the animal tracks of  

our true love in their natural 

 

form in which there is 

much poetry that I 

keep in that part of my 

 

heart that resembles 

the back part of a cook- 

table drawer, we are 

 

golden sugar lumps 

wrapped in blue silk 

stockings, reality is 

 

in a constant state of 

unfolding and refolding, 

like the silken scarves 

 

I have stashed in a drawer, 

until we meet, and I can 

wrap my favorite, the one 

 

that is the colour of 

the silky word 'China' 

loosely around your neck. 

 

 

[PS: Rose petals and moth's wings, also.] 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 January 2021  

BY THE BOOK 

 

 

It is true, stars fall 

into the guessings of 

heaven, to create delight 

 

and our wonder over 

about 'meaning,' which 

comes into being from 

 

fingers, as milk, I cannot 

explain how, but that 

the strong spot at love's 

 

outset can feed the lifetime 

of mystery, bovine and calf's 

jewels evident in the double 

 

twilight illuminating what is 

underfoot with tenderness 

of the firm earth and upon it, 

 

'yes' said ever deeper, yet how 

to tell you that it be so, the depth 

of 'how far' as endless as our love 

 

is, algebraic in the equation soil  

grows, lost in a few moments  

of dishwater, and brought  

 

into present being, as the all-ordinary  

'happening' part of 'love's miracle 

that joins us' in its freshness  

 

and our stillness, with active 

finitude come to on a short 

walk together, in desire hidden  

 

under bed or sky, putting  

back together the shredded  

pieces of my life, my desire, 
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our nearness, surrounding each 

by each being true to what we are, 

'mixed gender of sweet florists' 

 

and gasoline on the tarmac 

igniting the fire from Canuso's 

that solves the simple puzzle 

 

of sunlit patches of motor oil 

that smells like the work 

that is identical yet apposite to 

 

the scent of water lilies just 

on the other side of Bobby 

Lausch's house, that steps me 

 

down a misremembered hallway 

perhaps my own, into the open 

book of blue lilacs by the lake. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 January 2021  

DESIRE 

 

 

Dream in relation to 

love is the substance of 

love's body, physiological 

 

in essence, which is 

the matter of which it is 

made, in that what we 

 

intuit is, what we seek to  

be embraced by, that is, 

the body and its sensibilities 

 

comprise a complete field 

for decision to come to 

an understanding in the way 

 

we come together, not 

via the psyche and its partial 

interpretation of sensibility, 

 

but as lovers in hold by full  

possession of completion, one  

to the other, as all of the material  

 

between our eyes, when they  

interlock and hydrate the visionary 

aspect of their own familiarity 

 

with somatic life – tears of joy 

in what was once 'an emotional 

desert' – that is, as 'thought' can  

 

recognise the material reality of  

dream when so overcome, as  

we kiss, the mental struggle, is 

 

not to leave sensibility to its  

own devices, but accept 

the struggle to help each other  
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toward the full sympathy of  

feeling the intense phenomenology  

of the body as a completely  

 

organised order of perception 

in its integrated sympathy with 

the world, that makes us all we are. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 January 2021 

PETALS THAT UNFURL WORDS THAT FIT 

 

 

To keep the love between 

us a luminous river of 

moonlight that reflects 

 

the objects around us 

that compose the world 

that we are part of, is 

 

my intent. Your life 

inbounds with mine, 

and each day is a matter 

 

of how consonance with 

difference inspires in 

me, full intimacy with 

 

all you are. By the deviance 

we make clear by being 

by contrast in love, makes 

 

its music through becoming 

what we create, by way 

of how the heart opens to 

 

fullness the moon flower 

in which the poem, centered 

by the balance love provides, 

 

reveals itself. The sky is  

dark, the river runs a deeper  

blue, I am careless of 

 

the difference between 

dream and what is often  

thought 'real.' You wear 

 

white flowers in your hair, 

and I, a ring of silver 

that has touched your 
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sacred places: Your 

essence is my ambition. 

Because things remain 

 

the same as they have 

always been, this constitutes 

their difference, for now 

 

they tell me so. Now it is 

for us to abide the constant 

freshness of our love 

 

by letting it run its course 

forever through how we 

will follow it. To this 

 

and you I shall be always 

committed, for at last 

annihilation [the combination 

 

in proper proportion of  

water and fire] is complete 

consecration of our  

 

manifested luminosity. 

My love for you is  

an obligatory magnetic  

 

force: Beauty attracts 

beauty, and our love is not  

a copy of any that have 

 

come before, nor is it 

original: It is in exactitude 

the unraveling of  

 

the tight bud of the Rose, 

our soul coming into full  

blossom together in 

 

the tenderness of how 

our radiant substances 

compose the music that 

 

 

 



rimes our physiologies 

with those of Nature. 

And as this life together 

 

ceases to be a place kept  

secret even from ourselves, 

has it not come to term  

 

the we should be re-born 

as love inside each other, 

and is it not time that 

 

our turn has come, to  

come home, to enter this 

lasting place forever? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 January 2021 

THE QUEST WITHIN PARADISE ACHIEVED 

 

 

First, as night a pool 

of light deepens 

and darkens the window, 

 

as strict autobiography, 

sure, it was a night 'like 

this,' enameled permanently 

 

into pre-adolescence, for 

my translation to being  

the subject of the matter at 

 

hand. Okay, Attis ran to 

the edge of the woods  

and in the golden ecstasy 

 

and gloom, etc. and from 

there take flight, as torment 

turned ecstasy as so young 

 

'the place of shadow that is 

the person of it,' the moth 

wings, as opposed to the flower 

 

petals between which there 

is no difference in the love 

via unexpected myth, our  

 

kisses, meant to be actual 

and not abstracted version  

of themselves, washing against 

 

each others' flowering lips,  

yes, I stopped 'those' acts 

against others, ION to keep  

 

abstract thought from murdering  

true life, as I am awash  

against, with your support, all  
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abstraction that permits  

and takes life unprepared and with  

no past. For these who have  

 

been taken against their will,  

I write FOR and with this always  

tenderness felt with you, as in full  

 

the unguarded openness of our  

love is in truth, the full 

vulnerability and expanse of 

 

delight, is the extended moment 

caught and as sensuality as 

amor, in the night that 

 

surrounds me with the love 

you are, cinnamon and cumin  

stars, to my tongue caught 

 

in words of love that is our 

'de facto' organ of perception, 

a full heart, our moments of 

 

erotic sincerity with which 

we wash, free of all abstract 

ties, but that we touch. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE BIRTH OF DESIGN 

 

 

The incomplete template that is  

the original one that love provides  

from the substance of perception  

remains with us forever, to provide  

the points of creative generation  

in which transparency becomes  

itself a substance, like light that  

joins 'inner' and 'outer' into what we 

live in as more primary than 'space/ 

time' for in the cosmic mainstream  

flow, we have it that in the actual  

superimposition of the triangles of  

boys and girls, measure is replaced 

by a union that forms the Star of David. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



16 January 2021 

NATURAL NECESSITY ['THE UNTHOUGHT'] IS THE HIGHEST GIFT A THOUGHT CAN 

GIVE ITSELF 

 

 

We actually know, invisible to 

consciousness for being too 

obvious to notice, that there is  

no point awaiting to define  

perspective as once we had  

Time and Space, now instead  

and in addition, a teleological  

element to let us be tuned in to, 

the miracle brought to bear on  

both natural law and psychological 

habit of understanding, beyond  

each of which, we stand together 

by way of being allowed by the future  

to happen together as 'the present.' 
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INSIDE OUT 

 

 

As we dream together, 

so we wander in and out 

and around each other 

. 

to find in our selves, 

'the seat of the picture 

of the world that we  

 

can read' and occupy 

together, where congruence 

arises, and memories of 

 

the past are melded in 

the making of intuitive 

transmission through 

 

love that provides all 

the courage to love more, 

as you and I are the two 

 

predecessors of the one 

generation we have been 

joined to be, here, between 

 

the heaven and earth 

that resides magnetically 

[and magically] between us, 

 

which seems to intellect, 

a formal contradiction, but 

is actually a rehearsal 

 

for an actual dream that 

will be given us as time 

passes into the beautiful 

 

closure of the time it takes 

to flower into the exact analog  

of somatic love we aspire to. 

 

 

 
 



17 January 2021 

HOW LIGHT COMES 

 

 

For it is forever in 

love through which 

insight finds us 

 

as we practice it 

together, neither for 

claritas, nor changes 

 

in perspective, but 

for peace, forever 

available yet not within 

. 

human grasp, for we are 

made by love into 

abundant absence 

 

of the outer world of 

unnecessary frugality: 

Poems come from 

 

a pitch beyond ordinal 

comprehension, and are  

written by the love one  

 

feels in hearing the belief  

of another's love for you 

whispered behind 

 

your ear. This can be 

learned, and made so 

through transmutation 

 

of the contemplation of 

what we are [doing], making 

poetry clear of religion 

 

with pursuit in our hearts 

as like blue glass placid 

lakes in the evening as 
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our guide, just as, along 

the sea's littoral, tides 

meet always the earth 

 

that bounds it with a full 

embrace to make whole 

everything that is, as 

 

between us, there is 

the same gravity and weight 

that the moon provides  

 

for sunlight. An old piano 

from the boardwalk 

and fresh seaweed after 

 

storm is of the same 

garden we walk together 

in scents of azaleas  

 

and lilac further inland. 

In this full spectrum, 

love's consistency is to 

 

detect changes in itself 

while remaining at dawn 

and dusk, aqua-marine, 

 

sky blue, pale red, orange 

gold and deepest purple 

and then black, marked with 

 

many stars. The primary 

need of our physiological 

universe cannot be measured 

 

like blood sugar, yet it is in  

the blood that the collected 

lightnings of verse and its 

 

brilliant illumination fill all of 

the space between us with tender,  

bright and lucid polarities of love. 

 

 

 



BOTH WAYS AT ONCE 

 

 

I want always to be 

remembered by what 

once I learned for 

 

good: The scent of 

a beautiful flower is 

never lost to the root, 

 

for the smell of love 

is what lines the inside 

of stars and each of 

 

our hearts. I feel 

the deepest desire for 

when, still a child, 

 

I lie on blue sheets 

never washed by  

the entropic memory 

 

of desiring for the light 

of day, for the words 

'I love you' adhere best 

 

to evening. This is 

how a young boy thinks 

when his blood turns 

 

into the clear sap of 

plants that bring flowers 

upward, and he realises  

 

that real love comes  

from the root that cannot  

be seen, rather than  

 

from his imagination of  

what it looks like, despite 

his dream is before 

 

and in his senses, 

as the being he loves, 

the reality of what 



could only be imagined, 

is in full flower before him, 

as he is made into what 

 

he knows: There can be  

no union with love but  

through the person of it, 

 

with whom to speak, listen 

and touch what this 'real 

thing' makes inevitable. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



18 January 2021   

ALL TOGETHER 

 

 

In the window, night 

reveals clouds known 

to be present for reason  

 

that stars cannot be  

seen for the substance of 

them moving between 

 

knowing they must be 

there without being thus 

perceived. More of love 

 

remains to be felt as 

'connective tissue' 

like the moon in haze 

 

as reflected on the still 

waters of the canal. We  

see always the reflection 

 

of life not being 'caused' 

but simply appearing as 

the way love binds us 

 

with the imminent caress 

of itself that is the whole 

of its instance that is 

 

as wide and deep as  

the world of our vocabulary, 

which is small in  

 

the largesse of what 

we mean when we speak 

to one another with soft 

 

affection, one word at 

a time. I cannot 

remember ever seeing 
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magnolias in the underbrush 

encircling Magnolia Lake 

but I could smell always 

 

their scent, no doubt 

descended direct from 

heaven. Let's us please 

 

always know of one another 

that love expressed in 

single vocables in sequence 

 

as quietly as a kiss that 

refuses to wait for spring 

flowers, is the narrative of 

 

what we are, happening 

constantly, everywhere at once, 

always at the same time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 January 2021  

NO QUESTION 

 

 

The 'how' of love is 

a destiny lived each 

day in perception. 

 

and every day as 

full consciousness: 

What is all that is 

 

immediately desired 

grows to be desired 

as the fluid movement 

 

of rainbow shadow 

in which the music of 

love is memorised 

 

in the throat that softly  

speaks of the love  

words manifest. We 

 

are as unpredictable 

as the colour of flowers 

that predictably blossom, 

 

the surprise of my 

personal address to you, 

for we have each 

 

other in this way, together 

revealing love as being 

in its expression the very 

 

forming of it. Intimacy 

in its subtle colours 

and sincere motion 

 

of feeling it, is the loveliest 

form of thought: The intellect 

knows the tenderness of 
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touch, and that is  

found in the doing, making 

of love its true form 

 

only in the doing, as 

in life, my work is  

scattered over the ground 

 

whose gravity holds us 

In the trance of being 

so, formed in love as 

 

the forming of its 

substance, as what 

together we are always, 

 

of presence, even to 

the longing when separated 

never, in the longing 

 

that draws language to 

lips preferring to be 

kissed, the path TO is 

 

as a poem, to the point 

beyond the words,  

by which there is no 

 

'reach beyond' the motion 

we are already part of, 

as love revealed but 

 

never exposed, the bud of 

the developing flower 

left to live, unstripped 

 

so to hold the secret, 

that poetry dedicates 

itself to the mortality of 

 

limit, the completion of  

all forms of life, yet itself can 

never die, as what 

 

 

 



our love is equal to 

the living of, a life  

within its own being 

 

'being,' that we the lovers 

are participants of and full 

witness to. The first white  

 

birds of morning have  

nothing to answer for, and so  

are simply named 'Why.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 January 2021  

THREE POEMS 

 

 

1 

 

What is this soft 

singing so close 

but the circulation of 

 

your blood in me, born 

as I was to be the green 

fields where my chest 

 

opened and drank in 

the pollen of so many 

wildflowers in order to 

 

know what the love of 

stars meant so much to 

confess to, or as, for 

 

how we must go our own 

way together, in  

the dream of seeing  

 

the path stones that  

tell us the direction that has 

already been decided 

 

by their appearance 

of which of all is  

how we take ourselves 

 

beautifully in their own 

words, all the ways 

in which they love us. 

 

 

2 

 

It did and it would and it 

will, for only that we 

know it to be so, always 
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again, and like the freight 

trains that pass always 

at night on the island, 

 

over a bridge and beneath 

the town, real ones, to 

be included in the music 

 

dreamt that we never 

have to wait for, since 

this is what serious love  

 

is about, whose rails glisten  

that the train keeps to,  

that we are not on, but are it,  

 

which sweetness is such,  

we always are on time,  

no matter when we arrive. 

 

 

3 

 

I think of love best 

when helped by you to 

help me be in the grass 

 

that grows by which to 

fasten us and lay our  

heads next to in holding 

 

you one and me the same 

the better to be not thought 

upon, but allow the Rose 

 

of love that takes us through 

itself and all we are, to be 

cradled full in our readiness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 January 2021  

THREE POEMS II 

 

 

1 

 

The sap of love runs up  

my spine to wake from 

dream to the song of us 

 

conjoined: I will always 

keep my love for you  

open, as we will always 

 

keep it safe within the matrix 

of how we go together, in full  

bloom always, like the lilacs 

 

on the corner of a street 

I can't remember the name of,  

but whose full beauty in  

 

moonlight is one word 

deep. Your name is what 

I know more fully each 

 

luminous evening than  

words have the capacity to 

tell, but no matter, for beauty 

 

takes us in, like you, my  

heart in you which tells me  

of all the air we breathe, primal  

 

star of the way we blush 

together, and never need guess,  

of deep sky hung high within us. 

 

 

 

2 

 

Stars curve along what 

pattern comes to magnetise 

of one to the other as 
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lovers in eternity roundabout 

a mild breeze through 

window crack crimson red 

 

as my love is by you taken 

whole in the dark to tell 

in direct language of our  

 

lips freely giving as we are, and still  

love always and together 

live, unfastened yet strongly held. 

 

 

 

3 

 

Born this way to have taken in  

so much, to blossom full  

across my lips, my belly 

 

sometimes the star of desire 

herself, pregnant as spruce 

smells all evening, or what 

 

poems have no need to say 

of love, that feeling is not 

thoughtless, but as touch 

 

is sensual, so also the intellect 

of love, is moonlight that heightens 

the degree of fire in your hair. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 January 2021 

SIDE BY SIDE 

 

 

I see words, a word, 

all of them, I see 

all of them – yours – 

 

be you with my love, 

I see them with my love 

be you, the world, be 

 

all the words for you, not 

to 'describe' you, as 

love also can't be described 

 

except to say it is all of 

itself when in a person,  

when in the person of it 

 

when it is the world, as 

it is, not 'because' of  

anything more than being 

 

a thing itself, of another 

thing, 'with' it, the other 

thing with each other 

 

being with each other as 

love's thing and its body 

as 'just the thing' it is 

 

as we also are, true, 

a true thing, as true as 

how together we form 

 

unmasked while slowly 

blossoming into 'maiden 

spirit,' where the 'yes' part is 

 

a very small miniature 

something in the heart 

that breathes the air of 
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Venus de Milo through 

love's being true, a true 

form, the real thing, 

 

a kind of charm or fetish 

that need not be looked for 

but will find you like 

 

raindrops do: I believe 

in the uncarved block 

that remains as it always 

 

is, like the weather that 

always changes but is also 

still the weather [heroes 

 

and heroines yes, but 

saviours no, and as to  

act in harmony also, yes], 

 

we remember only what 

we take to when we are 

taken by it, a star in 

 

the heart an instant 

lifetime only, kept ours 

by the integrity of 

 

nature's secrets, all 

the flourishing strength 

of the universe when  

 

in the presence of true 

things, the savage beauty 

of being reminded of 

 

the proper words of its  

own occasion, authentic 

tenderness and a kind body. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 January 2021 

THE ORIGINAL STRATUM OF CORRESPONDENCE 

 

 

We are a city, not 

but a city in the making 

of a city, home is 

 

the piercing cry of 

a nomadic bird's first 

morning song, as 

 

winged creatures 

sustain awe in the states 

of lunar and solar 

 

rhythmic patterns  

that keep us in flight, 

by the stress and pleasure 

 

of that state pervades 

in travel back through 

what has not been  

 

and cannot be 'removed,' 

and on this way 'arrive 

at something' and set it up 

 

as present, that part of 

and way of, how love 

works – by the hand – in 

 

the act of this setting up 

as well as what is set up – 

this earnest grasping 

 

of warm hands, the air 

that moves to either  

side just before the kiss, 

 

that is, 'at the hand of 

the mouth,' where words 

as well grasp equally: 
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'touch seals the covenant' 

of both disclosure 

and concealment (as 

 

the hand acts to make  

things 'things' [within 

reach]), as Pindar's word 

 

is 'awe to be,' the love 

now and always between 

us, is resolute, open, 

 

disclosing of itself [Being] 

and toward the beings 

one is one of, as we are 

 

from the beginning 

always in the present 

tense, 'were decided' 

 

as the fingers of our 

hands curl into each 

other, just as we have 

 

not the power to will 

a self into being, and have 

none of virtue, but instead 

 

are beings of Being, that from  

which there is no scission:  

Love as awe is contained by  

 

what is in reach. Love, in this  

way, 'thinks' and 'is thought,' 

and 'aidos' [Gr. 'thought] has  

 

not just the intellect we endure 

as possession of, but its 

disposition, a disposing 'toward'  

 

essence, in the full relation  

of Being toward the equally 

full desire we so deeply feel. 

 

 

 



24 January 2021  

AT REST 

 

 

How to help people: 

Do nothing, but if one 

can be serious in 

 

continuing to do it, 

give them money, 

and continue doing 

 

nothing. I often am 

sitting when I think of 

the vigor of my younger 

 

legs, now beset with 

signs of internal bleeding 

around the ankles. I 

 

have just the two. I 

just changed my clothes 

without bathing [again], 

 

and touched the back 

of my neck with the index 

finger of my left hand 

 

and disappeared into 

the question of what I'm 

going to wear tomorrow. 

 

[Never dress like a masked 

shrike. Were you ever 

a bird-watcher?] Love  

 

comes with double-jointed 

wings, as one of horn 

[helmeted] and one of 

 

ivory [crowned]. We are 

one of each. Touch me, 

please, exactly where 
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the dissolving of my 

outer body is luminous 

for you. I can't stop 

 

flowing your way, for 

our gravity forms in 

ecstasy of new colours 

 

left over from something, 

the place become 

a site where everything 

 

comes or is also already 

where is made for where 

these things can now  

 

be fit. I played with child's  

toys until I was 30,  

and still can't understand 

 

why I gave it up, if I ever  

did. All I know is that I want  

to give you all the thousand 

 

subtly weaving arms of  

my post-Buddhist loving 

compassion. Why don't  

 

we cover our desire 

with skin, and see how it  

moves? If you'll soothe me  

 

with the song from every  

pore of your skin, I'll listen with  

all of mine. After all, in  

 

light of our beating hearts,  

thinking that this is just another 

'thought,' needs to be cured, too. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 January 2021  

ONE LOVE 

 

 

Water is sacred, as it 

flows it is nothing but 

what it is, touching 

 

all that is, like we, as 

pretending the world 

has limits, constantly 

 

overflow them, but leave 

no mark of excess, of 

which is none, that is: 

 

I want to have been who 

I am, with you, now: Nothing 

but the heat of who I 

 

am always in your name, 

for thousands of years, 

backwards, forwards,  

 

and sideways. Once I 

was a child, that is, 

a traitor to sun-bathing, 

 

yet happy to have the high 

blue sky as my role 

model for 'living on 

 

the edge.' I wear my neck, 

always, because my  

head needs a pedestal, 

 

and my heart, a flexible 

neighbor, and also, 

that you might one day 

 

kiss it. I stand for what 

I'll never know, except 

in my own way, that is, 
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that I actually 'don't' know. 

I know that I can never 

vote, and that when I 

 

wander in thought it is 

always within the domain 

I imagine and hope 

 

always will be the actual  

domain of your heart. We  

practically live in the same  

 

place, being proportionately  

vagrant in the culture into  

which we were born. We  

 

were born to love each other, 

far beyond any standard  

set by the cosmos and its  

 

biological inner and psychic  

outer life. I am with you  

all night, every night as  

 

I reassemble myself into  

the continuous golden songs  

that celebrate your full being.  

 

Let's us constantly confirm 

the ways that desire is pure 

and true. I'm not afraid of your 

 

touch: It's what I want forever.  

That, and the musical genius  

that lives inside your voice. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 January 2021 

WHERE THE VIBRATIONS OF BEING IN LOVE BELONG 

 

 

I would love to have 

a dream of us, together, 

slipping like deer through  

 

the reflection of a stand  

of young birch in  

the river where I used to  

 

bathe through summer 

moonlight, waiting  

with violets along the edge 

 

of the rim down from 

the edge of the ridge to  

enclose us in the embrace 

 

of having been so dreamt. 

Love's tenderness has 

such a complex and subtle 

 

vocabulary that it can't 

be enacted, except when I 

begin to call softly as  

 

the sun sets, 'hey, Violet 

Miss, let us care for 

each other with firm 

 

yet always gentle hands 

that help form the master  

plan of how the celestial 

 

world is determined by 

the inner metabolism 

of being touched by 

 

the whole heart of  

the matter.' I want to be 

tuned by your nature, 
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and want to be with 

you right now and write like 

the double angel that 

 

rehearses itself in love 

for each other, making,  

until this is what discloses  

 

to us that, as we are 

forever making, no love  

is 'made,' but is how we can  

 

also know that we didn't  

know we could until we  

continued. Resonance 

 

retains the fullness of its 

quantity in the degree to which  

it forgets about 'consequence.'  

 

We revolve totally around each  

other's metrics, in particular when  

they bring us together home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 January 2021  

THE SIBYLLINE WOMAN YOU CAN'T BUT BE 

 

 

I want you to tell me 

how young we are, 

and from what our 

 

unpredictable art 

derives, as our combined 

destiny and desire, all 

 

day, every day. Our substance 

is here, like birdsong 

back to back, as our hearing  

 

of it and each other is 

always front to front, 

as in our hearts, always 

 

primordial and sweet 

as our being together, 

embodied of the life 

 

that lives us, natural 

and shaped to fit every 

contour of how we make it,  

 

that permits all our passion for 

each other and gives 

also a place for mercy, to 

 

forgive the steepness of 

the unresolved nature 

of our Art that is perpetually 

 

completed by the fact of 

our being in this way 

full and close always, for 

 

'being grown' yet novel 

in joinment, rooted 

and deep, yet speechless 
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in the heart of it, full 

lips kissing and for now 

not talking 'about' how 

 

we hold each other, or of  

delight, while it moves deeper  

into night, as heaven's 

 

stars, through which we are 

lifted, all the way out, to 

the inner tips of ourselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 January 2021 

BEING IN LOVE'S MOTION ALWAYS MAKES IT FEEL MORE BETTER 

 

 

My heart is a magic 

lantern that illuminates 

the path-stones that 

 

move us through the ways 

of love: In this, the senses 

we already have are 

 

what is acquired: Chaos 

is a silk we wear like  

daylight wears the night. 

 

The words by which we 

appear 'by definition' 

are the passion through 

 

which we shape and are 

shaped as we become 

the idiom of how we love, 

 

the most basic thing in 

living life that I do more 

than just accept, bathing 

 

in the steep luminosity 

that casts sweet shadow 

from our bodies that 

 

make music of the love 

of absorbing and being 

absorbed by it: For desire 

 

in the making out of  

what we are, my body 

sings the secret of 

 

the whole heart sutra being  

sung with understanding 

only the sound of so 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/418667972719524?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZUdIiJMS5-y-WudMhTE6xTQFCpLG2tYBSfzR2IjUe_UzA4m1GSPEim__FEaxNo3siyp2rQExgB7mBoKL5dFoHnGl4gBMzHmLhQN6WSnpsx0yp9_I8FrfRIkbVYFR7t9F0E&__tn__=%2CO%2CP-R


doing: To tell no truths 

is what keeps life as sacred 

as the slow gold rush of 

 

our love, the birth of 

mercy in confessing that 

tenderness is the most 

 

true thing, expressive 

in forming the love I 

want us to make and live 

 

with the being forever 

together, the magic as simple  

as the solidity of the moon, 

 

and its light, like a milk that  

is opaque, yet also transparent  

when dark and full like  

 

the void through which we  

flow beautifully luminous 

always from mouth to mouth. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 January 2021    

PERPETUALLY UNFOLDING 

 

 

First, and nothing else, 

a pool of water dreamt 

and just waking from, 

 

a small lake, a mirror 

that has your name only 

as that toward which 

 

spring draws close as  

the rainy season ends 

and fig trees in the side 

 

yard grown up from  

marble tiles, have in them 

birdsong of the celestial 

 

world, moon-rise, moon-set, 

luminous among un-named 

flowers whose petals are 

 

wings of the double always 

in flight, gathered and at 

the same time scattered, 

 

as the nature of which, is 

too beloved to be tied 

to a single definition 

 

by way of language  

alone, has two wings of 

flight in the same  

 

dimension, like kisses 

common, daily and of sure  

delight, and the other, 

 

how simply being seen 

in another’s fullness 

as love, something that  
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must be reckoned with, 

as knowing having been 

seen in this sense, gives 

 

love the startlement of 

acceptance, and to whom – 

you – I show myself back, 

 

to you who is the path 

of the full tale of it, untold 

but shared as sweet sense  

 

of the loving heave of  

breathing in our sleep,  

the dream-rooms of our  

 

desire, beloved holes of  

intelligence, known to be  

full chambers of our hearts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 January 2021  

TO BELIEVE EVERY WORD OF ANYTHING IS THE POINT AS WELL AS TO LET 

QUANTITY IN COMBINED PERCEPTION AND IMAGINATION GUARD AGAIST THEIR 

SEPARATION 

to The Poets 

 

 

A question Novalis asks 

is whether a lyric poem  

is 'real poetry.' The way 

 

he responds in part makes 

answer to lyric as opposed 

to epic, as that lyric poems 

 

are 'the highest, truest prose' 

for his view is that 'real 

poetry' results in a system 

 

of interconnected tropes 

that 'encompass the rules  

[or forming] of the construction 

 

of the world,' so what is said 

to be missing from lyric is 

the move beyond 'content' 

 

into the 'queering' of how 

one regards content in 

response to the varieties of 

 

sense in how we regard 

our 'selves' as being as 

possessed of 'natural 

 

deviance' that follows this 

ethical forming, not limited 

to 'myth' as superior to 

 

the cavorting and 'magical 

exercises' of those that I 

tend to keep close, that is 

 

the fairies, elves, angels, 

demons that in being able 

to perceive keeps the poem 
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honest, that is, both deliberate 

and instinctive at once. It is 

not so that you cannot have 

 

a sting without a bee: One 

can also be stung by wading 

in wet cement. As a poet, 

 

I would say that Keats' 'negative 

capability' is waiting in a field 

for blossoming wildflowers 

 

to produce the breath necessary 

to be of similar rawness [immediacy] 

and refinement as one's own 

 

perception of and invention to 

the purpose of same refinement, 

or, the 'gift' of it being 'voices 

 

upon the air' we know not  

from which foreign shore they 

arrived, directly, in motion, 

 

from the soma nature is,  

the canopy of it full of fairies: 

Nature [desire] as all quantity. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 January 2021 

GOOD MORNING GRACES 

 

 

My heart is a grass angel 

for you, under snow, 

beyond the dark window, 

 

but still a-fire always 

with intimacy and wanting 

so the radiance and talk 

 

we share: I put my lips 

on the silver ring you gave, 

curved with images of 

 

cosmos, earth and love, 

and leave them there  

for a long time, close 

 

my eyes and let them 

water my dreams in 

desire for you, sincere 

 

as the nonchalant yet 

urgently risings up of love's 

fullness, a rainbow up 

 

my spine, my hand 

the Buddha's footprint, 

remembering as a boy 

 

caressing softly the silken 

wings of a moth that 

wouldn't fly away, as 

 

winged fairies also don't, 

as luminous as the love 

that echoes through our 

 

wordage most true in 

the parataxis of how 

there is no need for 
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the supernatural when 

in love, indebted to but  

owing nothing other than 

 

be grown together like  

petals of flowering, caught  

up in our own unfolding. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



31 January 2021  

WE ARE BORN OF HOW TOGETHER WE IN LOVE FOREVER ALSO BELONG TO OUR 

WORK 

 

 

Blue sky mingles among 

the shadow of twigs 

as dusk presents 

 

the arrival of night as 

a kind of harvest, equal 

to being overwhelmed 

 

by the love that rises  

in me, as you, in raiment, or 

as a doe seeming to 

 

have arrived from dense  

dream, like the way 

'saiwala' [soul] works 

 

itself into place, as 

the starry issue of night 

sky comes over  

 

the horizon, just as 

love discloses how it 

moves, from celestial 

 

ether to primordial 

air to primal sea, to 

primary earth, their 

 

song together, 'sparrows 

in the larynx of our  

hearts,' knowing how 

 

to properly place 

the elements of love: 

I keep always a single 

 

tear for you in my eye, 

and a small seed under my  

tongue that flowers into  
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a magic garden when we  

speak and solve the presence  

of your absence to me 

 

by agreeing to swim 

in the music and thought 

of birds in their wind. I  

 

kiss the pale plum petals  

of your closed eyelids,  

and as the river is overrun with  

 

moonbeams, we are born  

of each other many times 

and dress our love with water. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



THE TRUED SUBSTANCE OF OUR RAPTURE 

 

 

Often I find myself lost 

in the trance of what is 

so intimate to me that  

 

it extends beyond my 

capacity to think it. 

Intellect tells nothing of 

 

the nature of love, but 

that categorically it is 

in all its variations, still 

 

the singular quietude of 

us conjoined, as we find 

that we together, know 

 

in our full attention to it 

the ways in which we are 

contingent to yet congruent 

 

with, when together, how 

love's capacity makes us 

feel the full pivot around 

 

the center of our affection, 

where love can be only love, 

in which the poles of our 

 

axial rotation around each 

other touch your heart 

and mine in a simultaneity 

 

that makes language melt 

in our mouths, to be held 

as the password we can 

 

feel, giving us permission to 

kiss, and enter upon the cosmic 

marvel and stability of love. 
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