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1 February 2021 

ALWAYS THE FIRST TIME 

 

 

It's plural, love is, under 

blue impossible as air 

we breathe, and such 

 

questions must be 

whispered in quietude, 

'have you got a toy-box?' 

 

breathing barely to  

keep my secret rooms 

from leaking places 

 

through its lid, of the  

'delicious impossible,'  

a child's expert innocent  

 

acts barely as less sexual  

as the way those funny  

clumps of grass grow, that  

 

I am not, but have in  

myself kempt enough to know  

how to grow that way  

 

'in my box,' ['soul'] even  

after 'lights out' and in  

the moonlight shining on  

 

the varnished cover of  

no sleep and evening dragons  

flaring in the tall grass where  

 

honeysuckle flowers grow,  

sucking out their nectar,  

we in abandon together, in  

 

the sweetest air with you to  

breathe in golden memories  

always, together, held in paradise. 
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2 February 2021  

THE LOVELIEST PART OF CONTAINING EACH OTHER 

 

 

Snow pelting through 

the saplings on the slope 

across the street, blurs 

 

their form, as if they were 

blossoming cigarette 

papers shimmering in 

 

A light wind as I watch 

through street lights, 

imagining moons above 

 

thick cloud. In love, 

everything is clear as 

felt to be so, and so 

 

imagined. No heart 

can exist without 

the aid of the vision 

 

it gives, to yield to: 

How I will get to 

the hospital in 

 

the morning is a question  

of real confusion, and just 

as love provides no 

 

answer to such, it 

must be remembered  

as the still center of 

 

all thought, exactly  

where you are at the center 

of the magic circle we 

 

never cease to inscribe. 

I'm scared, yet fear 

is always in presence of 

. 
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the love that encircles 

us, sure of what the hidden 

moon invisibly discloses 

 

in its superb compound 

phrasing, resolved, unresolved, 

found out as the basis of 

 

how between us, no petals 

can go missing in 

the full flowering of 

 

how our hearts exist as  

a singular and full 

confidence, knowing that 

 

the paradise we share 

possesses no substance, but 

that which possesses us, as 

 

ourselves, its own, as we are  

part of, all that gives us its  

pleasure, relation and full joinment. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



3 February 2021    

THE MUSIC OF CONSTANT DISCOVERY 

 

 

Magic juices water 

my eyes, white moths 

from the self-rekindling 

 

ashes in the stone 

fireplace of memory, 

in the phantoms of  

 

sentiment, or what 

did I love as a child 

[not posed as a question], 

 

my own soft wings, 

and now which are 

entangled with your 

 

own as the love of it, 

of, with, for. We are 

a cradle of peonies, 

 

as I came to you from 

the Milky Way of constant 

blossoming, by way 

 

of the lady bug bridge 

that is the crest of 

the heart come into 

 

visibility, a crescent 

moon that drifts softly 

out of our mouths 

 

as our mouths hold 

the music sung by 

the children of it,  

 

playing with their own 

shadows across walls, 

the boy that once of 
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his own being whole 

by the fact that he also is 

whole, now scattered 

 

throughout you, no place 

missed or missing. 

You are the root of the blue 

 

iris that is my life, 

as I am of your poems 

their wife, a sailor. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



3 February 2021  

MODERN PHRASES THROUGH BLESSED MOUTHS 

 

 

No question of where 

I am, or what, but 

as my thought is with 

 

the play of love, I think 

about being there completely 

where I don't realize 

 

that my thinking is part 

of how primary our adoration 

is, as how transparent is 

 

what we feel like together 

when superimposed, as 

one image that we each 

 

see clearly through,  

and also fully the clarity of 

the other. Love is both 

 

transparent and opaque, 

as required, and/or both 

at the same time regarding 

 

the natures of trust  

and desire, blending awe 

with the adoration of 

 

the toys we share, that 

blossom where it 

counts, as wine-dark 

 

current blossoms, 

that fruit [v.] in the time 

of knowing when to 

 

eat what, as in this we ride  

what we contain and what  

contains us, without  
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word or boundary, yet full  

of bird-throated song  

and flight by horse-wings,  

  

to our full nature, as loving  

the true instrument of it,  

whose music is, scored as it 

 

carries us, tied by morning-glory  

vines to sunrise, luminous,  

everywhere and well-marked.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



WHEN AS MANY ONE SINGS 

 

 

Among anima, all 

variation is by  

acceptance of love's 

 

belonging in us 

as it belongs where 

it takes us as its 

 

own, together, fittingly 

in abundance, no 

plan or future needed 

 

where our pairing is 

sublime, that generates 

forever the first of 

 

everything that will 

be always, ordinations 

to be realized [every 

 

imagination of love 

inheres to its source 

as we are each other's 

 

gift in fluency bestirred] 

for by no largesse but 

in strength of devotion, 

 

as we, kempt to its 

vowels, have also no 

habit but to move  

 

with what happens 

as it remains for us 

to feel the rime we 

 

know now to take to 

in fullest license 

the harmony that makes  

 

of us whole together in  

disclosure designed, and to  

concede always to what  



is forever in each other  

immeasurably disposed, to  

seal our coherence with a kiss. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



4 February 2021  ·  

LETS GO SOMEWHERE TOGETHER AND NEVER CHANGE A THING 

 

 

No longer with quantity 

of space or qualitative 

time to pull against 

 

the nature of feeling 

or the suppositions of 

intellect, yet with no 

 

cleft between these, 

I've been everywhere 

my whole life the entire 

 

day with you, remembering 

again that the value of  

'value' has no value, for 

 

there are meanings inside  

other meanings that are 

other than words can make 

 

clear. This is how we walk: 

Through what appears dense, 

yet on arrival - since we are 

 

already there - find there is 

just a full light breeze that 

presses beautiful features 

 

on our faces, depending 

on the weather. Love is 

simply what it is, each 

 

muscular eighth note 

felt as a musical caress 

continues to make our 

 

music real, whose harmony  

is subtle and ingenious, 

and in feeling like long, 
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slow geologic shift, as 

determining all that in 

our bodies is mutable 

 

like in a trance to our scent,  

and lilac smells from which  

the moon gracefully arises. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IMPROMPTU 

 

 

Standing at the window 

with you, staring out 

at what can't been seen, 

 

like the moisture in the air, 

which is still, I wonder 

over what poetic measure 

 

has the capacity to measure. 

Possibly it makes the invisible 

visible by way of language 

 

which is not 'moisture' itself 

yet gives one the feeling 

that there is a world in which 

 

we live, made 'real' by using 

imagination to manifest all of 

what is 'there' as the substance 

 

of how it can be fully realized. 

In this, there is the music of 

rime that places us in limbs 

 

of trees as well as the arms 

of love. To feel embraced  

in this fashion, has no measure 

 

that isn't already overflowing 

with desire. I miss you, for 

this is part of what love tells: 

 

The fullness it is that we are 

made of, is the equal of what, 

in feeling it, paradise is for. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



5 February 2021    

MIGRATING WITHIN WHAT IS 

 

 

Love changes all it 

is by never changing, 

disclosing instead 

 

the increasingly intricate 

details of being alive 

in life, and how they 

 

always manage to be 

integral and both center 

and circumference 

 

to the full encirclement 

in embracing the world 

of what we are together. 

 

I'm 70, but that's no  

emergency. I stopped 

looking for the heart  

 

of things at 50, but you  

gave me the completion 

of it by giving me yours,  

 

completely, and accepting 

mine. Love between us 

shimmers like the black 

 

silk nightgown I often 

saw as a boy, emerging 

from the fire pond. As 

 

beautiful through perception 

of the form of it is, the means  

of my love will always be 

 

masculine, not because 

of a 'gender' that I was born 

with, but because of 
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the persistent delicacy 

I treat you with when we are 

together: The moon 

 

reflects the light of 

the sun, which lives inside 

the moon. We are now 

 

way past a year, the freely 

given hours of pleasure 

fountaining that has little 

 

to do with falling rain, 

except we rise through it 

as we do through each 

 

other. Love for us is intrinsic  

IN us: We are the children  

of its species. Cool air, bright 

 

moon: You're here, close to me.  

The fire pond that floods our  

eyes when we gaze upon each  

 

other, is the pool of the depth of our  

love, to bathe our bodies and see moon  

reflections in, keeping us forever new. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



OF THE MANY HEAVENS 

 

 

Love is the upright 

truth that is fulfilled 

in each blossoming  

 

tree, whose flowers 

make soft and tender 

every season of our 

 

hearts, the goddesses 

of the stars that are 

our source in trust, 

 

a liquor of pollen as 

desire is of the completion 

of the strength in how 

 

the flower of our being 

goes open, pistils 

and stamens prodigal 

 

in genius, the mosaic  

of language assembled 

through desire, makes it 

 

impossible to renounce 

these beautiful ways of 

life, to be welded to your 

 

body, being and soul 

as the light wind that 

quickens the slim 

 

branches of new growth 

across the street, or 

fresh fields of new grass 

 

with which we will forever 

be in empathy and love, 

and where we will be always  

 

united. Whoever can see  

in perception, how it  

perceives things, will know  



every secret of our lover's  

hands in their quivering certainty, 

will know our secrets disclosed  

 

openly every day, as the threads  

woven into the tapestry of love,  

where the beauty of inspired  

 

creation embraces us, as we  

discover the source of our  

being attentive, passionate,  

 

bereft of conflict yet full of  

paradox, intense, rose- 

petaled, and both loving and kind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



6 February 2021  

WHAT SHALL WE WEAR? 

 

 

It is asked, 'to what is 

the poet faithful?' And so 

uncovers my vocation 

 

in your heart, faithful to  

'the immemorable' beauty  

called also 'goddess,' 

 

faithful to what comes 

first to mind, one word 

at a time, moment by 

 

moment yet unformed, 

faithful to 'intelletto  

d'amore' combined with 

 

waves of the marvelous, 

the ways that flowers laugh, 

the nearest and farthest 

 

petals of our love, each 

embraced with equal 

intimacy, for the ways 

 

we carry one another 

and hold each other's  

sleep [we sleep to allow 

. 

our dreams to shape us] 

and every word has no 

presumption to identity 

 

[meaning], kalos, eidos, 

skopos, lovers as we are, 

'I show myself as wanting 

 

to stay with you,' and have 

the cosmos visit our love, 

where our hearts dwell, 
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and my mind dwells, liquidity 

feeling 'all at once' for you, 

you, with the blue iris in your hair. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



7 February 2021  

BLUE-ROOTED SKY OF UNGUESSED FLOWERING 

 

 

The window is dark,  

I shut my eyes 

and, a rainbow, 

 

prism of our love 

touches me in 

a place I cannot 

 

touch myself, but 

to love you even more 

for showing yourself 

 

to me in this way, 

full of colour, moonlight 

and the world  

 

preparing itself to be 

filled with birdsong 

at dawn, there  

 

where the power of 

love trusts us  

to hold it with 

 

the same tenderness, 

as surely as where 

you have touched 

 

my soul, will go open 

with blossoms of 

the same grace as 

 

the grammar in 

which we come  

close, as open as 

 

the flowering our 

love has given us, 

speaking softly 
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about which varieties 

are our favorites, 

wandering in full 

 

companionship 

through the complete 

order of the beautiful 

 

disarray of our 

imaginations of  

the world, and of 

 

which parts of it 

want us to have 

each other whole, 

 

all of everything 

belonging, disposed 

freely to life, transposed  

 

as 'magnus animus'  

transparent to truth, joined 

and beloved in love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 February 2021  

CONSTELLATION 

 

 

For you, with you 

the heart of my soul is  

embossed with 

 

millennial kisses from 

your lips, and my 

body is become an arbor 

 

of love that unites vines 

of dark grapes with 

roses in full bloom, dusk 

 

light in the west, as 

the initial appearance of 

stars as clear night 

 

descends reveals 

the full nature of our 

love, so dense that 

 

each star by its radiance 

touches every star 

nearby, like a single 

 

goddess in full  

luminescence, singular 

in beauty yet never 

 

alone, your image 

flowing like a golden 

scarf, perfumed by 

 

the words that pass 

through your mouth: 

Sharp taste of lemon, 

 

the tender flesh of 

black olives, cracked 

at the press to let 
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the oil of its language  

flow, as I weep tears 

to accompany the sibylline 

 

songs of your abundance. 

The willow in the side  

yard trembles in perception 

 

of our love as we pass 

through the warm gate  

and entrance to love's 

 

delight, everything alive, 

just as dreams in sleep 

we wake from, full of 

 

sensibilities that come 

resolved in the consciousness 

as of living life with always 

 

in mystery of love, makes 

everything cohere, words 

tied to the substance of 

 

feeling it scatter throughout 

us, like pollen of blue wildflowers 

in fields of golden wheat. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 February 2021 

THE GIFT 

 

 

It appears always, on 

my way to you, 

golden atmosphere, 

 

liquid amber language 

of love, voices of 

being a poem being 

 

fashioned, dreamy, 

actual, both in 

concert, where I can 

 

taste your imagination 

and hear the sound 

of griffon bird-song, 

 

as our love holds 

fast, through the love- 

paths we make in being 

 

moved by the earth in 

our bodies, 'with' our bodies,  

closely followed by our 

 

cousins in the celestial 

world, where the water 

we are part of, too, moves 

 

the stars, in ancient 

endlessly repeated 

patterns, the marvel 

 

of which beauty is 

never the same in each  

day's perception, for  

 

we are humans, full of  

the capacity to find  

and feel one another,  
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knowing the secrets of  

what makes birds sing, as 

joined, we are specialists 

 

of a similar ecstasy, as our  

voices rise from within and fall  

upwards deep into paradise.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 February 2021   

FINGERTIPS ARE BUT PETALS OF LIGHT 

 

 

By the ways of love, 

we go down to the river, 

go in to the river, as 

 

love is a river, our 

river for being in it, for 

the river wants to  

 

know we are in it, 

and that we know we  

are in it, as perfection 

. 

is in the being of 

everything being simply 

what it is, and so 

 

we have both the arrogance 

of beauty and the humility 

of loving, the active 

 

form of it, labyrinthine, 

complex, yet as simple as 

my two longest fingers 

 

encircling your left 

wrist, gently closed forever: 

There is no doubt in 

 

any cosmos, it cannot 

enter as tenderness, 

delirium and ecstasy 

 

can, in fact, comprise 

a large part of 

the substance of its 

 

expression and the shaping 

of its form, walking 

together through the garden, 
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imagining the beautiful 

throats of birds in listening 

to their song, the delight 

 

of their soft necks, stroked, 

knowing in the charm of perception, 

what makes a blue moon blue. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 February 2021  

AS WITH LOVE WE LIVE IN LIFE 

 

 

Rapture is the sound 

of light, the music of our  

combined childhoods,  

 

harmony made of  

what is always once  

and made forever more 

 

in delights of dissonance, 

as the music of our 

love recognizes its own 

 

profound simplicity, 

to seek of life its musical 

form, the motivating  

 

vowels that tell us  

always how they must be 

performed by what is 

 

the 'world tissue' on  

approach to sweetest 

consonance, life lived 

 

among what is removed 

in the carving of 

a swan's true form 

 

from out of marble, 

the world as what is left 

is truth disclosed, 

. 

each made of the same 

substance, and the difference 

of all that is, from itself, 

 

as mind emerges at 

the edges of our heart- 

beats, the vowels that 
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put together in order 

our integrity, in the birth 

and disclosure of 

 

its wings, as what love 

is, intelligent yet life-long 

mysterious run of vowel 

 

sounds to which there is  

no end, which is the immortal  

part of our bodies, their  

 

magic words in always 

the sound of pores softly  

breathing in the nest  

 

in which we enclose one  

another as evening  

turns to darkest night,  

 

and we see each other's 

dreams when we close our  

eyes together in sleep.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 February 2021   

AND BEING MOVED WITHIN IT 

 

 

The ground of the sounding 

air moves through  

the accomplishment of 

 

how our hearts propose 

the heaven we are already 

part of, companions of 

 

what moves [through] us, 

who belong to each other 

and the work of making 

 

what is in its difference 

in the world, 'our' world 

arranging between what is, 

 

with ourselves included, 

conductions of what 

together we know as 

 

centrifugal around 

the sweet consonance, 

operational and as  

 

incorporeal as the flower 

wrapped of itself in  

its bud, beautiful yet 

 

modest, resplendent 

in rose blossoms while  

equally low, wild violets in 

 

the grass that grows 

around the base of large 

oak, each in part 

 

visible aspects of  

how love is, their leaves 

tied in evening moonlight 
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and dark shadows 

speckled with fireflies 

as our love is grammar 

 

thick with chimeras, 

imagined and proposed 

in the tender gift of 

 

endless wild desire that 

murmurs 'yes,' as  

the quickness in bird-throats 

 

of the last evening songs,  

the knots of the muscles  

of my upper arms, gone  

. 

loose as the pale lithe 

trails of ivy where unwinding,  

is the 'lusimelos' as of 

 

our embrace goes sweetly  

around the circle of our two  

hearts, throbbing full as one. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 February 2021  

AWAKE 

 

 

My speech trembles with 

love, as I wake to 

desire's stars lifting me 

 

into wakefulness and full 

scansion of desire: Desire 

is where I marry the roots 

 

of my love by way of 

trust that holds the true 

fact of it, by holding 

 

and being held, in knowing 

the form of my yearning 

without a mirror, for you 

 

are the function of always 

and forever, as the evening 

darkens with the sacred 

 

music of birds that are 

the colour of the night, 

pure wanting of what is, 

 

'to be,' as our skins say 

to sing, tightly, in the pull of 

greeting nature. I wash 

 

the dishes and take my 

face masks off the drying 

rack: You know me, 

 

what I do and say, who 

I am to myself as also 

part of us, together, 

 

in the energetic play of 

delight, where our roots are  

not divided, but join to 
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sense where words break 

true, and in rivers of 

tender sensuality, we are 

 

in the music of constant 

flow, still in discovering each 

other, over and over again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 February 2021  

THE LOVELIEST PART OF THOUGHT 

 

 

The purity of it is 

inexpressible, in its likeness  

to a magician's stolen 

 

stars, packed as snow 

within the lily's buds 

until spring discloses 

 

them as the always 

endless wheels that like 

petals turn around the axis 

 

of our heart, turning 

into ecstasies cranked 

from a music box 

 

had in childhood of  

which let's be eternally 

and gently obsessed, 

 

with scenes of faeries, 

angels and demons 

painted on the outside: 

 

We live in the same  

city, plural in its dimensions 

yet as singular as our 

 

love is thinkable/unthinkable 

at once in any logic but 

the music from the faery 

 

box, as in dream, we lay 

iris and lilies in our bed 

of desire, and wander 

 

the night instead, your  

palms as white as the moon, 

yet warmer to the touch 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/stephen.ellis.3517563/posts/427722665147388?__cft__%5b0%5d=AZVW0jhHfZx8SLpJLMZ3sCkIC2hZ2IsahIzz1K4TArUxa-SKZMYwlCya9bHyjtTPpPW7J3vnx-ve2ajyGyMog_2KBE0pqyqSkCM8Hy3tySxtkg3Ymz2v1v1aOwGJgqjh_yA&__tn__=%2CO%2CP-R


of full love that admits 

of us together in the flight 

always outward toward  

 

one another and inward 

to discover each time 

a-new the soul of holding 

 

to the middle voice that 

joins us as companions, 

and lovers who cannot  

 

resist flowering the air with  

release, and speaking of  

the beauty of love's true form. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 February 2021   

VOLUPTAS 

 

 

Our bodies, a lyre in 

which whose strings 

are moved by gentle 

 

winds of love, make 

a gift of every capacity 

there-in of their sounding 

 

the music of the desire 

we are meant each day 

to be taken by, where 

 

in this constancy is  

made of the scattered 

brightness of modest 

 

sparrows, true light 

assembled as in the work 

continues from  

 

piecemeal intellect 

to the gravity that allows 

those in love to feel 

 

their flight together, 

again and again, as hands 

from the willows  

 

reach out to every star, 

bees in the apple blossoms, 

their work and ours 

 

through honied hours 

as we are among petals 

of love, entangled of, 

 

and close in the heat of 

our actual knowledge of 

rivers that flow through 
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folklore and stream 

through our bodies like 

secret birds of delight, 

 

as song becomes full visibility,  

and our music, the Tree  

of Love, alive as its rapture  

 

moves within and illuminates 

the nesting together of all 

we are, as a weaving of what,  

 

behind our faces and in  

our hearts, is love being  

woven always on our lips. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



17 February 2021  ·  

WITH HONEY IN BETWEEN 

 

 

It was white, these, 

the roses who woke me 

from the sleep I 

 

thought was black  

until it woke me from 

itself, to where things 

 

are not that way, neither 

dark nor dream. Poets 

do it with open eyes 

 

and pores breathing 

in rime with companion 

you, for it is us of whom 

 

I write, along a Mediterranean 

coast, where water  

touches land, and a place 

 

of which I'll tell you of, 

carnations white, and those 

of red, plus roses as 

 

love enlarges and with 

larger and softer petals, 

for now. I'll say white 

 

is perspectival and of 

stance : Beauty has to do 

with posture. Suffice of 

 

grief remembered in  

quiet and children gone 

insane, I drink in winter 

 

of a summer rain, of 

what matters most 

in fragments of knowledge 
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or rainbows inland 

rising through thin cutlets 

that cushion one from 

 

one the vertebrae. Let's 

us never try to count 

the knobs of love, or Oh! 

 

I almost forgot to mention 

the undertow of the tidal 

wash that make pieces 

 

of what is, whole, and blue 

in golden radiation, as we 

learn 'as such' to dress in glass. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 February 2021  

UNFOLDED SCARVES OF IRIS AT YOUR THROAT 

 

 

We slept and began to 

call through the dream 

we are to dress us in  

 

itself, as how voices 

upon the air are then 

white roses arisen 

 

along dusk's horizon 

with pearl buttons on 

the corners of its sleeves 

 

to button down the flower 

you hold and are, of 

field and at the roots of 

 

tall grass, and the way 

you brush your hair before 

we talk remains of wild  

 

blue petals. You are 

the Artemis of the bow 

strung by both beauty 

 

and desire, and are 

the music my fingers 

play on the taut love 

 

my lyre is, as the sky 

you are descends all 

around my and lifts me 

 

into your being, in candle  

flames of how the stars  

are your fingertips grown  

 

from dragon's teeth to  

no other purpose: There 

are no burrs on the lily 
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stems of starlight streaming 

down to show us where 

what is neither winning 

 

nor losing abides in 

the nest of our being 

woven out of wandering 

 

the fullness of found 

objects and mistakes 

in grammar, or the way 

 

intellect by feeling is 

the genius of our means 

of being moved tenderly 

 

by your breathing softly  

on me as I breathe  

always and forever with you. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



LIKE A 'FLESH-COLOURED' CRAYON 

 

 

If caught where no 

beginning is, proceed 

in being still and listen 

 

to how language locked 

in love is always unlocked 

for we are put in here 

 

for being written in to what 

comes from nowhere, already 

formed of magic words 

 

in the womb of our hearts 

that is a garden where 

fragile lilies and black 

 

talons grow to claw 

the earth to make dirt 

'soil' when torrents of 

 

love to make of how 

our part of this moistening 

makes us never sleep 

 

but dream awake of 

how miniature in 

proportion the words 

 

said are of the world 

that by comparison grow 

as large as they tell us 

 

what we must do to 

be and know and love 

to hear from the world 

 

outside what we want to be  

in it, after we gain the sense 

to do of it what we wish.  

 

 

 
 



19 February 2021  

AFFLUENT LIFT 

 

 

Our souls, whorled 

together, matrix of 

the city of our mutual 

 

inclusion: Let weathers 

be upon our pastures, 

the growth hormone 

 

at the base of wild 

blue flowers that are 

the sky of what grows 

 

our love in its own 

place within all we 

together are, a beautiful 

 

poem, first mountain, 

second, third and fourth 

all scaled, never a question  

 

of effort, but desire 

and of conjoining in the full 

passion of love, that 

 

makes a world forever 

compelling adoration, 

knowing I am wed to 

 

a multiplicity of branches 

from the source, in 

singularity, for I need 

 

never return to what 

we so immediately are 

and have been, for it is 

 

in this moving place 

that we met and meet 

forever on our mutual 
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staircase, ascending  

toward and descending in 

love to meet in the place 

 

where the dream image 

and the waking wish of passion  

becomes recognition of how  

 

in the tender act of, in making love,  

our full being in sweet, convergent  

acceptance, lovingly dissolves. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



20 February 2021   

IN COMPANY KEPT 

 

 

My sleep is a grotto 

where you swim: 

Your love inspires me 

 

and your speech 

consoles me, as my 

heart feels the pleasure 

 

of the lilies you give,  

and of the iris you are. 

In the world, in dream, 

 

in imagination, in desire, 

I am of these four combined, 

divided, conquered by 

. 

the ways they perpetually  

move yet still fit together. 

Am I Apollo? Amor? Attis? 

 

You emerge from the grotto 

as I emerge from the depth 

of your gaze, refreshed, 

 

yet remaining in a trance 

of soft love and cumulus 

cloud. We walk along 

 

the edge of a dark wood, 

from which endless golden 

fields without fences extend, 

 

and white trillium brush 

our bare ankles. On 

a deserted arbor around 

 

the back of a house 

where memories once 

lived, vines with dark 
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grapes intertwine with 

red roses in full bloom. 

It is mid-day. I love you 

 

and a sudden quiet gaiety 

rises, as evening begins 

to crown our brows with 

 

stars. We have been together  

the whole day, my forehead  

still red from your kiss. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 February 2021   

THAT MILK SOLIDS MELT SOFTLY IN OUR MOUTHS 

 

 

Saying 'yes' puts 

an image of love in 

flight. That's what 

 

the stars are doing 

in the night sky: 

Keeping at it, always, 

 

and for that, given 

light to distribute 

across the earth, to 

 

illuminate the ways 

lovers grow wings 

in the dark, as in fact 

 

the wings are made  

of the same love we 

are, its necessity, how 

 

poetry decided on us 

each, and together, 

for being in love is 

 

an absolute, much 

in the way our senses  

seize the earth, where 

 

no victory or defeat is 

more then infinitely small, 

and make the place 

 

where they happen 

that much more golden. 

Poetry is a message 

 

read as the sound of 

water, and sometimes 

the noise a mirror makes. 
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Love, as we begin each 

day with it, is our necks 

saying 'good morning,' 

 

not just to feel the arterial 

pulse, but to know of how 

much, together, we are 

 

luminous. It is the sound 

of the throat opening and closing, 

with every swallow of the light, 

 

that gives rhythm to how what  

disappears in us, emerges always 

in love of the deep, blue sea. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



22 February 2021   

THE GIFT OF OPEN SPACE 

 

 

Love and of being in 

love is the life of 

childhood in the land 

 

of magic, a world 

in sight that has no end, 

for its end is for us 

 

each to unfold to 

the other the startlement 

of showing one another 

 

how unfinished yet 

complete is this constant 

showing to the other 

 

the parts of what is essential  

in being discovered by,  

for example, this 'gift' of 

 

disclosing a piece at  

a time, the 'manifold,' 

the many unfoldings 

 

where on an evening air 

the message is clear, 

common and glorioso, 

 

'oh, you have a different 

sort of one of those things  

I've heard so much about,'  

 

as we each do, like  

water in a well is what  

we have a body for, to  

 

love with and be with love -  

ours - to fold in accord  

with fold as the music of 
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our telling unfolds, as our  

lyric voice combined of love,  

kisses its self twice, on  

 

our lips, where most  

compatible in passion  

honey increasingly sweetens  

 

the flow of how we show  

each other in growing 

tender and close, how a cedar,  

 

a cypress, a date palm,  

and roses together, under  

the same sky shimmer. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 February 2021    

ALL THAT WILLS US TO BE 'THAT' 

 

 

Under my feeling,  

love speaks to you 

as from how shadow 

 

seeks the flame that 

casts it, that is, the name 

for all of what you 

 

are, disclosed in 

a vocabulary as simple 

as bare feet coming 

 

upon low blue wildflowers 

hidden in the tall grass, 

with bare feet, unexpected,  

  

but desired and necessary  

as that which love  

impels me to speak, to you,  

 

with you, all about you 

and the wild beating of 

your heart, and mine, 

 

when of the ground 

has been made a garden 

or park, that if as, 

 

with you in it, at any 

time or season, or with 

you and it, I would lie, 

 

to give us opportunity 

to be with beauty as we 

show each other in 

 

the present, more than 

emotion, but equally 

the way we come to one  
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another so strongly, not  

the 'why' of it, for 

we need no reasoning,  

 

but its power gone loose, 

yet equally in the way  

that air is 'tight' with 

 

the sky, for - love - 

is so immediately  

a first thing in all that is, 

 

for it is the raw yet 

delicate way we are in 

it, not different from 

 

it while being not  

the same as each other 

as what is true, for in 

 

constancy it is the primacy  

of it that we breathe, its  

fullness wearing the very 

 

petals, silken, of our work 

that we wear, with true 

exactitude, passion, 

 

loving in tandem, as I find  

you everywhere, wanting tall 

grass to grow completely 

 

through us, watered by  

tears that run down faces  

that finally know their names. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 February 2021  

EVER MORE THAN EVEN THIS FOR US TO FIND 

 

 

In the paradise of 

this world with 

you, how can I, 

 

my heart a tangled 

knot of purple silk, 

not let you untie it 

 

slowly with your fiery  

fingertips, and find  

in it a moon unified 

 

by putting your initials 

on it and in it? I dream 

that you will find there 

 

as many folds unfolding 

to you, that are yours for  

being able to see in this  

 

disclosure, each ounce of  

both my part and yours,  

in building together the marvel  

 

of you being you, and I, 

I, a world complete in love's  

most natural function, to  

 

hear and feel our hearts  

beating in tandem,  

grounded by each being  

 

together as birds in a  

high bower, impossible in  

their music, not to 

  

want to give me, all,  

away to you, happiest that  

as each day crowds in 
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and flowers never cease 

to impossibly produce their  

endless pollen in eternity,  

 

I see you in what you are,  

where my heart be right  

and our love forever stays,  

 

by how I always am, as  

part of the magic text of  

double twilight, in all  

 

that is beautiful within and out,  

that retains our secret, dear 

between, and forever be allowed. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



25 February 2021   

MADE VISIBLE BY ALL WE TRANSLATE AS LOVE 

 

 

I see your reflection 

in my Egyptian eyes, 

your moon, mine, ours, 

 

as I feel the full stream 

of the Milky Way as 

the arms of your flowing 

 

embrace, the moon, 

being a pale and finely 

carved cameo in that 

 

little indentation we all 

have at our throats 

from which, when given 

 

soft kisses, gives flight 

to wings yet always to be 

together discovered, 

 

just as the music of 

the clavicular octave's 

sounding of love streams 

 

outward to every part of 

what is pure and beautifully 

crazy, when together we  

 

see what we invite, 'loving 

these kisses from the point 

of view of trust': More 

 

important than being born 

with a name is to know 

the heart within that is 

 

kept in the honesty 

and fullness of love  

by the gravity of feeling  
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what it weighs, to be  

true. It is night. In my  

obsessive imagination 

 

that I am not dreaming, 

I feel us hold each 

other close, knowing 

 

that love has found us 

and we will find even more  

of what this paradise is, 

 

as it tells us we'll always 

be nearer in sense of 

being your and my touch 

 

through time, and placed, 

me in your eternity and you 

in mine, and full love in 

 

each, a love for all of time 

that need not be thought, 

for we are forever in every 

 

common day, the silken 

liquid flowering of its 

caress, as given us to 

 

give, and it is heaven, 

this our love, and like 

the sky so blue, its beauty 

 

is outrageous, not for us 

being angels, but in loving 

nakedly as only angels can. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



26 February 2021  

ALWAYS ALIVE 

 

 

We don't have to try 

to be inside ourselves 

or each other when 

 

always we are electricity  

or whatever the force  

is that makes hearts 

 

beat, and body be in full 

release of the collected 

lightnings of love [St. 

 

Elmo's fire from complex 

nerve bundles of shoulders, 

'In which luminous plasma 

 

is created by a corona  

discharge' : Both a weather 

and/or erotic phenomenon]: 

 

Come with me now to  

feel the motion of fresh 

grass growing up the marrow 

 

of our limbs. Every kiss 

discerns the difference 

closed and evaporated 

 

when lips touch [see 

St. Elmo's fire, above] 

and why we are saintlike 

 

in our bodies being  

made of children singing. 

The true meaning of 

 

'discharge' is musical: 

Our love is the song constantly 

in my throat, and my 
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throat is made of children 

singing of the love 

they don't yet realize they 

 

are part of. For decades 

I was a self-exile, self- 

sacrificed as myself, in 

 

the world but loosely, 

and eventually recognized 

that I didn't live anywhere 

 

I could recognize as 

'a place' except for how 

Pindar associated 'polis' 

 

with awe: I am with you  

now forever, for you give 

me what I have always  

 

been but could never 

agree with. You give me 

the full acceptance  

. 

of knowing what spirit 

changes our moments, 

hours, years, eternity 

 

so we can be solely that 

together, what is, as 

always what is being  

 

built by us when least 

aware that already  

we are a household, 

 

where I can be home, so 

whatever impels me, forms  

me, around our love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 February 2021  

AS WE VIBRATE 

 

 

First flowering is just 

changed into itself  

for the present in 

 

where no governance 

can make so what 

already is but for wanting  

 

you. The magnolia 

were the evening sky 

scented before I  

 

owned a life, and was 

unable to repeat 

the words of what 

 

I perceived without 

having all doors open, 

the basic reason for 

 

remaining homeless. 

That's the principle 

answers to who else 

 

when imagining the mind 

of arriving in what it  

thinks. How can a night 

 

sky have the unusual 

after-tint of being  

silver before its time? 

 

Since you are Psyche, 

I carry you on my 

shoulders, that the lantern 

 

of love be lit in 

the corridors of the body 

the give light to us 
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feeling together love 

and learning what this 

light is for, as for 

 

its own sake, like 

the world is the place 

or naturalized awe 

 

and how our love is  

about what determines 

whatever etymology 

 

has: A sure, trance-like 

appearance, vision of  

firsts, the law of roses 

 

when making love, of  

how toes curl in when 

unfurling. 'Luz' is 

 

a tongue of light that is 

the root of the cedar 

wood floated south from 

 

Libnan, to be bent into 

the sacred barques 

that ferry us through 

 

the underground of 

vocabulary we believe 

we already know until 

 

we realize again that 

each embrace is different 

and always the first. 

 

Our love is of the deepest 

leverage, we are drawn 

together to be shaped 

 

by the universal power 

of the tenderness of red 

lilies, let us come again 

 

 

 



golden, for again that I 

cry, and with you to feel 

how I want us to feel 

 

with and be always ran 

to the shimmer where 

everything is beautiful. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



HEALER 

 

 

Outside 12 minutes before 

midnight, to smoke a cigarette 

in 1985, I see two car 

 

headlights, I see two moons,  

I have two eyes, we have  

two hearts, each inside  

 

the other, because it's 

the present joined by what 

each of us is together now. 

 

I was once a person who 

has a shadow that still  

reminds me of how sick 

 

I got of being a pill-head 

when it was constant, but 

I take fewer now. Remember 

 

the smell of rotting American 

cheese and lysol that pervaded 

the whole ward when I had 

 

to be hospitalized for a few 

weeks after my first time 

having sex with a woman 

 

at 35? A child will always  

remember all that happens 

in order to say that it couldn't 

 

have, 'even if it did.' I never  

learned how to wear 

sunglasses, and still suffer 

 

the after-effects of radiation 

sickness from a suicide  

attempt via over-exposure to 

 

x-rays before aged 10. All 

of these and other things 

developed an immunity to  



admitting being anyone who  

had ever done these things, 

and so I don't any more to  

 

make up the difference. My 

desire for you can only be 

surmounted by a reference 

 

to the beautiful totality of  

love as a quantity for which, 

the language of, has yet  

 

to be invented, because  

it is already all that anyone 

has the capacity to say. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



28 February 2021   

EMERGING CONTINUITIES 

 

 

The answer in real  

terms what having 

all to do with loving 

 

is the silver network 

of nerve transmission 

as these all came  

 

together in what had  

happened in the immediacy 

of the mysteries of  

 

how to been have got born  

from, right, Mommy? 

There's no time to ask 

 

the question in when 

right away what happens 

is already have happened. 

 

This is the mission of 

our love's intent. Everyone 

is born with a star at 

 

their brow, but it takes 

a long time to descend, 

as a truly joyful question 

 

that can be asked by 

the eros of the somatic  

body combined in a light 

 

spring wind, have we, as 

we do, weave the lacework in 

Eden's unguessed song  

 

that we together always 

let find us, for what is the quick 

of a water splash in 
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a house with no plumbing. 

We have to rely on  

the nature that is outside 

 

of ourselves but coded 

within our bodies, bottles 

of sweet wind whose 

 

secrecy will out, and we will  

know why we weep, O flame,  

at the changed tonality of  

 

birds, the textured air of 

the sky, that colours of song in 

both their nakedness and ours. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1 March 2021  

YOU'VE GIVEN ME MY FACE 

 

 

Look, everybody's here, 

shadows on the wall 

that don't talk back or 

 

offer anything, air is 

what breathed and gives 

everything from having 

 

lyric voice wander through 

the substance of it that 

the noise of my confused 

 

thinking is of to be made 

a difference between 

how my shadow moves 

 

and what I'm doing in 

another room to learn 

a language I don't know 

 

enough to talk to it that  

nevertheless reveals it 

as the marvel in another 

 

sense: Turmeric, cumin 

and stibium for the mother- 

figure of the Sphinx. The gas 

 

stove lights for having 

accumulated a large 

vocabulary. We put all 

 

that is into what love 

makes us for, and never 

bet on an outcome, for 

 

a fawn's body from magical 

pregnancy is plenty, her 

smell permeating our lungs 
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where the sexual inhale 

and exhale is the only 

star-making machinery 

 

in town that can make all  

that is tender in love, diamond- 

hard in spirit to give  

 

the indistinct light of distant  

stars, clear form in outline,  

though like our love, ambiguous, 

 

sure-footed, constant  

and loyal only to the limitless  

limits of its own design. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 March 2021   

MOONSTONES SIGN THE WAY 

 

 

Secret birds come up 

out of tall grass, a fox 

trots across a field 

 

toward a water course 

that will eventually 

become Brown's Trace, 

 

there is no allegory, or 

all is, living a quiet, 

virginal life among 

 

appearance of animals, 

birdsong, epiphany 

in full hallucination 

 

alive in the overwhelming 

coherence that takes 

power over and shatters 

 

whatever I thought I 

was. Words I thought 

were tied to the secret 

 

CIA base beneath Mount  

Mansfield were in fact  

threads of fire in my throat  

 

that both inspired and prevented 

speech, that is, language 

is an impediment to  

 

love and its expression, 

but for the tears of it, until  

lately written by the river  

 

that follows its natural  

course, as I knew my 

sickness would lead me  
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away from visions of  

satellites to find real food,  

more saintly than any abyss 

 

in which I hid, white 

flowering from the sky 

turning dark red, it is 

 

not a stain, my life, it is 

for and into you I weep 

for, and a birthmark is, you  

 

who are forever to know  

that, at this moment eternally 

restored and awake to, you  

 

are the first and the last,  

my only lover, heart of  

purple, the only one I love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



IMAGE ENTERS IMAGE AS BODY, BODY 

 

 

I travel with messenger, 

we are the same 

person and not, one 

 

unable to speak  

and the other that talks 

too much: Difficult  

 

to tell which is which 

but no haste to bother 

as the world is one 

 

flowing angel neither 

you nor I, we are the single 

name of the bird of 

 

paradise who shapes 

our tears, for we are 

them, of joy, inevitable 

 

pouring through, yet 

holding the shape we 

have made, here: Love 

 

is the unyielding form 

of the whole, unable 

to unlearn what is by 

 

nature born, we give each  

other skin, white blossoms  

of moon light, desire  

 

opening fingers born of  

all elements to disclose 

the golden honey in the palm. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



3 March 2021   

LOVE IN WATER MOVES US TO ITSELF 

 

 

Along the side of 

the road we walk is 

in certainty that 

 

water is a magic 

substance that drinks 

us up in love, as all 

 

things, as stars are 

most like they are as  

love is basically how 

 

most it is as stars are 

when on the surface  

but more from underneath 

 

kissed in the asking  

of directions from what 

it knows is the thing 

 

wanted for it is certain  

that what simple walking  

side-by-side is a magical  

 

substance that leads to  

the insides of things, that is,  

most like love, as all things  

 

are, the water is fresh, we 

speak sweet words into 

the horoscope of birds 

 

in congress whose song 

is to a boy and girl walking 

let fall to song and wings 

 

lifting to share our shoulders 

and remain invented to 

also drop down from being 
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born of one another not 

yet knowing how to dance 

together that is the tradition 

 

of how love and all things 

fall upon us as we learn to 

give ourselves up to them. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



4 March 2021   

DIVERSILOQUIA ON LOVE, PART 3 

 

 

What in part 2 is 

opening to follow 'good 

fortune' is that 

 

how 'resolved ambiguities' 

have no proper place 

but to ask Tirrell and rely  

 

on you and our love: Dear 

tender healing begins 

with cell division between 

 

Yemeni and Alamut Isma'ilis 

[11th century], and the proper 

timing of the 'fall' to make 

 

mineral vegetable animal 

and the 'other' side of 

the rational to be formed. 

 

When released from 

prison [metaphysical idolatry] 

in order to become 

 

an instrument by which 

each form of being will find 

liberation of its 'forms'' 

 

there was in me severe 

rejection from within 

the demonic shadow of 

 

Satan in the inferior world, 

but the number 7 indicated 

the exact timing that became 

 

the delay of myself, retarded 

eternity at level of inferior 

world. I have always disliked 
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restoration. She is founder of 

permanent motion in esoteric 

hierarchy. You are the island 

 

of Ceylon. My inner ear vibrates 

with your voicing from 08 August 

1164, 'my friends I am with you  

 

through the inter-connections 

to have be revealed the contents 

of your perceptual organs 

 

which is their function in any 

or every place, dear and afar.' 

Our existence is far more 

 

then random, but this new 

sensibility will need the soil 

of which evidence of desire 

 

and love are needed but  

never present in the usual 

ways due to the syncopations  

 

in the always moving music 

of creative pulse. But this 

is not absolute, for I know 

 

that you know what part of 

you I carry in my armpit, 

and others in other places, 

 

always. 'Therefore alchemists 

[poets] must proceed always  

[as us together] with ability to 

 

extend via distillation of sublimation 

to release a primary nature from 

complexities and the weight 

 

their energies have incurred, in my 

understanding the necessary 

dream of escaping total confusion.' 

 

 

 



[Tirrell paraphrase] She has a crystal cabinet,  

like you do, or Mary Butts [Eng. Circa 1920]. 

The proper proportion of spectra as in 

 

an early morning rainbow before 

dawn is the luminous dark guardian 

presiding within the descending dew 

 

of heaven. Hermes drives a blue car 

through eternity at about 85km/hour. 

The city [in Latinised Greek] is human 

 

grasp, or the pre-Socratic 'hand' is 

what love makes us as unto beings, 

who in building of place in what 

 

there can be but disclosure is 

what gives inclusion to passion 

and human lips to every kiss. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 March 2021  

NOT TOO PROFOUND BUT REAL ENOUGH 

 

 

It seems obvious that 

anything I climbed down to, 

I would also climb up 

 

to in the same gesture. 

Here is love: It is true 

only that all created things 

 

will die, only if we produce 

them without the important 

corollary that we have 

 

discovered ourselves doing 

nothing but. This enlightenment 

is permanent, for we make 

 

the place where the place 

is where and what knows 

itself, active, honest and true. 

 

Wind up my spine through 

a field of wild wheat, has no 

actual road, although there 

. 

are faint tire tracks through 

the goldenness of it. I 

sleep dreaming beside 

 

your dreams, where time 

is inconsequent to moonlight 

on your long smooth body. 

 

Blue lupine around the fire 

pond accentuate the marvel 

as pale spring grass deepens 

 

into full summer. Bright 

human stars of the celestial 

world steal a few excerpts 
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from how to live. I want to  

live, like anyone. But I want 

us to live first, and longest. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



ALWAYS LONG ON SPLENDER 

 

 

If only I could  

remember how quick  

is my resolve, 

 

how my message is 

obscure, form being 

everywhere 'else' too: 

 

Nobody looks 'alike' but 

everybody also doesn’t 

think so, too. If only 

 

I could remember 

the name of a child 

I knew 60 years ago,  

 

if only I could name 

each rose my mother 

failed to cultivate, 

 

I would know these 

forms of being namelessly 

present. I am everybody 

 

[not] and I love you. 

The voices are on  

the air again, 6 AM. 

 

[Is memory actually  

a form of renewal?] 

Iris are the greater 

 

vehicle, lilies the lesser. 

Samahdi is everywhere: 

Love does not dwell 

 

in concepts. My  

childhood name is No  

One, but now our  

 

name is Beautiful. 

I want a place with you, 

and have: All directed 



entirely in the belief 

in the capacity that 

I am all that I perceive. 

 

The inner organs of  

my perception tell me 

the natural things to 

 

say even though there 

are none. I make up phrases  

and give you my real love  

 

through them, which is sun  

reflected on ocean tides, its  

boundless waves of bliss. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6 March 2021   

YEAH, IT'S TRUE 

 

 

Wherever you are, in 

a room, in mine, in yours, 

ours, or outside, your 

 

presence is known, 

dear, and loving to me. 

Your breathing holds me 

 

close to life. Love is 

full spectrum in our species. 

Tidal pools of it along 

 

the way to more of it, 

overflow with great and tender 

beauty. Up north, the long 

 

shadows of the season 

point to the sweet south, 

where I offer you forever 

 

the sweet modest tones 

of my arms, as we are 

given a brilliant cloud 

 

of stars at every turn of 

day and night, forever 

and always we say best 

 

to mean the discovery of 

furtherest intimacy and more. 

I think of spring, remembering 

 

summer in the cold of 

this afternoon. Petals 

glow in sunshine of memory, 

 

grass is quick to grow 

'back,' language is funny, 

and I, laughing, am struck 
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by the humility of truth 

in expression, how modest 

and small, how great 

 

and beautiful when it opens,. 

sparkling in rivers of 

local streams, the tears of 

 

my eyes also flowing for  

being unable, laughing again,  

what, unable to remember. 

 

the name of running water 

that drenches us with love. 

We name it as we will. It is 

 

the flow of voicings that 

announce our desire 

and the substance of how 

 

our embrace tells us who 

we are as what happens 

never stops, the relationship 

 

of everything to everything 

is alive always, and what 

I want us to take into our 

 

room. Beauty – and love – 

isn't built in a day: Why we 

want it is that we 'are' it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



INSIDE OUT 

 

 

It was as a young girl, 

I noticed the air was 

treating me right, although 

 

I neither knew what this 

was, or how I knew it. 

Probably the widening 

 

of reasonable response 

to still too narrow openings 

into life had something 

 

to do with it, plus overt 

elegance and well formed 

amber beauty of having 

 

been born from under 

and from within an eternal 

youth mother from whom 

 

I learned that I could 

too easily set myself on fire 

just by whispering to 

 

the boy in the next bed, 

when I was a boy, and there 

was a 'next bed.' That 

 

was when I reached out to 

receive my own death in 

belief in God, but with no loss 

 

of communion. I've never 

been a union guy, and was 

lost in life until I met my 

 

love at 69, and now spend 

my days living amidst 

my own particular grace 

 

in practicing the poetic art, 

talking to my love, who helps 

me remember water is 



the revealed female element 

of her own eternal youth, 

and my own and our love 

 

of each other, not having lived  

our lives before we can, but  

loving what we are all the same. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



7 March 2021 

WE MOVE THIS WAY NOW [PART 2: CODA] 

[a rewrite for Gali-Dana] 

 

 

Love is at the center 

of what it determines 

already moving outward 

 

but at the same time 

growing the gravity of 

inwardness, both at 

 

the same time [the first 

line from before was sort-of 

like this one, basically, 

 

but different.] I feel 

my spinal fluid, gelatin 

of my brain unfolding 

 

with endless clusters 

of stars. I sleep beside 

your dreams in the form 

 

of your smooth body 

made of moonlight, as 

we watch from the vantage 

 

of sleep, goddesses 

and gods move across 

the sky. A light blue 

 

wind at midnight blows 

lightly through fields 

of wild wheat, where 

 

tiny blue wildflowers 

blossom close to  

the ground. We are 

 

almost the first to  

arrive in whatever place 

this is. There are faint 
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tire tracks from those 

who came before, but 

no one else is here. 

 

Beauty like love is best  

shared with those who know 

it's all true. The corona 

 

of the sun is woven by 

the hands of love. Blue 

iris climb the hills around  

 

the fire pond, and the light  

green grass of spring grows up, 

around us, revealing 

 

the limits of the garden  

we plant, Nature's temple, 

cultivating Siberian iris 

 

and natal lilies who know 

that in doing this together, we  

are meant and mean to stay. 

 

[And lines of our poems are 

dictated to our love by 

the relation of Jupiter to Saturn.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 March 2021  ·  

CLOTHED WITH THE SUN 

 

 

To be handmaiden to 

the footmaiden of an arrival 

of what 'annunciation' 

 

means – there being no 

'Incarnation' – and no 

representation of 'things' 

 

beyond being 'as such: 

Kids, get back in your 

rooms. You see, one 

 

way it works is that 

you never get to see 

grandfather someone 

 

standing in his barn 

door telling you, 'don't 

you worry little girl, 

 

your search for lyrical 

assistance will lead you 

to union with Oz, why 

 

go back to Rome?' How 

does anyone live in 

'a place,' with hope of 

. 

deliverance that milk 

solids will be brought 

by the nameless guy 

 

dressed who I always 

dream of as being unusually 

tall. I do, I guess, but 

 

don't really pray in any  

classical way. Occasionally 

we see that we have done 
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nearly everything if we  

have enough laundry baskets 

and ask Mom if enough 

 

is enough. Sunrise is 

the milkman dressed in  

white [I forgot to say] 

 

arriving. Translated 

across what little I know 

'of America' at dawn 

 

are the mists that rise 

from the wetlands 

that are guides of 

 

'homeless love's mind' 

which is its own home 

after being given, in line 

 

for 'the disadvantaged,' 

a pair of corduroy pants 

that didn't fit, and even 

 

then I loved you from  

there, wings summoned 

by the words of poems 

 

that later you would emerge 

from with forever and share 

what we know about how 

 

The fibula and the two 

smallest human fingers 

are exactly like how birds 

 

adjust the angle of feathers 

in accord with the changing 

foils of air in flight. Our 

 

love counts for everything 

in god's eyes, for he is blind 

and also does not exist 

 

 

 



except as how I came to 

have pants that wouldn't 

fit. Children don't say 

 

'thank you' to adults because 

they need help. I remember 

Bob Scott coming into 

 

the dormitory with an axe 

to hold my hand while 

he taught me to kill my first 

 

chicken. My relief as 

the chicken hung upside-down 

being bled is just this side 

 

of hysteria. You can go  

back in your room now. Okay. 

Childhood is awful except to  

 

so often hear the voices 

of children singing. I 

have to protect my mother's 

 

house, far away. And I  

thought my spirit would 

supply my body a place 

 

where it would be hidden 

and safe. Poetry was the most 

secure place. But then I met  

 

you and my wings turned into  

petals of flowers that will enclose  

our love's gift to us forever. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 March 2021   

AT THE CREST OF MOONLIGHT'S ASCENT 

 

 

It is by subjective 

gravity that we close 

our eyes against 

 

the celestial world, 

so we can see the stars 

of our own making 

 

that make dreams we 

don't know from where 

they are received: What's 

 

done is done: We have 

now our particular 

messages, pleased to be 

 

propelled through a vein of 

liquid gold. We escort  

each other to the door, 

 

knowing there is no 

inner and outer of anything. 

Always graceful for parting 

 

with both the clear  

and mysterious night 

that is pushed upon us 

 

as we exit into it, and grateful  

for each instant together,  

although never separate, we  

 

stay in phases of rainbow  

water that illuminate our dreams, 

yet as we share the colours 

 

of our shared poetic, it is 

more to the fire of intimate love,  

that we forever give everything. 
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10 March 2021  

INSTALLATION OF AN IVORY CLAVICLE TO THE LEFT [PLEASE] 

 

 

Heart-shaped deer heart of 

a deer feeding at the Chinese 

box at the flowering gate, 

 

love lasts by it having covers 

eyes with certain glory, 

the sea at the eyes,  

 

a horizon, or fed by water 

lilies high in the mountains 

whose roots cannot be pulled 

 

up, colour of mother of pearl, 

perception of world reparations 

level inexpressibly purity 

 

of loving naivetés, boyhood 

given up to having no grasp 

but being balanced in somewhere 

 

of the middle voice, the first, 

inwards, stays to fester 

in order for delusion to close 

 

the circle, the love of it, love 

of failure to feed what is 

held from the first, inside, 

 

of companionship voiced 

in the empty air of what it is,  

purified wheel of circling  

 

lily stars, of you whose  

love in its purity matches  

mine, as we turn into ecstasy. 
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11 March 2021   

WHERE WE COMPOSE WHAT 

 

 

Exultant larks, free of 

the sky they are in, 

so deep my love for you 

 

in embrace, as I embrace 

and as I am embraced 

by a love so strong, it 

 

surpasses geological 

thrusts up out of an earth 

far older than we, before 

 

they were revealed to us 

for what they are, is 

what must be pulse of 

 

hearts, one charm, the full 

singularity of you, the chair 

made of our collaborative 

 

being, or the pure tone of 

an oriole in Sappho’s tree 

[my translation] that I 

 

could have touched had I 

been tall enough. Let's 

eat together, since we're in 

 

love, and to help me of 

my illness, to be cured. 

Always there is this bearing 

 

witness to territory 

where one cannot dwell, 

yet where mind dwells 

 

language and non-language 

all at once of which  

love is woven through 
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sacred hearts alternately 

concealed and revealed, 

as rivers keep their secrets 

 

by letting them follow 

earth's gravity as a girl 

and boy say, 'runs downhill,' 

 

in order to visit one's 

self and to show one's 

self as visiting and visited. 

 

We are accomplished far, 

heaven lets what's done, be love,  

our selves are only a reminder. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



YOU AS I BEAR THE CUP OF IT 

 

 

Translation of one's 

self into the other 

as one's companion, 

 

so delicately balanced 

as the vocabulary 

of it, techne of the binding 

 

heart, nothing left  

over or no effect for 

there being no cause, 

 

nothing either added 

or subtracted but instead 

to compose the real 

 

out of yet into something 

without lineaments, 

flame reflected in moving 

 

waters. The coherence is 

the gold we appear to 

see, flowing away and always 

 

in approach. There is 

nothing missing from our 

speech, its language 

 

and our love which impels 

these forms be made, 

of constant movement of 

 

finitude, the strange converging 

backwards with, in  

syllables of, and recognisable 

 

fragments of a greater  

love, is in invisible 

always longing for completion. 

 

 

 
 



13 March 2021    

ADJECTIVES ACTING LIKE VERBS 

 

 

The child deified in 

the treetops descends 

unseen even though 

 

s/he looks to grow, 

through the heart wood 

gathering the first 

 

and final substance of 

the beginning of her/his 

undoing, one to another's 

 

unfolding, as in the way 

that cells have no nucleus 

[the 'object' of inferior 

 

perception]. I counted them 

and found 22 ripples folding 

across the top of my glass 

 

of milk, left to undo. Drinking 

them is what one does in 

the land of magic, that 

 

others will appear [we can 

in this recall the story of 

Mozart folding and unfolding 

 

and refolding his dinner 

napkin.] This has always 

been my life's work, to 

 

'unfold' so that I may 

leave this earth with much 

left folded/unfolded, for  

 

you see doing the same 

thing backwards is no 

different in its form-making 
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as in love, this 'prime land'  

is for those best eaten by air.  

What there is to reside in 

 

[with] otherwise are mere 

epiphenomena. I have 

in my love for you, a simple 

 

seed field of sacred things 

of what your goddess aspect  

sends and/or acknowledges  

 

receipts of, messages upon  

blue morning air. It is with 

all that is of one's full companion  

 

that one does what it must.  

To be complete is to make  

curiosity a form by unfolding  

 

in, with and as it. Kiss to know 

the inside of your lips with your  

tongue, there where meaning lies. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



14 March 2021  

ROYAL FAMILY 

 

 

Sky on fire out the window 

and desire 'is' angelic 

presence that turns it as 

 

all turns. Love is what 

loves and is loved in 

the blue veins that show 

 

through bare, early spring 

branches, heart consumed 

completely it its folding 

 

and unfolding 'of itself,' 

in our condition: Love is 

pressed against itself in 

 

the leaves of its being, 

crushed in the dense forest 

of its pure visibility: We 

 

recognise it and ourselves 

for being grounded in 

love 'that has no bottom' 

 

[that 'we may fall in love 

forever' as Alice down 

the rabbit hole]. Passion 

 

is the connective tissue 

made real to the intellect  

as primal schizophrenia, 

 

the gathering together of 

'pieces of a Princedom' 

whose body parts are every 

 

day at dawn strewn over 

the grass of the backyard 

'because the world as we 
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know it has no bottom,' 

tumbling by its circumstance 

alone, and together, the 'air' 

 

of – call it astonishment - that 

we catch, as a void full of 

worlds in which we are 

 

ourselves, caught, in the kitchen 

strewn with pieces of  

every circumstance of love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



15 March 2021  

FAERIES GUARDED BY GRASSES WET WITH GOLDEN MORNING DEW 

 

O intelligence, along 

with the 'radical' absence 

it pretends to be 

 

a part of, or its mistakes 

corrected about what happens 

when no one is even there, 

 

is how the world is made 

up by tongue muscles 

weaving through the language, 

 

loving best forever what 

always worked best done 

backwards, growing more 

 

intimate as a child fingering 

Mother's marigolds put out 

on an ironing board to get 

 

more sun and never put 

away because the beach was 

so blonde listening to 

 

the movement of its tides: 

What is coming is always 

where it comes, here, to 

 

our actualism, a full 

footprint in the sand, on 

its way to undone  

 

business, eventually 

washed away with the tides. 

Air caresses real plums, 

 

there is no invisibility in 

love, in just the way 

gods and goddesses 

 

have disappeared  

because they have exceeded 

the real, thus in their isolation,  
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something extraordinary  

must be expected of what they 

have become. To be as we are,  

 

in love and understood, is that  

we understand 'form' - and make - what  

by others can consider only as  

 

content. Let us read our forms  

together on the brick steps, among  

the small blue wildflowers that seem  

 

to follow us around out from  

the laundry room and declare forever  

the sweetness of their completion. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 March 2021   

IN THE HIGH RANGE OF CYTOKINETIC PROCEDURE 

[all in for your beauty and your health] 

 

 

When it's time, it is 

there in wide space for 

when it is or where 

 

it went [no past tense] 

to in as what slips brightly 

through the middle gate 

 

when feeling overtaken 

by top joy in still wanting 

to be and come, each  

 

word for beauty on  

the uptake as love can't 

try for what it is, as 

 

you for all you are, 

as the words we want 

return to how we 

 

serve them our common  

sense: Love by its 

lack of standard margin 

 

is a bright sky of stars 

worn at the brow, where 

wanting is overtaken  

 

by each full step that  

fulfills how my love is 

yours in transfinite stream,  

 

or to repeat, I am yours  

and want for life, always 

pollen at the divine point. 
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21 March 2021  

TAKING A WALK WITH YOU 

 

 

In love with convention, 

I naturally work against it 

to see if there is, as hoped 

 

in a boy's heart, the generosity 

of radical disorganisation to 

share and be ravished by, as 

 

the twelvefold chain made of  

string that became the heart 

I finally grew out of, through 

 

pains of boyish jealousies that 

put small cuts on my body 

in ardour of virginal desire, 

 

before I finally went a few 

pages deeper in learning 

how to make my tongue say 

 

the letters of an alphabet 

that I might call to you through 

a soft wind on violet evenings, 

 

with blue stars overhead, 

and our hair on fire, as crowned 

by the innocence of starlight. 

 

I love how you cured me of 

standard menial humiliation, 

luxuriating instead with you 

. 

in the natural processes of 

maturation and self-expression. 

We have it all, this will to delicacy  

 

and tender-eyed gaze, red rose  

opening my heart, as we brush fresh  

spring growth with our wrists. 
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22 March 2021  

CLUES TO CHARACTER 

[after a psychotic break] 

 

 

It's so good to have 

retained the archetypal 

part of myself that I 

 

will never see, manifest 

in distorted behaviors 

dictated by moral authority 

 

to provide means to challenge 

the apocryphal hallucinations 

that attempt to overwhelm 

 

the fields of golden flowers 

that herald the coming of 

spring, to choose rather than 

 

collapse in being overwhelmed 

by desire for material possessions, 

the outlandish psychosis that 

 

in belief, will do away with standard 

currencies and the need of more 

quarters to launder one's clothes, 

 

one's past thieved upon, believed 

lost but in truth stolen and worn 

in public as the truth of one's 

 

being, always in joint proximity 

with one's several selves, to bathe 

in luxury and eat Greek: Rudiments 

 

of notoriety, unable under influence 

of magnetic storms to manage 

either time or language, as inner 

 

diatribe goes into remission. Did 

I grow up to be Axis Sally to 

the minions at the Vatican? 
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Labyrinthine Elgin marbles 

eventually point the way back 

to Athens. Meanwhile, knowledge 

 

of the affection in which my 

husband is held by all of you 

sustains me even during 

 

these times of thinly disguised 

ownership of bafflement. 

The Greater Blue Nile Cairo 

 

Chamber of Commerce does 

cheap trade with the Maryland 

Department of the Interior, 

 

yet even with lost avarice 

in silken mesh of pagan avocation,  

I'm still afraid to go to sleep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 March 2021    

THE SOUNDING ECHOES IN THE HEART [FROM BENEATH] 

 

In sleep and dream 

and in life I give to you 

the body of my love, 

 

as the jewels of stars, 

awake, 03:00, as easy 

as total immersion 

 

by hand in a pan of  

warm water, dreaming 

your pale feet in a bed 

 

of roses turned golden 

by your presence. I actually 

ate at a Woolworth Department 

 

Store lunch counter, now 

gone into bankruptcy by 

our mercy's lack of 

 

pocket cash, as what 

you can spend it on, they 

tell me, is 'history.' Have 

 

you ever been to a fashion 

show? I dream of a life  

of not having to go barefoot 

 

all winter, as well as my 

usual obsession with glamour 

in bed with menial labor, 

 

in Versailles, the grand 

Hereditary Houses of  

the Netherlands, the Polish 

 

embassy or a simple rooming  

house in Luxembourg, 

where would we go if we 

 

had money enough to afford 

opportunities in matters of  

travel, serenity and constant 
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expressions of love, always, 

when out of imprisonment, 

luxuriating in the joys of 

 

developing independent 

intelligences that deepen 

passion and tenderness 

 

in the on-going mercy 

that constant loving 

provides [derived from 

 

the god and goddess world,  

where youth and beauty 

are eternal]. My heart scorns 

 

poverty, but has learned to  

live with it. In your eyes, I see  

the serene waters of the Lake  

 

of the Clouds and remember  

my initial introduction to the relation 

between sexuality and perception: 

 

Tears blur the hope poised at 

every horizon, and moonlight looks  

different, reflected in sea water. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



LOOKING WORDS UP IN A WOMB 

 

 

The plumb line of 

skewed perception 

tells all of what each 

 

thing is in being 

situated in a place other  

than any standard 

 

line of reasoning. 

The unused, for being 

misunderstood laws 

 

physics is set in when aging, 

like all things increases 

In the love of play 

 

with rules that no longer 

matter. Love turns to 

the singular person 

 

loved, to discover 

the intimate anatomies 

in imaging what 

 

these are, really but 

a study done in milk 

for love, as I you, or 

 

how the moon breathes 

under water with 

the tides associated in 

 

emotional conjecture  

without duress, not 

'because' of anything but 

 

the tender way the cosmos 

makes the light and shadow 

of our fingerbones entwine. 

 

 

 
 



24 March 2021    

WEARING OF YOU IN EACH OF THESE 

 

 

Under siege, they say 

you have to pay  

your way, with what?  

 

But against this 

eternal void I have 

learned not to be 

 

afraid of opening  

all 4 of my torpedo 

tubes at once. Defend 

 

always what you are, 

as long as it isn't simply 

paradoxical or parenthetical. 

 

My unfinished sorrows  

give aid to rationalise my  

indebtedness to magic, 

 

love, and the epigram 

of faith that gleams in 

your eyes. I need you 

 

but cannot call you, 

for the lateness of 

the hour, so for now 

 

it will have to be 

imaginal furtherance 

as a strong, trusting 

 

girl, until morning, 

as the apposite moon 

of love rises, 'genre de  

 

femme' that I can't get 

out of my own way 

graciously enough's 
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beams of lunation, for 

appetite notwithstanding, 

to both feel and be 

 

the lovely arms of 

a woman, the you of me 

I constantly hear 

 

the voice of, April 2021 words of  

love, dressing out the bleeding  

sap of springtime flowers. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



26 March 2021   

OF EVENING 

 

 

In that region, between that  

as you occupy my thought more  

than I think to, wanting  

 

always to think of you more, 

as more than I could 

be aware of, like how 

 

love blends to mounting 

up, and I think of that 

too, and a new thought 

 

to add to these, that I would  

not have thought without  

you going to find both of 

  

us in one thought that both  

were thinking together and at  

the same time individually,  

 

knowing that to do this  

keeps us from being  

overwhelmed by the dark 

 

of night's stars that in  

the context of visibility  

individually together are 

 

not dark, and that you  

should be here as you are  

with me in my thought. 

  

These small words sustain  

me until my thoughts complete 

themselves in me, who is 

 

no longer 'of' it but still part  

that as in a flock of singing  

birds, no one can tell which 
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birds are singing what note,  

but which together, is and are  

beautiful, when sung, for there 

. 

is no score, nothing is written  

down, 'to know you as you are,'  

as myself, there are no words  

 

between us to help decide  

the kind of birds, but only layers  

of their music between us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 March 2021  ·  

THAT SUCH IS SO 

 

 

Strange a mist drifts 

through early spring 

roots unseen but that I 

 

feel it to be so, what is 

hidden inside the veil 

the body is and that's 

 

all: Organs are what's 

left inside, walls are on or 

around what they enclose, 

 

here at the center of  

every intersecting circle 

that is where and what 

 

love is, I feel strangely 

free that of no secrets 

can be had, or to be more 

 

'discrete,' nothing we know  

about can be understood. 

Skin is on the outside, and skin 

 

is inside of that skin, and within 

is more skin, laced together  

by a light wind that leaves 

 

no scar where it cleaves 

the senses. Whichever way 

we turn, a way not previously 

 

there is offered. The world 

gains meaning not through 

embodiment, but through 

 

publication, the way love 

discovers that it is a 'vicinity' 

as well as 'a feeling,' that is 
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to say, 'only the rendered is  

real.' Things that grow, mimic  

the delineation of how they  

 

got to be whatever shape  

they are, for now. In this,  

nothing can be helped: We are  

 

inundated by what magic lanterns  

under skin reveal, shaped as  

the grace we make of ourselves. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 March 2021   

CHILD'S PLAY 

 

 

No point but in love's 

strength to overcome 

the vanity, not of itself, 

 

since it is already possessed 

of that, but the deceptive 

passive action that, in having 

 

been deceived, makes action 

the first term meant to overcome 

itself, and 'have' the beauty 

 

of being so possessed as  

sustains what flowering 

sanctions, unclenched but 

 

unable also to spread out into  

the pale. It's weird to wait, 

more so to be awaited, 

 

and as love, to flower, where  

they will take their time,  

what 'we' do, as waiting retains 

 

the memory of life subdued 

by expecting to happen 

something aside 'what is 

 

really going on' and has 

gone on and continues to, 

low life, high life, the scent 

 

of strawberries and for 

regions of our attendance, 

gone more sweet. One has 

 

as we do, stained fingertips, 

and as the novice of 'real life,' 

having no chalk to mark in 
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yet 'chart out' in androgyny, 

'somewhere' and in its changes, 

must stay to be this, always: 

 

A heart that will not belie itself  

to be thanked for belonging to  

both, while actively being with neither. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



30 March 2021  

THE UPPER REGIONS 

 

 

The root of life is 

an earthly lamp of 

luminous flame 

 

we feel in grass that 

has yet to appear: Things 

grow in their own 

 

time as rarified gases 

arise eternally to  

leave their stain on 

 

all that is sustained 

by their mark. Their 

scent is too vivid to 

 

smell, for there is 

nothing else but what  

remains, a beginning,  

 

a pleasure shared  

simultaneously at both  

ends of a string at  

 

once, and for this,  

memory can never recall  

an apex and coordinate 

 

hypotenuse of what is  

not a line, but a burning  

point you never lose,  

 

that makes each end of  

the string feel they are 

both in the middle of the full 

 

circle of how love calls 

us ever to heed the necessity 

of falling in it, completely. 
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31 March 2021   

ROSEBUD 

'Love is the sign of the Rose.' 

 

 

We cannot miss 

the initial blossoming 

of love, for it happens 

 

constantly new, petal 

with petal furled from 

the source of its 

 

being, it blossoms in  

us because it blossoms 

'elsewhere' OF us, how we 

 

have come to expect 

the rose to be a sign 

of love in the full circle 

 

Interwoven of fluency, just 

as bright waters 

accompany our vows 

 

to be beautiful, and 

revealed. You introduce me 

each day to love, 

 

which is itself a sign that,  

like water flowing, the rose  

is the source of a fluid crown,  

 

a condition that discloses  

how the miracle of love, by flowing  

in this way, will never end. 
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1 April 2021  

EACH WHERE ALL IS 

 

 

All that it should be 

let it begin again, 

it is always the one  

 

after becomes as one 

can't help being, 

surrounded by their 

 

fidelities, never less 

than the pure element 

of itself, spread along 

 

units of conjectural 

space, as the variant 

a garden depends on, 

 

our flood of natural  

light, the song that Thalia 

gives, her key and seal, 

 

the glory of the labyrinth 

of dream, her clue of 

sunbeams and the secret 

 

staircase she shewed by 

which to ascend and descend 

into the fragrant vale of 

 

flowers. We are not wanting 

for preparation to enter. We 

are asked by our senses 

 

to enter the eternal, and as 

the hour of her retranslation 

arrives, she becomes 

 

you who gives sanctuary 

to love. For this I shall not 

in my expression exceed 
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your allowances, and as  

you wish me to be 

serviceable to my own 

 

dispositions, and time 

be ours, I choose from 

the abundance in 

 

patterns of yet ungathered 

nectar, of each which has its  

specialist, just as I am yours. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 April 2021  

AS FULL AS LIFE FULFILLED 

 

 

There's no advance in 

love, only in the way 

we imagine it, beautiful 

 

among its own kind, 

its sequence retained 

beginning everywhere, 

 

its continuity comes to 

riming every nerve with 

every location in the whole 

 

spectrum, for love can be 

only 'person-to-person,' 

the names we call each 

 

other to our selves,  

and answer back by name, 

as well as having our 

 

part in interlacing of 

star light in our arteries 

and veins, and in the pulse 

 

of nerve that sets the whole 

scale, all that outlasts 

each day in absorbing 

 

the brilliance of the way 

it warms the stretched skin 

of the earth that conceals 

 

nothing, but as our love, 

is the substance of the thing  

we have, itself, our world  

 

enshrined by the luminous  

invisibility of, that our  

brilliance be equally so, 
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time's lotus always with us, 

faith in unwoken substance, 

nothing said, everything spoken: 

 

perfectly compacted in gradients 

where nerve waves break, as  

our marrow dresses out for love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 April 2021  ·  

WE ARE INSIDE BOTH OF US 

 

 

It is in the love of love 

that the substance - 

not the matter of - 

 

but in natural effort 

of woman giving birth 

as to a kitchen fire, 

 

is humid and blood- 

warm, yet in this, 

the Invisible gives 

 

birth to the visible 

earth, which is humid 

and warm of itself 

 

as the intellect of 

love can only be 

performed as its  

 

own enigma, expressly 

as this: 'our work 

can only begin but by 

 

invisible beams of 

our fire,' [Almadir], as 

by this, this 'warmth' 

 

is the milk 'revealing 

the actual as gift of  

the possible – a way  

 

would be 'discovered' 

by usage 'feeling its way' 

in practice toward 

 

the center of language – 

which would in sentences 

reveal itself in the most 
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primary sense as 'made 

of the same stuff' as  

'the world we live in 

 

every day' – [hence], 

'task of narrative [ ... ] – 

'words must be [somehow] 

 

'the same things as things.' 

[Bob Grenier / Parmenides] 

'On the contrary, the warmth 

 

and moisture of the magical 

agent [desire] are equal : 

the one temperates  

 

and satisfies the other 

[Thomas Vaughan]. 'Our 

fire is a corrosive fire 

 

which brings a cloud 

about our vessel in which 

[ ... ] the beams of our 

 

fire are hidden.' [Almadir] 

'The philosophers call this 

agent their bath' [ ... ] ... this 

 

fire [ ... ] is purely natural 

but the excitation of it 

is artificial.' [Vaughan]. 

 

We wander in the wood 

each day to feed our desire 

to the flame that only 

 

love can see. 'Fire feeds 

not well but that itself 

be fed,' [ ... ] [Vaughan], 

 

a proper moisture tempers 

and gives it heavenly 

complexion and brings 

 

 

 



in us the desired exaltation: 

'Feed [our] fire [Phoenix bird 

and love will move us in 

 

our nest and rise like a star 

in the firmament. [Vaughan] 

The constancy in act of so 

 

doing, situates ourselves 

in our love, while placing 

Nature within the horizon  

 

of eternity: We are enclosed 

without haste, but with 

tenderness of both being 

 

and working through the ways 

of love, whose space contains  

what we make of it, and are, in it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 April 2021   

A SHIRT FULL OF STARS 

 

 

Lightning stays where 

it will never strike again, 

air is surrounded by 

 

its own unravelling to which 

we are let to breathe: 

What holds a flower up 

 

is the word for 'stem.' If 

'agency' be 'the poet,' then 

whom is s/he benefitting 

 

'in these years, to come' – 

certainly not himself. We 

know our time is short, 

 

but who are, 'we'? [Grenier] 

'Let the heavenly power 

or agent be such in the PLACE 

 

of generation or mutation 

that it may alter the spermatic 

humidity from its earthly 

 

complexion [mother's cosmetics] 

to a most fine, transparent form.' 

[Raymond Lully] There is nothing 

 

more but that which is behind, 

and connects the two, 'fire' 

and 'water,' secular names 

 

for a piece of the practice of 

love, compassed by the River 

of Liquid Pearl, which flows 

 

in its fluency, but wets the hand 

not: Noble moonbeams within 

the folds of deep blue silk grow 
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'Succus Lunaria,' the Moon  

called by Eirenaeus Philalethes 

'Saturn' [thirty divided by six 

 

provides for five fingers]: Love 

itself is touch that cannot  

be touched: The mysterious 

 

germinations and caress of 

satisfaction is already full 

both upon and within us, 

 

as out of Nature love is bred 

in just like manner, as the urine 

of Saturn from 'the flower  

 

of white salt' at the base of 

fountains, informing of 

constant love, and of desire, 

 

all things common and divine, 

as you and I flush at the throat 

in the upper springs of Nature, 

 

the whole earth full of what we 

are, and share and live close 

by together, in both unity  

 

and multiples brought of moist  

serenity to common practice of  

love, generation, and Diapasm. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



5 April 2021  ·  

THAT WE RISE FOREVER INTO ONE ANOTHER 

 

 

The Egyptians made 

boats of their magic nights: 

Poetry is made from 

 

the ancient scent of cedar  

like love unbuttoning its 

shirt, revealing the breastbone 

 

of Osiris, whose thymos are 

the roots that decide they'll 

stay a while, and whose mouth 

 

is our One fire flower unsheathed 

at lips forever forgiving our 

own desire, the scent of white 

. 

magnolia and black orchid 

resolving what's to be said of 

what we are together, walking 

 

the light blue sky air, where 

love talks us through its 

crazy radiance, not becoming 

 

gods or heroes, but the tender 

love of both, and each other, 

in our hearts, where a night sky 

 

shines from within all things 

kissed by the horizon of  

everything possible in the still 

 

air filled with stars: Opening 

the vaults 5,000 years later, 

the scent of cedar as fresh 

 

as yesterday. Our love is 

permanently installed, like 

a sky-boat through dreams of 
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golden waters and the feel 

of kykeon in the throat of 

bird-song, for love is possessed 

 

of natural ceremony, a furrow 

of antecedents presided over 

by Demeter, as behind the fire 

 

of love, are the unknown mouths 

with which we give the names  

of ourselves, as our love pays 

 

as it goes, all the way, no shadow 

of debt, no false creation, but 

a flock of bluebirds that sing 

 

for us our song, and will be 

like the sky in the air of the love  

we breathe, forever blue. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



6 April 2021   

THE MARVELOUS PRESENCE BETWEEN LINES OF A LIFETIME, YOURS AND MINE 

 

 

It's not a trick, what 

love teaches over 

the years: The alphabet 

 

is a kind of rain that 

washes the grass, but does 

nor make it grow. Water 

 

from the earth does that. 

It's all in one's personal 

stance, to stand and stay 

 

with a mild rise in  

the crust of the earth 

until you receive a sign 

 

that you've grown there. 

Then water runs ACROSS 

your fingers, rather than 

 

through them, and you  

are able to see fine silk 

cloth drying in the air, 

 

where the serene song of 

life is given the colour of 

how the secret birds of love 

 

smell, and feel to the touch 

as they fall to our realm and  

help us discover what it is. 
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7 April 2021 

ETHICS IS THE FORMING OF THE RISK OF BEING LOST THAT ALSO FINDS ITSELF 

BY SIMILAR MEANS 

 

 

At the flowering gate, 

you and love are the middle  

voice of Chinese deer 

 

that appear to be eating 

the lips of each other 

in representation of 

 

'the companion' that eats 

and feeds simultaneously 

of the world grain that is 

 

everywhere, as we hold and are 

held in our hungers, opening, 

devouring, nature eats of 

 

itself in the ways it shapes 

what it is, fresh crocus petals 

today, and unpredictable 

 

along the margins of 

the morrow, my gender as  

scooped from if what there is, 

 

is another 'half,' and  

the sudden loss of shade 

of the sunlit sun-path 

 

we both follow and stop 

before, slipping to the side 

to discover the ambiguity 

 

in lilies of rock formations of 

ridges that run through 

us, abiding of how actual 

 

thinkable things must cling 

always to the unthinkable 

in the trust that love provides 
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as we give ourselves over 

to it and each other, not 

wanting to fall from the sheer 

 

north face at dusk, I have  

the purifiedly snow of years 

of fingering my way over 

 

the cold granitite at 1,200 m. 

and the sweetness of knowing 

how they will hold the weight 

 

of both of us, the sweet 

conflagration of a grasp 

that will not cling, descending 

 

through the spruce to the scent 

of ferns and birch saplings 

as we wheel downward in extasy, 

. 

see Orion above, and give sweet  

kisses to stars and the groundlessness 

that shows us always the way home. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 April 2021 

AN INDESCRIBABLE CURTAIN MADE OF MOTH'S WINGS 

 

 

The inner voice of 

love is recognizable 

as fragments of 

 

some larger, unnamable 

sensibility, a longing for 

completion converging 

 

backwards - like the workings 

of memory - motion 

and stillness apposite 

 

and primal elements, 

syllables in longing either 

way, following our hearts 

 

inward into the outer  

nature that mirrors not 

but is the thing itself, 

 

pale necks in love, visible 

as they turn into each 

other, bird-throated, as in 

 

my chest, the holes in it 

are equally but forms 

made of feeling [metaphor] 

 

and striated muscle relaxed 

into a single being, and of 

murmurs I hear in the dear 

 

night, whose hands I can feel  

caress my dreams, the powers 

came with birth - just as 

 

we are their forms as our  

ideas of what their form is, if 

not us: May we live in 
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a radiant world that compels 

adoration, nothing to be 

'borrowed' or 'had' but 

 

shared in perception for 

sake of waiting, as possibility, 

to know that our love 

 

is made of all the wood that  

makes a sapling bend to 

the gentle tones of a light wind: 

 

Astonishment and the tenderness 

of feeling it enter the heart, 

whose boundaries flow, 

 

in its inseparable freedom, 

our primal ambiguity and convulsive 

beauty spent in each day with 

 

you. Our love in the intoxication 

of local trees at dusk is a blue 

river of air, gentle to the resplendent  

 

face of what we make together, 

making the night shower 

star-light through our love 

 

just by the act of breathing 

and the impulse to share 

the love carved in image of 

 

who each thinks the other is,  

like lighting one cigarette from one 

already lit, called 'a love injury.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 April 2021  

WHY OUGHT WE CONTINUE TO CONCEAL SO DIVINE A THING? 

 

 

It begins because it never 

began on returning from 

Montreal, we – how many 

 

and what for? – were standing 

near some bushes along 

maybe a gravel driveway 

 

that began nowhere and never 

ended like love is the same 

way when on Special K at  

 

least from what I heard from 

Harry as well as being on 

the stuff myself: Seek not 

 

for that in which is in effect 

beyond [Nature's] ordinary process: You  

must help her that she may 

 

exceed her common course,'  

[Vaughan]: 'Don't be fooled 

by the universalization of 

 

the present' [Olson] for love 

is as exacting and specific as 

the innate trust we have in 

 

all that is, whatever happens 

and where it comes from [it comes 

of inseparability, 'we shall never 

 

be parted,' everything is worth 

hearing, and creation as love 

begins in the inner ear, whose 

 

child's voices singing I refuse 

to stand back from and cannot  

as being made of the same 
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stuff: I cannot refuse the first 

offering of being invited to,  

or the first initiation of being 

 

told and saying it myself, 

'I love you,' as you and I are 

the 'last place' for there is 

 

nowhere else we need to go 

but to be together: I cannot 

pretend I have nowhere to 

 

live, even if it is being snatched 

up in using stimulants that 

give you the once-over but 

 

keep the seed in human life 

'In potentia' and what's this 

proprietary business about 

 

the sentience of 'home' that 

is sentimental and paralyzed, 

'sure I'd like to take those drugs 

 

some more again,' but this  

truly is about being embraced 

waist deep in flowing water, 

 

'electrolyzed' by feeling that 

everything that touches you 

is alive and faithful to its own 

 

perception that is as love is, 

climbing back out of the fern 

bed, what makes life being 

 

never firm in substance, yet  

solid of process: Our love  

lives us within our pink 

 

and blue insides, or coming 

up from the marsh without 

clothes, I look from the edge 

 

 

 



of woods far into fields 

of wild wheat blown gently 

by the wind, and feel opening 

 

what had always been 

forbidden, the scent of wild 

wheat breathed in my 'whole' 

 

body, as in our love, the lotus 

petals center upon center unfold 

in boundless waves of golden bliss. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 April 2021 

BECAUSE WE TOGETHER BREATHE AS A RIVER STREAMS 

 

 

There is no 'is' in 'was 

and won't be until 'tomorrow' 

is a mathematical constant, 

 

like how 'today' is today 

when 'then' remains 'that'. 

'Thing' is always that, for 

 

what and where 'this' is, 

since there is no 'was' in 

that, too. There are also other 

 

ways of not knowing either  

and/or what you are talking 

about and doing. The whole 

 

earth is full of intelligence 

[love that one knows is love, 

thus true] inclined to all 

 

[its] of, to the discipline or  

operation of Nature, which 

intelligence is moved by 

 

the Superior Nature, so that 

the Inferior Nature has likewise 

a functional difference from 

 

itself [my love for you burns 

like the miracle amber that also 

can reflect it [Zoroaster, rendered 

 

by Julian the Chaldean]: We are 

each of us transmutated in 

generation to the written word 

 

inscribed rather than embodied, 

in the transcription of Mekkubalim 

[only at the fifth day, and from  
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the East, etc., that is, maybe 

similar to Hokhmah, or the Second  

[inferior, 'gendered'] Person we  

 

all are, Achilles, or how genealogy 

leads one to the deaths of 

all those unrelated, except by Death. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 April 2021   

IMPERITIVES 

 

 

Turning west from 

the road that paralleled 

the river [everyone 

 

believes they start 

somewhere or from  

something, but Hey, 

 

was that Jim or a skinny- 

looking Max neither of 

who I had ever met, standing 

 

on the streetcorner, in that  

stance that knows time 

is watching them [us] without 

 

that we mind, like I've never 

seen a petticoat but wear one 

every day. Love in spring 

. 

is when uninhabitable 

loneliness brings out 

the first stillness of immense 

 

desire before thee, departing 

the means of its velocity 

[yearning? See Wittgenstein]: 

 

I am possessed of intent, 

but intend nothing but to 

perceive in wanting to know 

 

of the substance made 

not of ascendency but 

turning always with that 

 

awkwardness that displaces 

the infallibility of our 

luminosity, as you lead me  
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now, by the hand, to build 

wherein our knowing is cast, 

and as such displacements as  

 

we make it for which we move  

in error, traded for truth,  

there is nothing meant other than 

 

what will be always the unmistakable  

love, that we conceive, yet  

which will never relinquish us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 April 2021   

IN STAR MOTIF 

 

 

Still snow in the woods, 

purple and white crocus 

in the triangular raised  

 

bed in parking lot, birdsong 

deep in my throat where 

inner ear and emotive calling 

 

back engage, their working 

assonance as isothermic, 

to resist life is what keeps 

 

it alive, rather like resistance 

in joining the Art makes for 

more clarity in what part you 

 

play, in always to speak 

from the margins, hear tears 

from the past make grass 

 

grow in the natural light, how 

stairsteps to high emotion 

are never pictures 'of' anything, 

 

for why would anyone want 

the unnatural assurance of  

their own identity? We already 

 

have surpassed the formal 

and conceptual cohesiveness 

achieved in an experimental 

 

poetic, is within of how such 

shimmering takes root with 

any sense of stability but by 

 

the primal ambiguity of a love 

through coagulation of 'dream' 

and apposite 'reality' that together 
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kiss each other's 'inseparable 

freedoms' in the desire to 

be so moved, knowing 

 

in changed raiment, where we  

each come from, is permanent, 

adoration, our moving constellation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 April 2021  

WHAT SHAPE IS THAT DRIVES THE VEHICLE OF LOVE? 

 

 

Such relaxed urgency 

of constrained desire 

informs, to make the form 

 

with the form that 

looks to have been in light 

of feeling that way, yet 

 

so often granted the reverse  

like by the waiter in 

a diner that felt like an aluminum 

 

train car. 'No problem, sir.' 

A world clear to me would 

admit me to it having to accept 

 

being accepted by myself this 

way. It's as if the struggle 

to be proximate to a self, 

 

or approximately myself is  

finally beginning to understand 

how poetry can regulate 

 

death through love. To turn 

on the pivot that landscape 

can be distinguished as 

 

'property' is what best I think  

we each reject in favor of simple  

space, a place made in  

 

common by what we do in  

it together. How then could I  

not have ice cream for  

 

breakfast, there being a moon 

in the window, dreaming  

love in the connection of oceans? 
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13 April 2021  

IT'S STRONGER THAN ANY WORD DOWN THERE 

 

 

All of love is the flame 

of locality and not 

the idea of fire, but 

 

that which whose heat 

can be felt, and of changes  

to colour in accordance 

 

with as to oxygen 

diffusion in the air that 

feeds it. Earth's elements 

 

hunger in what they are 

embedded. The moon 

vanishes in birdsong 

 

scarred across the middle 

measure of what latitude  

and longitude can only 

 

flatten as a kind of skin that  

cannot breathe, a map that  

claims only in name alone. 
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14 April 2021  

ENVOY 

 

 

The night sky will always 

remain a painfully confused 

young person, for accepting 

 

or having to, the imperative 

that we remain with the gender 

given at birth under pain of 

 

being labeled sodomites, 

so a change of option 

and not anatomical sexual 

 

mixture is the reason for 

social condemnation. How 

can there be anything like 

 

'free choice' so long as one 

is born a child of God? It 

seems one must enjoy 

 

a sudden imposition of 

work at dusk, for what else 

but imposition can pleasure 

 

be, and so we love those 

parts in each set to be 

multiply fitted to the ease 

 

of how stars, like the heart, 

clench and unclench, to the rime  

of all that is active, yet calm. 

 

Whose daughter is my love 

where daylight reigns? For 

it is the charge of love's 

 

delight to show our better 

appreciation, as birdsong 

in dense leaves: A confluence 
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of brimming waters is our  

love, as discretely awkward 

as what midnight extends 

 

with warmth. To anticipate 

is stimulus [and to be different, 

birdsong at 02:30] is in true, 

 

thought and pleasure changeable, 

wearing [I am] all of you, 

unpredictably feeling in full 

 

expression the constancy 

of inflections in our grammar. I 

look at your lips when we talk. 

 

[Mother could now as my  

being two, love her twice 

the much. Sometimes 

 

the head just falls off  

the hammer. I remember 

the straight road through 

 

the marshlands of my youth 

very well, with a roadhouse 

at the T left onto outer 

 

Landis Avenue on the way 

back to the Institute. Remember, 

my love, when we stopped  

 

being afraid of getting shots? 

I love you, and wait patiently 

for another six hours for your 

 

beauty to compose my eyes 

and your voice to train my 

hands. Your warm thought  

 

is pleats in my heart. We are 

not simply addenda in each 

other's life, but the invisible 

 

 

 



unfolding of the visible signs 

of the heart. Poetics is not 

Theotokos, mother of God. 

 

We have instead the loving  

counterpoint of our continuous  

affirmation: This is Jesus,  

 

son of Maryam / It does not behoove  

God to have a son [Sura 19]. 'Life  

Class' means you draw from life. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 April 2021 

PERSONAL PRONOUNS 

 

 

If in same poetically but of 

different gene pools within 

species is what speaking 

 

is backwards to our present 

love, we then so know as always 

of the middle what is happening, 

 

the sound of air in the window 

moving as love exchanges 

itself through 'Epinikios in 

 

the Marrow' where 'no time' 

[love] begins our way in dreams 

through the blue heron line, trillium  

 

purple and white, white 

and violet crocus, blue 

and white lilac, their scent, 

 

and ours always without 

analysis, we keep turning into  

flower petals and birdsong: 

 

That Jesus and Eve are brother 

and sister 'ciphered' on moonwater 

where ground water of Maryam 

 

and Adam are parental in their 

calm, for here is our four-square 

love in full to the present, never 

 

full and future enough to predict 

what before sufficient 'things] 

happen to where and in what 

 

spark state in full soul fire is 

reciprocal to the first and last word,  

in love, its ever-mutant 'tajalli.' 
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16 April 2021  

BRIDGEWORK 

 

 

'Nothing' is to be  

the sign of one's 

privilege to renounce 

 

all privilege, yet what 

we are impelled by love 

to mark it so remains 

 

as the full content of 

what we are in the making - 

'polis' – which only our 

 

common knowledge of 

the original impulse can 

allow us to know: Not 

 

forgetting one's self  

what is seen in the world 

for whose love of one 

 

another cannot have been 

given us without being 

out there as something 

 

previously not part of what 

the whole in time forever 

comes to be more of. One 

 

can deduce from all this  

some element of just 

proportion, realizing of 

 

what in mortality as 

beautiful and miraculous 

as in the nature of how 

 

life lives surpassing itself  

always by what of it 

cannot be copied. What 
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we read out to each other 

of each other's love is 

the quality of each other's 

 

personal knowledge of 

what each feels for 

the other, without cease. 

 

What I know is that hour 

by hour I am drawn to you, 

made by reverse image  

 

in dream that these images 

will carry into each next 

day: Vessel and vehicle 

 

as around desire we take 

and are taken, the loved one 

seen always for the first 

 

time, the radiant source 

you are within each heartbeat 

holds the morning light 

 

in deep profusion to help us 

once again define  

the intricate arcing of our love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 April 2021  

UP OVER AND INSIDE HEAVEN'S EMBRACE 

 

 

Love enters windows at 

dusk to make a place for 

itself and answer the question 

 

'who exactly is writing this  

poem?' Unaccounted for 

being singular while having 

 

done nothing all day, do inner 

and outer worlds co-exist? 

I know I am arranged in 

 

the pages of a sacred book 

I've never heard of to look 

blank for not having eaten  

 

enough, but the blankness 

is a cover for pretending 

to deny our Art the solace 

 

of believing we are possessed 

of an imaginative realm 

through which our enigmatic 

 

phrases can eat themselves 

and satisfy our hunger. We 

all are part of a larger meaning 

 

we each refuse to escape, 

but fail to fit together, for 

we owe the world a right 

 

revolution of dislocated 

reference that provides 

change with the necessary 

 

ambiguity that will make it 

impossible. Obscurity 

hides control relations. 
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Love in growth can only 

preside over our being when 

how one tiny lilac blossom 

 

is connected to all  

the other blossoms, in 

the open, where it happens. 

 

I prefer 'The Very Thought of 

You' hummed low down  

from the abdomen while  

 

watching bees coat themselves 

with pollen for exchange  

made pure on the home front. 

 

That's true love, and so is work 

unable to be detached from 

the experience of it. There is 

 

no way to discover what is 

'content' and what is 'form.' 

[And I will and can always wait 

 

all the day for you.] The attitude 

connecting stars and lilac blossoms 

is summary, or is in summation, 

 

full beauty. Isn't direct democracy 

what gives us all the right to say 

'your president's a pansy!' We 

 

all know that identity as conditional 

to language can tell the whole  

story, but say nothing at the same time. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



18 April 2021  

PATTERNS OF ABUNDANCE 

 

 

Pulse of love's sphere 

at dusk, intensified by  

starlight shed in revelation 

 

as together we share 

a thermal embrace, deep 

in the measureless, common 

 

ground we move together 

with, grounded, sure, 

and in ecstasy, lifted 

 

slightly from the surface 

of the earth. Let us move 

with the multiple centers 

 

of the celestial world, from 

the pivot point of our love, 

and feel the brocade of 

 

arteries and veins, whose 

brilliance is absorbed by 

its own warmth within us. 

 

Local colour flames and throws 

rising light at dawn, carried 

by the mode of constancy 

 

in daily birdsong, heard 

in the middle distance, 

as the earth's shadow 

 

carries with us our internal  

gravity, that our own nectar  

be always with us, where at  

 

moonset, our shadows equally  

mingle, and show us how  

full is the time of our blossom.  
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19 April 2021  

WHERE DO WE GO? 

 

 

As I can and always 

will write to be held in 

that loveliness that 

 

is ours: A light wind 

is at my throat, and down 

to make my shirt billow 

 

out gently with our love. 

The trees remain leafless, 

though I can feel the pulse 

 

of their opening, but I don't 

want to talk about that,  

for soon enough, fair 

 

foliage in light and shadow 

will brush our faces as 

we walk the world that 

 

holds us, as young love 

in its ancient ways, is 

the loveliness in which 

 

to say what's meant, 

superimposed on constancies,  

in the way we accustom  

 

ourselves to the mutability  

of fresh love uncovered in every 

place of each other's charms. 
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20 April 2021   

LOCAL COLOUR 

for Gali-Dana 

 

 

Whose face that seems 

my own, is yours, or 

as 'ours' is how we belong 

 

together, a sacred place 

exposed in daily life, and worked 

by perception toward  

 

constant shaping in all directions, 

where we never lose 

the full power of each other's  

 

individual beauty held close, 

as if at once and always 

to see together the simple 

 

tenderness of feeling 

forever lost in each other, 

sharing the fluent nightfall 

 

of our daily rest, paired doves 

with wings of moonlight, 

as we practice being 

 

the tonal gradient made 

explicit in the interior 

repetitions of full expression 

 

spoken through the prismatic  

colours of our desire, that lasts  

forever each instant, the course  

 

of who together we continue to be  

as, the objects that give love  

all that it wishes to pursue. 
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21 April 2021   

HOW LIGHT IN THE CURTAINS UNFOLDS 

 

 

Time, I guess, must be 

the present, since no one 

is anywhere else, if, 

 

the idea of a concept  

is something that has to  

be measured as a proof 

 

in that we watch shadows 

lengthen, which is not 

'a proof,' but evidence of 

 

in what ways things are 

in motion. Love is abundance 

opening out from branches 

 

of trees, and are ours by 

the fact of perceiving this 

from 'source' [the senses] 

 

and its other sources, being 

the fact that things grow, 

or with what perfect grace 

 

you colour everything you are 

surrounded by, as you also 

are given to providing care 

 

and hope to the unshakeable 

apex of love [as we know it], 

spreading a softening touch 

 

to all that is, as dew rises 

from the white filaments of 

what you help grow from 

 

the ground from which 

flowering - and this in love 

also as inevitable - makes 
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us 'new' always and different 

even than we are: Love is 

the margin that keeps us free 

 

and in motion, and decides 

us in each moment passing, 

drawn always into what together 

 

we weave, our language 

a beautiful bank of thick 

cloud at dusk, seeming 

 

to be lit from beneath 'in 

luminous saturation' like 

perception being always new  

 

to itself for its own sake, as  

time is held [still] by love  

that shall be forever with us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



IN EVERY DEVIANT GESTURE: MORE LOVE 

 

 

Love is the sweet method 

by which a number of 

worlds rise into us, as 

 

the world's radiance  

requires avoidance of 

being mantled by poetic 

 

language, and to stay 

allegory which is itself 

a stay against direct  

 

speech which is a stay 

against the inaudible 

straining after being  

 

understood in having, 

or of being possessed 

by such that cannot be 

 

said in ways both simple 

and complex, yet but  

for near total confusion 

 

in which the imagination 

is significant in its total 

instability, for, so lacking 

 

any real sense of comparison, 

all 'variety' becomes itself 

even 'more' real, the very thing 

 

that love must reject in favor of 

deciding for ancient arrangements,  

'transparent' [Parmenides] so 

 

to be able to confront the ontological 

question[s] – mythological – if it [they] 

demand[s] recourse and reconsideration 

 

of whatever verbal resources make 

available the kind of 'piety' required 

to take these questions on. Love, 



in these issues, is an old standard 

like 'It Had To Be You,' as so it did 

and we both knew it before it 

 

happened, falling in love, 'the nearness  

of you' as in physical peace,  

the place I want my hands to be. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



22 April 2021 

BLUE STONE 

 

 

The art is beauty, lemon 

and rose moving together 

with sudden flame at 

 

the apex, the northern, 

aurora as occasionally 

melts in moonlight, 

 

an embrace that need 

not identify love by 

a process of elimination 

 

of its various parts, as 

the world is whole, full, 

open-ended and lovely 

 

as ours by this very infinitude, 

as nude sheets clothe 

the dreamer, the endless 

 

practice of being everything 

fresh, your life and mine 

intertwined with a skill 

 

that only love provides, 

the bright inward turquoise 

gem of our hearts' gravity, 

 

to develop skill with life, 

its play and replay as 

silver moonlight shows 

 

the skin of earth, as with 

our own skin, we work 

to master our hearts by 

 

letting them master us, 

that we become windows 

that open to the luminous 
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source of our voiced capacity 

that reads our intimacy as petals 

of love's fire, flowering, back to us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 April 2021    

CLIVIA MINIATA 

 

 

To know love, is 'to be 

the sparrow of it,' always, 

'the natal lily' giving 

 

always of its petals, as 

bright as the wings of 

a bird in flight: To feel 

 

love, is to imagine a form 

of life - shall we join 

the heretic's club? - 

 

in order to constantly 

experience in all ways 

new, the miracle of 

 

existence of the world  

simply as it is, just as 

this is what we are, in 

 

the miracle of learning 

throughout life, of 

the various ways of 

 

expressing the feeling of 

being able to do so. This 

is what 'sparrow love' is 

 

nothing more than,  

the 'ethos' - the ethical  

way, seeking always by 

 

way of loving, a 'polis' 

and an 'oikia' that befits 

the void of our own 

 

wonderment as being 

within the miracle we now 

share as the 'unpresupposable 
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task,' daily unformed but 

by our mutual vocation 

of being magnificently, yet 

 

quietly, faithful to the love 

that together we have been 

transmuted by - the sheer 

 

quantitative wonder of 

holding your hand and  

me, yours, worked as 

 

the full body of a child's 

dream that we together 

shape, in order to sense 

 

the ways we 'do' take 

possession of our own 

life together as both 

 

miraculous as well as 

the largest part of 

our own 'history,' as 

 

beautiful and common 

as a parking lot full  

of sparrows in the rising 

 

moonlight, rivers the colour 

of topaz, wading thigh-deep 

in waters never before 

 

imagined, the full and sensible 

beauty of being held, 'come all'ultimo 

suo ciascuno artista' [Dante], as  

 

we feel out what is limitless and in 

perpetual blossom, as the tenderness 

of the eternal Rose we share. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 April 2021 

WHAT IS 

 

 

When I close my eyes 

I see a vision of how 

we were chosen to be 

 

together as inevitably as 

sky touching water touching 

earth. Its not about any 

 

'chosen one' but of one  

who makes a secular choice, 

or that was made for them 

 

by being born: There are no 

'Royal Families' but for 

those who have long 

 

taken food from starving 

mouths. Mary is the Mother 

of God, but Maryam is 

 

the mother of Jesus of  

Nazareth. [Love has 

everything to do with 

 

'place' and 'position' 

and also Heidegger's 

distinction between 

 

'being' as within Being] 

for no 'god' or 'goddess' 

matter can take a human 

 

form, as the labyrinthine 

love that is in accord with 

the perspective of it that 

 

makes my being independent 

of itself 'in that way' that 

is capable of living fully 
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without my even knowing it. 

Love is an incorporeal matter 

shared with the being one 

 

loves: Together simply means 

'together' : Breathing the same air,  

licking the same ice cream cone. 
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I CARRY ALL OF US WITH ME 

 

 

May we be always 

together, who will 

make the world  

 

a place from whose 

furtherest extent can be 

seen the colours of 

 

the rainbow we labor 

to construct, as the actual 

vs the material, worn 

 

as one wears clothes, 

that what is natural, the Two 

Ways, of simultaneously 

 

being in love on a daily 

basis and being in love as 

such a graceful series 

 

of continuously feeling 

gestures, there IS no other  

life, but for variation 

 

in the language for  

the same deeply meant 

fragments of meaning 

 

[I suppose this is what 

Freud went on about, 

dividing life from the dream 

 

of it, ] but to serve love 

faithfully is all, to see 

the rainbow in the dark 

 

eyes of the doe standing 

among birch by evening, 

and seeing in the way she 
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gazes, the dark interior, 

the pale dusk held within  

the star-life of the White 

 

Wife, who knows the 'place' 

in every place in which 

love aches to live with the Her 

 

that is you, simple yet also 

beautifully true, and my 

own faith as guide is like 

 

the kid that knows that China 

is both East and West, yet 

always, the star at the tip 

 

of a finger stuck full length 

into the earth, like how we  

migrate into each other's love. 
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FALLING IN LOVE WITH YOU 

 

 

In translation of 'self' to 

Other, imbalanced 

as how necessary is 

 

the techne of my heart 

bound to yours, while 

binding all you are 

 

to my love of it, not 

adding myself to you 

and the reverse, but 

 

composing together 

what we are, opening 

into a sky whose perception 

 

has no limits but of 

its movements of similar 

but always distinct 

 

difference, as luminous 

coherence is translated 

from the circulation of blood 

 

into soft and silver rain, 

the movement of a single 

form, as the beloved - golden - 

 

murmurs deep inside 

the work, our love ascends 

as we converge, as if  

 

the shaping of it were 

earth's first mountain 

or a power made visible 

 

at birth, a radiant world 

that each to each compels 

full adoration [we each 
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carry always each other's 

cup, full of being always 

emptied to desire], still 

 

a convergence of primal 

elements, whose syllables 

long always for completion. 
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THE SKY'S HORIZON RISES LIKE A VEIL 

 

 

The complexity of 

the universe and  

the inverse proportion 

 

of it to itself makes it 

objective. All old 

corruptions of winter 

 

are dying and giving  

birth to the refreshing  

corruptions of spring. 

 

I love you in all the many 

ways but this one in 

particular: 'All the world 

 

passes out through  

the mouth and re-enters 

through the ear.' Digitaria 

 

can be eaten with the same 

ease with which we see 

the smallest star in the sky. 

 

It could be the pale  

flowers of Horus that 

rose up from a mother's 

 

bed. The old flowers are 

given back the flexible 

substance of their 

 

muscularity, and the meaning  

of the 'hand 

signals' occulted in  

 

the robe of Kybele, 

which is the robe of 

love I wear for you: 
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The goddess flees into 

the mother-of-pearl 

shell of the sea that 

 

reflects in magical sense, 

her image – yours – 

the throne, in the brightness 

 

of midday sun, as of Isis, 

who from the folds of her  

scarf, unfolds fields of Iris. 
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INNER LIFE UNFURLED 

 

 

One gold of the many 

elements, no monotony, 

all deviant, the air in 

 

my lyre carries  

a constellation at whose 

center a black sun 

 

grows in and around 

the arrangement made 

by nature, of  

 

melancholy consoled 

for our living in an arbor 

where grape vine 

 

and rose forever intertwine. 

My hair is on fire and my 

brow will always burn from 

 

dreams of being kissed by 

the dream of your lips, your 

face flooded by the radiant 

 

beauty of the East, being 

as I wish always to be ever  

the light wind that gently 

 

moves through the black 

grapes grown in the gold 

of your braids. The first 

 

becomes the first each day: 

time cannot progress. I 

am in love with you forever. 

 

You are the first and only 

one, and the only one in 

each movement, your 
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continuous love has  

made me a son of Greece, 

your strong and beautiful 

 

hands, as white as each  

new day's dawn, move  

from the violet-hearted 

 

rose that fills my soul  

with flame. I refuse to 

believe but in the love 

 

through which every  

flower opens its eyes 

through love, and to love: 

 

We open to our joined 

soul's substance: We join 

the power of desire that 

 

has power over us, where 

nothing is obscure, and our 

pure spirit determines 

 

the arrangement of petals 

that burst forth upon the air, 

as the full rose of our love. 
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COVERT ELEMENTS OF CORRESPONDENT BLENDING 

 

 

Love, confidence, dream, 

our rhythm, compossibility 

of one dream, for the 

 

dream construct of moving 

beautifully together, in 

the method of, counterpoints 

 

of monads becoming nomads 

on a startled day in 1961, 

how the 'ashen boy' released 

 

becomes ,a word and world 

I do not know – 'exodic'? – 

preparing to live another day, 

 

as I tell you these takes of 

love unfolding against 

the glass of 'an impossible 

 

body': I hoped for 'natural' 

and have been possessed by  

for eternity, in or out of 

 

['the absolute structure of 

desire'], fluid rocks of 

sexual hallucinations, 

 

the immortality of its acts, 

disguised in the constancy 

of poems, which is true, 

 

the fire in living something 

that is, the syntax of love 

where speech begins where 

 

lips leave off, 'eros' sounding 

in the lost house, the syntax  

of it, later, difficult, for s/he 
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must by the wandering  

of it, when homeless 

the scent of rue, myrrh, 

 

cumin for reason of learning 

how to speak to you of it, i.e., 

'love has a big vocabulary.' 
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FROM HERE ACROSS TO WHERE AS THOUGH 

 

 

I write under the bed 

I dream I'm sleeping on 

while awake, wondering 

 

how my face in the glass 

got made, my own wild 

puzzling over what makes 

 

fountains work, and how 

love comes to be a matter 

of constancy that holds 

 

desire with ease. I am 

necessary to the forebears 

of my orphanhood, as  

 

the body is not the life: 

Your being gave me my  

instructions, in and out 

 

of doorways to find my own 

vanishment, and to be 

with me in order for love 

 

not to be without us. Our 

inner form will always 

be present, how you found 

 

me low among the scent 

of wild mint at the outset 

of learning love through 

 

our openings breathing 

together. I see your 

beauty as if it were my 

 

own future form, always  

here, surrounding me 

with your blue air. Gods 
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and goddesses were made 

of the substance come 

in speaking their language, 

 

to argue our immanence 

as daughters emerge from 

the moon, where the cut 

 

she emerges from again 

and again must be kept 

always from becoming 

 

sacred in their eternity, 

for they are the lithe 

figures of eternity embodied 

 

and kept secular, and love 

is resolved always at 

the exact moment that 

 

with you, is neither ever 

too early or late, to show 

each other, a wide field 

 

of small white flowers, 

blue sky, white heart, full 

moon, the whisper of our  

 

'so many,' how love dresses us  

in the whirlpool of itself, as we  

blow softly on each other. 
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