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1 May 2021  

CAPABLE OF BEING UNABLE TO KNOW LOVE IS A TREE DYE 

 

 

Not a flee from but what 

a gathering after Nassar, 

was and always has been: 

 

Egypt plus Lebanon in 

the old days, Osiris is cedar 

floated down the coast, to 

 

be what barge wood formed 

Elysium as perfumed as Mother's 

cosmetics, Farouk was snuck 

 

out his life between Nassar's 

legs in a mutant black Mercedes, 

is it the same guy [ ...]? No,  

 

it was Faisal II spoke at Easton. 

I can still smell apples rotting 

in a back closet in the interiors 

 

of the local asylum, then having 

been went to be visited by him 

at an Italiano peach orchard 

 

off Landis Avenue, whether one is 

innocent or of being guilty for being 

Cleopatra in the glades of south 

 

Jersey swamps, that is, I don't 

have any descendants of 

great grandfather's black leopard 

 

and I don't wear pyjamas, not 

French no matter how hard 

she tried just up the sand hills 

 

at Byblos. I lived for a time 

near the main road, I mean 

I was cup-bearer for the moon 
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or being the living wound  

of it as what makes Love 

whole. I lean over the blue 

 

veins of the beloved body 

that fulfills the space between 

love's substance and you, 

 

whose love sends flower 

parts through the interrim 

parts of my body whose 

 

subsistence is the power of 

the grammar we share: Let us 

be faithful to the boundaries 

 

of beloved stillness, the dream 

of holding you the whole 

night through, the moon's 

 

light recorded in the birds 

beginning to sing at 4 AM, 

in the way you float in my 

 

window as I wake, laid out  

so the movements of love 

have always a place to rest. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 May 2021 

THE SOFTENING TOUCH BENEATH BOTH AXIOM AND ARCHIVE 

 

The lovers weep by 

a pool not made of where 

we cry out to claim 

 

the fluent liquid bovine voice 

that is the body and not 

phantom or dream-wish but  

 

how can be made of this, 

one meaning neither, known 

to fill the loving at waist- 

 

level, where love moves as slow 

as what it lifts: The ground 

is our weeping, as love is 

 

in the same way direct, needing 

no agent of transfer for being 

perfectly direct, to be lost in 

 

space, it is no game to be 

nowhere, is where we were found 

by what [?] for decades as 

 

what yields to the body of 

what nature does, after  

a very long time, love is how 

 

we are located in mutual  

repose, entering the watery 

air of what our desire is, 

 

as we are, on that we remembered 

in our completion, when  

they and we were fully found. 
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3 May 2021  

OF LOVE 

 

 

It is the one that comes 

before being not refused 

for what it is: The present 

 

flows in all directions, 

no further than what it 

is: Black out simultaneous 

 

to the white rinse of 

moonlight in the approach 

of full expression 

. 

and release. It is expected 

to come just after its 

own accomplishment 

 

in all our parts. Time 

can be understood  

as the caress we share, 

 

so beautiful and sublime 

that, being everywhere 

and in all things, cannot be 

 

perceived but in its own 

loving way, utterly vivid 

as buds broken into full 

 

blossom, as how love is  

the skin of the air we 

breathe, combined to form  

 

the life we feel to be true: 

The interior margin which 

will decide us from now on 
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4 May 2021 

NIGHT LONG WHITE MOON 

 

 

If love is what gives 

space for poetics to 

continue making its 

 

declarations of mortality 

to the end of keeping 

itself alive [that is, if 

 

love allows for mortality 

to keep itself alive forever 

as love does, and is] 

. 

but equally named invisibly  

adorae, a kind of faery,  

that the first image is 

 

chairs for the impossibility 

to 'be' somewhere, and second,  

the convergence of two 

 

stairways that in childhood 

so frightened me that I 

had to divide me from 

 

myself, visible/invisible 

at the same time, that gave 

poetry its opportunity  

 

to practice schizophrenia's 

compelling adoration for 

unity, as the start that 

 

recognizes the moon-like 

form of milk solids: I cannot 

be added to the real, for 

 

I must instead compose it 

as you do, as we both wait 

to see the real wood of 
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the tree that grows it, as 

rust on iron [memory], black 

grapes and, olive trees 

 

in the tiled courtyard,  

conversing as being personal, 

each to each, and in love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 May 2021   

SHAPING THE SUBSTANCE OF LIGHT 

 

 

Sound of rain at  

the window is 'love's 

reason reasoning,' 

 

in the ever-changing 

polyphony of amorous 

thought. 'Amors' is 

 

the name the Troubadours 

gave to the experience of 

the advent of the poetic 

 

Word, difficult to understand 

while attempting to accord 

love in a purely biographical 

 

context, but made clear in 

the attempt to live the 'topos' 

itself, the continuous event 

 

of language as a fundamental 

amorous and poetic experience, 

the love experience as found 

 

in the breadth of unmapped 

territory, where never-the-less, 

every word begs to enter into. 

 

'concordanza,' less of subjective 

sentiment, and far more - as  

we both will always know - 

 

a step in a lifetime creation 

as the poesis of the traditional 

'soul,' as an event of vernacular 

 

speech, a discourse with 

the heart of actual social 

interaction and practice, 
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'heros' and 'eros' entangling 

in order not to leave our 

world through the always 

 

open door of Dis, but together 

build La Vita Nuova, all that 

which impels the embrace 

 

of direct and sensual speech, 

as how our bodies are formed 

and clothe themselves, we  

 

must never abandon our 

naked natural life, but let it 

become transparent to 

 

itself, as our love together 

is dressed in the ethical 

beauty through which we 

 

give ourselves the double way  

of being 'in' love, while at the same  

time, being love itself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6 May 2021 

IT'S IN OUR NATURE 

 

 

Love is like the world 

that goes on and on, 

the world as such  

 

[Castoriadis]: I am 

an interlunar being, or 

a man being his own 

 

wife in the interval  

from which new moon 

appears to come from 

 

old. I have no right 

as a sovereign form of 

radiance, to the word 'we,' 

 

but we do, in that we work 

together to make  

the dream of our working 

 

dream, a loving forgiveness 

that will manifest the inverse 

that dares to remember 

 

and love the immediate  

form of the beautiful shaping 

by desire, as we are shaped  

 

by it, the way time apologizes 

for the gift of never leaving 

us detached from the love 

 

visible as a completely 

integrated culture, a greater 

chaos and a new equilibrium 

 

through which to love you, 

and us, as elements of  

asymmetrical flux, not 
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isolated in any way, all 

functional tenderness, all 

linkage along the whole trace,  

. 

like a finger drawn down your  

lower arm, all the way  

to our birthplace, and back. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



7 May 2021 

THE ADVANCE OF HAPPINESS 

 

 

It's very good, all 

the more beautiful 

and never less than 

 

fully true, the more 

said, say it again, it 

can never be said, 

 

enough, of love, as 

well as the substance 

of it, I love you, 

 

and in so saying, 

the language of it 

and all that to which 

 

it refers, becomes 

our body, beautiful  

in both our kind 

 

and of which our 

substance is our 

bodies, a shadow 

 

of the actual 

substance of love, 

which in its  

 

elevation rimes 

the entire spectrum 

of a sustained 

 

sequence that 

begins everywhere 

and is unable to end. 
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8 May 2021  

THE OFFERED LIGHT OF PLEATING OURSELVES TOGETHER 

 

 

Love is suchwise as 

everything as from 

the start, when language 

 

absorbed me in 

quarreling with a beginning 

that was not yet 'I' 

 

except as tender lullabye 

in which fantastic words - 

then as still now - are 

 

the heartbeats of how 

to be at home, love 

pardoning itself for its 

 

own beauty - in a world. 

in which 'goodbye' can 

never be said. The first 

 

imagination of god-like 

figures put a stop to 

themselves in order to do 

 

work others say is  

necessary, but that's not 

'It' at all: Our history 

 

is the love we live as 

always a possibility of 

receiving the gift of it 

 

with no presumptions 

of 'identity' interfering. 

The middle voice that  

 

love is, is myriad, full of 

the always undressing  

and varied circulations 
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in the heart of life's 

irreparables of which 

love makes its kaleidoscope 

 

of collusion with touch, 

kalos, eidos, skopos. In 

night-dream, your voice 

 

calls wings to life. I love 

you. The canal behind my 

head flows with early 

 

morning birdsong, as 

how a flower also is. 

An ocean keeps its 

 

secrets, as resistance 

to undertow is to visit 

one's love, to show one's 

 

self of having been visited 

by you. I am only a reminder  

that this is possible,  

 

desire as what always remains.  

Where I bear witness to the forever 

place where my heart dwells, 

 

so my mind also, on you, 

dwells always present but  

not local yet shared as  

 

what speaks intimately beyond,  

and to, and for, the throbbing  

heart gradually being unwrapped. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



9 May 2021  

MORE THAN JUST CONTINGENT 

 

 

Birdsong alternately 

arranged, deranged in 

the air of the inner 

 

ear, a range of movement 

full of laughter, the primordial 

appearance of the love 

 

in our love: You are my golden 

violet companion in the way 

I understood only moments 

 

ago, in a slow, life-long flash, 

'the heart of the matter unfolds 

matter,' and love unfolds itself 

 

from the inside of how it makes 

matter feel, the prize of the hand 

of a gentle wind in your hair. 

 

Love is how it forms itself, 

to a purpose one need have 

more intimacy in the loveliest 

 

folds of thought, 'you have to  

find,' before you can begin 

making it, the ethic in reverse: 

 

'let's never expose the nature 

of our love and the world 

in which we thrive,' 'how are 

 

you,' as the ultimate simple 

question, question and answer 

containing each other. Tears 

. 

that mean all sorts if things, 

wash the face but cannot 

remove its features. Our 
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companionship is made 

of love and art, nothing in 

the heart of it more beautiful. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



10 May 2021  ·  

TELL ME IT DIRECTLY 

 

 

Love is the very 

quantity that can 

carry forward into 

 

a meeting of 

unconditioned reflex  

in adjacent registers 

 

in a dream of 

natural flame that  

consumes all desire 

 

[but whisper it, 

so the leaf structure 

of spring leaves 

 

can pass the word 

on a light wind to the upper  

celestial world so it  

 

can illuminate the dream 

of black tongues of local 

deer licking my love alive.  
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11 May 2021   

WASHING THE DISHES WITH HAND SOAP 

 

 

Having all I need, but 

in a form different than 

required, is not doing 

 

nothing, but as advancing 

as a return to the rise 

of reasoning, because 

 

it can, like divinity, that is 

always insecure to task 

but always at the ready, 

 

able to hold to no reason 

but returned to or from where it 

all began. The point is 

 

not to be ranked in any situation, 

and to remain in motion, 

during which, with the moon 

 

in darkened window, is so, 

and, always you, to be certainly 

loved. Young saplings in 

 

moonlight show forbearance 

by bringing forth fresh leaves. 

A sky of stars beckons as 

 

our sacred bed of dreams, 

the job is finished, even as 

it never can be, as about 

 

dishes of what are there always  

to be more. Yet in dreaming 

at such hand tasks, I continue, 

 

knowing the vectors of digression  

can swing into the curve  

bounding the translocal, and slip 
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into the secret that in this, our 

love is fluid and reinforced, there  

where the water is now tranquil. We 

. 

have nothing that's not our own, 

as love is in intense collaboration 

with the 'idea' of heat and in  

. 

as its warm likeness, melts down 

into the loving guardianship 

of how we rub off on each other. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



12 May 2021   

ACKNOWLEDGEMENT 

 

 

My heart is tuned by  

the nerves in my lips, 

the dream of each 

 

kiss, a painted seizure 

bringing about complete 

conversion of the instinct 

 

impossible to take for 

granted, as the rim of 

light at the horizon at 

 

sunrise, where the body 

is perceived as tenderness 

junction, and love is 

 

made of a combination  

of earthy flame and celestial 

light, saturated, as my 

 

brain increasingly stays 

tuned to the sound of 

your breathing, quietly 

 

behind the trembling 

of spring leaves at 

the horn of an early morning 

 

freight: In our correspondent 

blending, I yet dare to ask 

for more, always more than 

 

in the same place twice, very 

like a well-tuned rime, down 

the same for warmth as laid 

 

beside, desire the longest 

way between two points in  

which we two are made to be  

 

 

 

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


the intention and emergence 

of being in love, for being 

the substance of love itself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



13 May 2021 

OURS 

 

 

Love is absolute space 

in the pure element of 

itself, ever intervening on 

 

its own behalf, as air 

divided by sunlight and in 

lovely drift of the shadow 

 

of a bird in flight. There is 

shadow on the grass from 

fragrant lilacs finally in 

 

bloom. I listen backwards 

in my dream to hear 

the beauty of your voice 

 

as the sun rises, and moonlight 

is in my throat, unimpeded 

in descent as love's pursuit 

 

and its caress is simply 

a flood of natural light 

upon the surface of the earth 

 

and centered in our desire, 

never ending and forever 

surpassed in living always 

 

the origin of the tone rows 

of love's music, the repeating 

folds and prismatic colours 

 

of your summer dress, for 

in love there are no conjectural 

units that can keep pace 

 

with the loving stillness we 

share in thermal constancy of  

embraces, person to person: 
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The symbology of the ring on 

my finger, the silver crest of 

the moon you wear at your wrist,  

 

as if encircled by my fingers.  

We are where we are: The entire 

spectrum sequence retained 

 

in the constant fragrance of 

time passing through our addressing  

each other in the name of love. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



14 May 2021  ·  

HIGH WITHIN THE SKY'S EMBRACE, AND YOURS 

 

 

In waking, light of gravity  

infuses the dream that  

becomes the substance 

 

of the earth whose world 

rises into us. Starlight 

becomes moonlight 

 

that becomes the torchlight 

of rising consciousness 

in our bodies full of waking 

 

desire around which our 

forms, made of motion, know 

always where each other 

 

is, feeling the purity of love 

that forms the dream we 

both wake from and never 

. 

leave: Tenderness is power 

withheld to illuminate each 

caress and give birds means 

 

to make the melody of their 

song rise and fall. Throughout 

the time that gathers in us  

 

as love, we breathe together, 

naturally and without ceremony, 

yet letting live what we need 

 

not be part in the belief of: 

I'd rather feel internally 

the bursting open of each 

 

individual lilac flower, 

and transmit their fragrance 

to you, who gives so much 
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back: Red, silver, all that is 

green and golden, blue, 

yellow and black, garden variety  

 

cultivated and love in every  

moment renewed: Revealing  

what is here is in representation  

 

of what is imperceptible  

and as perfect as the scent  

of what we are together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



15 May 2021 

AMEN 

 

 

600 BC Greeks rubbed 

amber to find that it 

will 'attract things' yet 

 

charged to be both 

attractive and 'repulsive', 

like, and in like and unlike 

 

as 'variable resistance,' 

the second charge being 

full pleasure, so that all 

 

'matter' is what it is made of, 

input and output, as substance, 

sonorous, ductile, malleable, 

 

'eloquence' of the tongue, as 

of more motion and less of 

substance ['reasoning']' as 

 

what remains, 'fortuna virilis' 

Venus goddess of love 

in your own body, also, [ parts 

. 

of speech ]: Okay, we are 

'fire parts' by speech inured 

all day to hearing our voices, 

 

love being obvious in its 

subtlety having grown inward 

to hear fully down by the canal. 

 

enclosing the magic chalice 

of vision, spring as of 'you 

of the beautiful hips,' contains 

 

and blossoms forth our full  

vocabulary and intent, a magic 

that justifies itself, as cinnabar 
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in the grit colouring the space 

between the petals of OUR rose, 

'corruptio unius et generatio alterius,' 

 

I shall mount always, of the tree 

in open space out of the heart, 

which is grace of the fruit of 

 

love, if by meant in this, intimate  

essence of' life in which 'quality' 

and 'quantity' inhere. It is the 

 

shape of the melody of love, 

the music of it that insists 

on being totally consumed in 

 

the solved enigma of being 

consummated by love's true 

elixir now and always imparted 

 

and sustained, that we are able  

to abide. Intellect is the vehicle 

by which we are conveyed to 

 

each other but only in realizing 

that the chemia of intelligence is not 

the form there held, but is 

 

the Rose Incorruptible, of the Kiss 

in the closing of the whole circuit 

with every petal of loving intact 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 May 2021  

MUCH MORE 

 

 

The heart is neither 

chaotic nor made of what 

remains of the debris 

 

in light of destiny made 

mystery of time's 

passage, thought of as  

 

the many varieties of  

assumption of decay 

that morph into necessity 

 

for psychology, and a cure 

for perception that is not 

sick. We see both what is, 

 

along with interpretation 

of how this combination 

'means' in the construction - 

 

by hand [our 'polis' - Pindar] 

of what is already there.] Shadows 

of early morning starlight 

 

and the opening of flowers 

as in waking from dream 

stream through our love, 

 

constantly becoming both 

more various in our own 

flexibility, yet becoming also 

 

a strengthening of all that is 

around us as foundational 

in full sun and the touching 

 

darkness of night, to how 

love builds itself when it finds 

a place [that is, persons] 
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full of desire enough to live 

in it as it keeps building 

around this with a total 

 

lack of debris, for in love, 

every piece has an outline 

that wishes most to conform 

 

to the deeply felt prismatic 

luminescence, in the full 

closure of love's circuit, that is  

 

love's absolute space  

and foundation from which  

the unimpeded rise  

 

of love in its substance, shaping 

and in allegiance, is to  

the asymmetrical source that is 

. 

always augmented, where  

love as it grows, is the fullest form  

of our correspondent blending. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 May 2021 

FROM FIRST TO LAST A CALM POOL 

 

 

Early morning sun gives 

new spring leaves a hue 

of magical brilliance: 

 

Love unpacks itself on 

schedule of its own 

continuous arrival. Come 

 

closer and let the metonym 

we share release us to 

our full permeability as 

 

we are horizon lines that 

always touch, transposed 

in the full love of content as 

 

infinite counteraction 

makes absolute solidity  

nothing more or less 

 

than what it is, before 

there's time to name 

its source, for feeling 

 

always seeks the new 

time zone it makes for 

us to step into to keep 

 

our love both orderly 

and disorderly but in all 

cases, immaculate 

 

and flourishing in its 

overflow, much like 

flowering that skillfully 

 

attends its beauty. Real 

love makes love real, 

as generous impartiality 
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is what you become if 

in perception you leave 

'opinion' out, does not 

 

make for authenticity, 

and makes no kiss for 

the optic nerve, for 

 

love is neither objective 

nor subjective, but  

leans you in to the body 

 

of love's message, nourishing 

moonlit, aptitude, learning all  

ways, that shape us together. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



18 May 2021 

OF COURSE 

 

 

Love - like the poems  

that are in part - each 

and both composed by  

 

their combination - are 

what we follow through 

a destiny that is not 'ours,' 

 

but is obedient to 'series 

in feeling,' as also faithful 

to 'the fate of how we form 

 

it' - all that can be said of 

the soul to love's attribution 

in its unexpected appearance  

 

in the uncanny purity of time 

and space, as we grasp 

always beyond ourselves 

 

in order to exist somewhere 

in a visibly external sequence 

of all that which happens 

 

in the atmosphere of 'all 

our life' that we are given 

and give, offering 'otherness' 

 

the home we have made 

of it, kaleidoscopic in 

the perception of the world 

 

daily living us, that we May 2021 

love as we do, in the likeness 

of our colours, tender, loving 

 

and both practical and excessive 

throughout the whole of it,  

there, where life and thought 
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intersect, where the heart 

locates itself, and love  

is an extension of both of us 

 

together, unified in each other,  

yet by the deviance of a natural  

world order, beautifully conceived. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 May 2021 

METAMORPHOSIS 

 

 

Our ultimate heritage 

is rising within one 

another, as early 

 

spring flowers from 

roots of the celestial 

world, to which I turn 

 

In the morning, knowing 

the stars I cannot see 

are visible by analogy 

 

to sparrows pecking 

in the parking lot, the world 

sharing in itself 

 

the sameness of constant 

deviation of what 

love is, that it remain 

 

all that it is, yet different 

in how it blossoms 

into the rime, overflowing 

 

from the root, that is 

the lark song of the love 

we murmur through 

 

every part of us that 

receives it, 'the real' 

as it unfolds. Flowering 

 

determines presence, 

which is epiphenomenal 

to love's desire, passion, 

 

tenderness and grace: 

The real world unfolds in 

patterns of imagination 
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that open into a land of 

magic, seed-fields of 

gods and goddesses 

 

that grow primarily from 

natural force, but like 

inevitable caresses, give 

 

messages of dear affection 

upon the morning air, 

the magnificence of sexual 

 

intelligence, the generous 

play in the marvellous anima 

of amorous play, where we 

 

are 'cryptographers' who  

at once can account for nature 

and equally decipher 

 

the soul that animates it, 

cosmos working with delirium 

in the immensity of a kiss.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 May 2021  ·  

SCULPTURAL 

 

 

I like to think of dawn 

as the pull of desire 

felt tightly as our skins 

 

in fullness touch, so I 

can feel the rime of our internal 

clocks regulate our love: 

 

Air loves itself through 

the air of what is, just  

as we do, rooted in each 

 

other yet for this also 

always in motion, carrying 

each other in our hearts 

 

and under our arms, omnia  

mea mecum porto, as 

night, day, dawn and dusk 

 

be with us always, as we 

with them: The door to 

love is the scent of 

 

a flowering tree caressed 

by a light wind that keeps 

the leaves of our love 

 

in gentle motion, as each 

touches each in patterns 

of initiation, renewed in 

 

the guise of our poems: 

Our path emerges with  

no need for a guide 

 

as the fire of our desire 

flowers in our hearts 

before their fruit, always 
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the colour of blackberries 

in the night made luminescent 

by moonlight. My tongue 

 

is amber with its magnetic 

properties, as yours is 

jade in perfection of the 3 : 1  

 

ratio your language carves,  

love and the making of it, in  

the secret borrowing from  

 

the natural world, just as our  

love is the perfect geological 

fitting of stone within stone. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



21 May 2021  ·  

SUBTLE EXCITEMENTS 

 

 

Faithful to what is 

first in mind, on waking 

or for that matter in 

 

all times and places 

love is as you are, we, 

the unpresupposable 

 

childhood task of feeling 

always what we are  

faithful to, all the while 

 

we form it, the search 

in 'polis' for finding each 

other's hands [dwelling  

 

within each other's reach]. 

'Pragma' [Gr.] means, meant - 

and still in Pindar - 'th[e] setting 

 

up itself as well as what is 

set up / more precisely, 

'pragma' means the original 

 

unity of both in their relation - 

the 'still unseparated' 

and essentially unity of 

 

the setting up in the arrival 

at something, and of what is 

reached in the arrival, which 

then is present as unconcealed 

['aletheia'], which can never 

be 'unpresupposable',  

 

and seen in full, the act of being 

drawn into love for the sake 

of 'perceiving' it, actively 

 

'seeing' is, in addition to feeling 

and 'knowing' it. Love originates 

in the concealing night of its 
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providence, for which all 

gods and goddesses are 

made to shine, of which poetry 

 

and human love alone are 

entrusted, that we 'be ourselves' 

with one another. Love, in 

 

each other, is our 'infantile task' 

to be transmitted in a kiss from 

one inside the sandbox, to 

 

another outside, so invited to join 

the play of our accord, 'voluntas', 

'morphe' - the setting up of 

 

'what' is being set up - to which 

one's loyalty is unshakeable, 

yet as candleflame, still trembles. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 May 2021 

EITHER IN ANOTHER COUNTRY WITH AND/OR IN HEAVEN'S [AND YOUR] 

EMBRACE 

 

 

Heaven opened at 02:30, 

only the softest twitter 

of birds, as such like 

 

the sound fingers make 

just by being attached to 

the hand [go back to  

 

Heidegger on Pindar 

and Hölderlin for translations 

of same]: The would-be 

 

flower is of imagining its 

fullness. What is composed 

is resolved, and why 

 

we say love is forever, is 

sweetness from all thought  

and the heart of the paradise  

 

of moonlight moving through  

spring leaves, which also  

have no substance but  

 

the paradise of the tips of  

our fingers in conversation.  

Love is being in conversations 

 

more than one, all at once, in 

every place: Love uses us  

to solve itself, and the moon,  

 

to lovers says, 'you wouldn't  

know lack of substance in  

paradise, even if it wasn't there.' 
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23 May 2021 

IN LIGHT OF AMOR AND POEISIS CONJOINED 

 

 

I wake fragmented, 

not seeking but patient 

with who I am as it 

 

puts itself together, 

increasingly sure of 

getting down in full  

 

transparency, to the depth 

of matter, the soul of it, 

you, and shared, ensouled 

 

there in the middle of its 

verb forms, moved by 

the touch of being part 

 

of its complex [fugal by 

how we are embraced  

by it, and so embrace 

 

each other in the long- 

stay continuous moment 

of loving that is itself 

 

'poeisis,' finding out what 

rime and rhythm hold us 

in place while forever in 

 

motion, 'aitant, ses plus,' 

living out of the primal 

ethic that language loves, 

 

first heard in the womb, 

each day a Purgatorio 

as a continuous condition 

 

of, in pairs so perceived, 

irreparable but not for 

that reason necessary, 
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and so [but] not for that 

reason contingent, but  

being ourselves and beyond, 

 

our speech born in our own  

'house,' everything acquired without  

rule, our only 'reason' being love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



24 May 2021  ·  

ABUNDANCE 

 

 

For moments on waking 

I remained the sap in 

the wood of a tree I was 

 

dreaming of, sparkling 

jade leaves formed by 

a soft wind from the East. 

 

I know nothing of my form  

and being that is my own 

doing, but of the presence 

 

if the form we enter together 

turns intelligible to a strange 

mode of perception, attributable 

 

on the surface of the canal 

you and I inhabit as a single 

reflection of two swans 

 

reflecting both sides of the sun 

at once, and a single star left 

over at dawn, held in my 

 

armpit in case we need it 

for later. Love is the warmth 

that is there, as well as  

 

the jewel you wear at your 

throat, and the amber of it 

by which we touch and are 

 

touched: Stone is how love 

transmits itself to its 'others', 

in the geology of forming 

 

and being formed by each 

other, for which the ornaments 

tell the story of a whole, 
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but not yet the whole story. 

I love all allusions to you 

in the love that wings keep 

 

teaching me: I take to heart 

in the face I look out of, not 

balanced one to the other 

 

with yours, but [sound in  

context] in embrace, but 

are equivalents in act 

 

that compose the form 

of, the body always 

the instrument if its acts: 

 

It is love, and ethos and entheos,  

a flowing boundary between  

us, taking point at the heart,  

 

a continuous, tender pulse 

and convulsive uncanniness, that  

keeps our lips sealed together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 May 2021 

WANTING ALWAYS OUR OWN SMALL ATTENTIONS TO BE REAL 

 

 

Love is often most for, 

as an example of mouse 

'broken' in some way, 

 

found in Melvin Willis' 

cultivated blue Siberian 

iris field adjacent to  

 

the house where my 

grandmother summered. 

I brought it home, and gave 

 

milk through an eye dropper, 

which May 2021 have accidentally  

drained a valuable sediment  

 

of nutrients. There are no 

more delicate appointments 

to discern the finer points 

 

of mortality in hand, as 

possessed such a tiny mammal 

that died with me as vehicle 

 

the obvious aspect of now 

what to do with it. Birds 

cannot be discouraged, 

 

as flowers also that grow 

randomly. I think random 

patterns of living things 

 

are a charm against  

death, which has no form 

and which charm always 

 

finds something interesting 

to eat. Love is transverse 

light as interference that 
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disappears on again turning 

a corner back into sunlight. 

Love is not a metaphor, 

 

the body of if being the wild 

glow of sunset that lines 

the skin of where embrace 

 

touches naked pore upon 

pore so we can breathe together 

that way, too. I will never 

 

forget the instant of confusion 

that brings love closer, 

and makes metaphor for 

 

a last instant noble 

and lasting, red sky over 

the horizon, and then 

 

constellations of night stars 

in which dromenon we are 

part, to help show us just 

 

how faithful death is, as well 

the language meant to help you 

know this, somewhere in 

 

as the body in motion with love, 

in the limits of proportion, which 

language informs us, is endless. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



26 May 2021 

DELIRIOUS, DELICIOUS 

 

 

The finite exposure of 

love's infinitude is 

what is to be lived, 

 

its promise as always 

that its every particular 

discloses us as it 

 

composes the music 

of itself for us to wear, 

musical garments by  

 

which skin is always  

to be touched by eternity. 

God is not my life, although 

 

I allow myself to be  

borrowed out of my senses 

in order to know something  

 

as novel as, a missing clavicle  

replaced by ivory, the calm feeling  

of song flowing through it,  

 

inseparable and measureless  

complexity, love loaded with  

honey in C-sharp minor [ song  

 

and love are of substance  

that cannot be separated from  

themselves, nor I from you:  

 

The glorious body of love can  

be no other than the mortal body  

itself. What changes in lives  

 

shared of love is not the substance  

of it, but the freedom of finding  

limit in their shaping, and moving  
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with 'that.' It is as if over and within  

us something as beautiful  

as glory, or a halo, hovers. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



28 May 2021  

THE SHAPE OF LIGHT 

 

 

I, with love, and you, 

thou and I, led by strong 

enchantment, will 

 

become the bending of 

cedar barge wood and ascend 

together in a fragrant  

 

magic boat, through lilies 

and stars, as all natural 

light is dimmed by our 

 

luminescent faery ship: 

The paradise of our 

fortune-telling love is 

 

strong, that in poetry 

questions the basic 

philosophical strife 

 

that underlies 'immortality' - 

the crown of such 

totality – America is 

 

left free for the omniscience 

of furious Puritanism, 

proposing 'predestination' 

 

for every individual, one  

at a time to be converted 

into beings permitted 

 

into the communion 

with those who are 

'successful', speaking 

 

in the single coherent 

voice of capitalism. 

Instead of how we share 
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a tender love that is also 

an apprenticeship each to 

each, in desire, thought, 

 

vision and writing – a continuous 

image of the poetic condition, 

a matter of interrogation 

 

that feeds our love – walks  

always with and questions 

always to strengthen how 

 

we are together bound, to 

form the constantly loving 

and shared discontinuity 

 

that rediscovers the silence 

and otherness of new language - 

the spontaneous, intimate 

 

language not for sale, that 

approaches vis 'geological 

rupture' – 'the human root,' 

 

a human language free of 

guilt, where there in your 

face love dictates, as we 

 

enter together 'la divina 

foresta spessa e viva' – 

the divine forest green 

 

and dense in apprenticeship, 

the sweetness of being 

together in it, 'come all'ultimo 

 

suo ciascuno artista,' to feel 

the skin of our love, as bodies 

at dusk, 'closed over by starlight.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 May 2021  

ALL OF EVERYTHING 

 

 

The heron is the pride, 

honesty and beauty of  

our full love, graceful 

 

in stance, awkward in  

flight that looks, also 

like grace, seeking, 

 

finding and making 

in the density of 'a dark 

wood,' love a place 

 

in which heroes and Eros 

join in strange combination 

through language that 

 

creates in life, a void in 

the reality of composing 

one self of it, which  

 

prevents our getting lost 

in the beauty of 'falling 

in love' with love's physical 

 

body, and not with all of 

the philosophies attempting 

to explain to those 'falling,' 

 

what is happening and where 

we are. We do what we are 

when these acts are put before 

 

us, even before we know it, 

that is, 'we fall into them, 

and each other': Our love is 

 

the radiant lintel or brow of 

stars, whose luminous moonbeams 

are then supporting beams 

 

 

 

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


making it possible to open the door  

in be in what is there revealed, 

love's secrets, but recognized anew. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



31 May 2021 

EXACTLY AS IT HAPPENS 

 

 

What are gods  

and goddesses, but 

that I ask their 

 

aid, in the nakedness 

of nature that within me is 

to fulfill what I already  

 

know, as love for you 

in the real sentiment 

that closes the intersection 

 

between life and thought 

that must be grounded 

in the desire we share, 

 

and are, to provoke 

the real heaven of 'you' 

in the full sense of body  

 

and soul, together real 

in the singular possibility 

of our own true acceptance 

 

of all that is and all we 

are in what is given, that is 

in which each of us  

 

accepts, desiring, being 

alive, and being in blue milk 

that in their combination 

 

of poeisis and Eros offers 

the underlying principles of 

liberty, equality and free choice 

 

that make the milk as white  

as our love, neither private 

nor public, but open, in 
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integrity and autonomy 

bringing what could be more 

wonderful, beyond 

 

the computations in 

the language of love, in 

whose multiple voices 

 

are embraces rendered as 

pure beauty, the constant 

accolades we give one 

 

another, among our  

voicings, never final, yet 

always within your arms. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



1 June 2021 

ALL OURS 

 

 

Lifetimes spent with 

you, in art, as art, 

wondering what gods 

 

and goddesses are 

doing here, having I 

suppose something  

 

to do with joyance, 

jouissance, and not 

wanting poetry to 

 

collapse under pressure 

of their inevitable 

collaboration by 

 

reckoning what reputation 

this absolute containment 

of one always in the other 

 

means. It is nothing, 

really, but love that will 

not be denied, just as 

 

we know [ what is ] ours. 

Love is pure efficacy, just as 

the immutability of love 

 

is as impossible to betray 

as desire is to deny: We 

stand together as we flower. 
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2 June 2021    

WHERE THE HEART SITS IS LOVE 

 

 

It's dawn, birdsong at 

the end of every sentence, 

punctuation dissolves 

 

into curves of melody 

that change the colour of 

the day, from dream 

 

and syntax to the pure 

visibility of love which is 

not upper-crust privilege 

 

but belongs to all that is 

profoundly common. 

In Cavafy's poem, the barbarians 

 

never arrive to be dazzled  

by us. We are the Rose 

that needs no day but you 

 

and I murmuring the grace 

of love, honey-making in each 

other's ears: The sound of 

 

bees, perhaps. 'The solemn 

debates on death of human 

and god, remain theological 

 

at base, and by extension 

sacrificial: They draw a veil 

over the issue of vengeance, 

 

which threatens to overstep 

rhetoric, and become corporeal 

and unlimited violence, in 

 

a world with no absolute 

values. Never trust a man 

that combs his hair forward 

 

 

 

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


to cover his forehead, as do 

Apollo and Theseus. What 

are they trying to hide? How 

 

did men succeed in positing 

violence as a sacred  

and individual thing? Move 

 

always away from foreheads 

you cannot see. Violence 

is an illegitimate form of love. 

 

Real love can grow only as  

liberation of love attaches itself  

to the stem that attaches it to 

 

the active sensibilities of  

the world as original derivation  

from the Poetic Genius. This  

 

is the form of ethics  

from which desire derives. 

It is necessary to remain  

 

both in the confined nature 

of full bodily sensation, while using it 

to liberate one's 'embodied 'self.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



4 June 2021 

NO THING SO SIMPLE 

 

 

True turns of radiance 

that make themselves real 

whose words of the world 

 

are illuminated by 

the oath and love between 

us: No thing is missing, 

 

as, we have our shared 

being as singular, with 

no need of ancestry, for 

 

out timing is perfect, 

your beauty, my male womb 

and our poeisis that 

 

is alway present, belovedly 

always, more so as 

memory returns to the cement 

 

fake Chinese fish pool 

next door to the big 

Tudor house. Water is 

 

what I remember, the darkness 

of water lily roots with 

goldfish gliding among them, 

 

as radiant as my dream 

of your hands. What face  

is it that I cannot see, as it 

 

looks into 'what is? The words 

are attributes of what 

we are 'out here' watching 

 

in the stillness and the motion 

combined. What am I 

but a sparkling jade tree 
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in human form I thought 

a gift, with a heart in each hand: 

One for us and one for 'us.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



POETICS 

 

 

What is love's body,  

by the permanence 

of an endless amorous 

 

wave, the voice of 

saying good-night to 

the flower beds? What 

 

do I need from my 

conversations with flowers? 

A hero, and eager to 

 

feel the sensation of 

a bird in flight, I thought 

I could change my body 

 

be eating rose petals, 

which result proved 

elusive, having yet to 

 

imagine active and forever 

adventuring kisses, 

which give symmetry 

 

to asymmetrical desire's 

form in personification 

of love's indeterminant 

 

fluency. There is 

no question of the purity 

of love, when speaking 

 

directly to the beloved. 

How can one thing be more 

immortal than another 

 

when we and all are forever 

so alive? Relation in a real  

world is unarguable, 

 

a celebration of the combination 

of love and intellect. All is 

flow. I simply said the word 



'rose,' you rose to me out of 

the sea, and in a river where we 

never looked, were two pair of wings. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 June 2021 

THE STRAIGHTFORWARD WAY 

 

 

I rock to the beats 

of my heart, restless 

child, seeking for 

 

the Cup-bearer I 

already am, in my 

heart that is ours, 

 

beloved murmuring along 

the edge of words love speaks 

with its hands inside 

 

the hands of ourselves 

in the making of our 

finding, abiding the daily 

 

miracle of our hands 

discovering each other 

anew, as constructing 

 

'polis' via the 'pragma' of 

setting itself up as well as 

'what is set up,' the original 

 

unity of both in their relation :  

The still unseparated and essentially  

inseparable unity of setting up 

 

in the arrival at 

something, and of what is 

reached in the arrival as then 

 

present [ visible ] which 

in a fully radiant world is 

'aletheia,' solid feeling that 

 

remains also 'transparent,' 

compelling love and adoration. 

When we hear birdsong in 

 

 

 

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


our palms, love becomes 

fluent by both the sameness 

of, and difference between 

 

how and what it hears. Awe 

protects both this separation 

and union. Putting all four 

 

of our palms up two by two 

and pressing them together, provides  

vision, and seals the covenant. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6 June 2021   

AWE 

 

 

Reference to the essential 

relation of Being to [the human], 

is in word, and 'legendary word,' 

 

the pre-Socratic and Homeric 

essence of what humans 'are about': 

Their essence, for in 'the presentation 

 

of a town', one must know in 

public possession, the 'inner scripts' 

in order to resolve ambiguous 

 

verses and restore them to their 

proper order, that is, what 'polis' 

was meant to indicate with 'pragma,' 

 

that is, the setting up of itself as well as  

what is set up, original unity of how  

they are related, through the still  

 

unseparated and inseparable, as what is  

reached in perpetual arrival, perception  

turned into vision, or 'struere,' in that human  

 

need not to follow other humans, but that  

a human collective can be put together by  

human's ideas, so what is needed are more 

 

beings who 'need' to know, that 'polis' is'  

freedom from what is concealed from one's  

'natural company' and the happiness of feeling 

 

time as intense, in so 'being' in this way, 

will protect those who have ability to 'reach,' 

into Tin Sung's triple body of innate trust in 

 

what desire in its contours and intense matter  

of time is: A matter of grasping what  

love compels us to adore in all that is there [disclosed. 
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7 June 2021 

LOVE 

 

 

The water by its sound, 

orders the river of stars, 

the throat of quiet breathing 

 

near to sleep, our dream 

limbs intertwined, the peach  

tree in full scent, feral, falls  

 

upon all things given, Oh, I 

didn't know what now I know: 

thank you. We should have 

 

children, as many as we can 

pick strawberries for as long as 

it takes us to play 'you're it!! 

 

About this, nothing can be  

refused. We have joined a thousand 

songs whose beauty is  

 

the measure of the step 

that brings us out of our 

own abyss to be in each 

 

other's embrace, never 

to be withdrawn, for release 

will come in no other way, 

 

the elegance of atmosphere 

made of true feeling, cannot 

be taken back, for we are 

 

here, 'love at first sight' 

forever, it in itself, into our 

lives by free importation 

 

of desiring's immediacy's 

coherent scattering of  

love's mystery taking 
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power over what we think 

we are, that cannot be described 

but is, forever disclosed, as 

 

all is on our lips, and the shimmer 

in silver luminescence of moonlight 

transmigrated into morning milk, 

 

after traveling all night of dream- 

white blossoming, in the company 

of the message and the messenger. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



8 June 2021  

MY SKIN IS THE SHIRT I WEAR 

 

 

The right way circles 

the well in counter- 

clockwise fashion: 

 

We looked into the water 

and the water looked  

back: Water of course 

 

is both unstable as well as 

being a magical substance, 

which drinks up all appearance 

 

[you must trust me to the end, 

of which there is none in 

sight]. Moonlight is a magical 

 

substance, or like a highway 

helps us ask directions, as 

love asks even by being 

 

also a direction, whose 

decision when made leads  

inside the shape of things, 

 

and the nature of their  

shaping. They say  

one should always walk 

 

on the left side of  

the road, facing on-coming 

traffic. The hitch-hiker 

 

is another kind of magical 

substance, which both 

will ride with any- [thing 

 

or one] often found after 

dark, talking to himself 

on the left side of the road: 
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To be nowhere, they say, 

looking gently into your 

face, as it rises, moon-like 

 

to me, in perception - also 

a magical substance - 

will be the contrary that 

 

solves the self- centered 

human equation. Mythologies 

tend to dissemble themselves, 

 

but that is their fascination 

with us and what helps us 

leave the remains of mythic 

 

weaving clear. That is our 

whole forever uninterrupted 

story, being able to imagine, 

 

see, touch the inside of the caress  

of feeling how we keep such 

loving company with each other. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



9 June 2021 

NOW 

 

 

Out of the dark, fading 

moonlight, sun rising, 

out of reach of those 

 

conspiring arrest to our 

espionage, to which 

we disobey what is said 

 

and given us to live as if  

our lives ought to be 

so complex, following instead 

 

the short steps of 

sparrows, laughing, 

as visibility somehow 

 

falls on all things, where 

a life in art is fashioned 

in which we continue 

 

making of cosmos, 

a beautiful nest for 

ourselves made of love's 

 

mutually murmuring 

partnership: We are on 

a path that is neither 

 

an advance or a recovery, 

[of what?], but is the key 

of sweet companionship 

 

offered by the cupboards 

that we make always together - 

open, closed - what is 

 

the difference between things 

unnamed? Our life is loaded 

with blossomings of mystery 
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and flowers, whose petals read 

the weather as blossoming 

in their profoundly common 

 

beauties, open to our desire like  

in the shade of imagination, 

secret birds of love arrive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 June 2021   

AT THE CUSP OF DAWN 

 

 

The rising sun makes 

the horizon glow with 

fierce association to 

 

its own generative 

powers through Okeanos, 

the river that flows 

 

around the Earth, with  

its close associations 

with 'mother Tethys' 

 

in the context of genesis, 

suggests that Eros is 

the 'substance' rather than 

 

'an agent' of generation, 

as hoofs and nail-parings 

are regarded as outcroppings 

 

of life substance, from 

the limbs - as lusimelos from - 

as 'horns from the head,' 

 

would fit in with and perhaps 

contribute to the strange 

significance to 'pragma,' 

 

represented by the hand 

[Heidegger], as well as 

nail-parings and cut hair, 

 

in magic. 'What is done 

with them affects 

sympathetically, the life 

 

of her/him from which 

they once and now 

continue to grow and unfold. 
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As to this 'substance'  

that is 'the supreme 

embodiment of procreative 

 

power [ the 'Scythian 

Rhinoceros' or 'Pegasus 

hoof' or the Pegasus 

 

Square in the heavens, 

Aelian tells of the Arcadian 

Styx, that its power is 

 

so great that no vessel 

could hold it, except 

the horns of 'Sythian 

 

asses. ' Love in this 

aspect is a great rarity, 

as 'horn' = halo, the ring, 

 

'Okeanos water' that encircles 

human life. It found me 

within my mother's skirts, 

 

shy of the postman's glance, 

and wishing to remain 

in a bond with, in serpent 

 

form [Acheloos, conceived 

as a serpent with human 

head and horns.] A boy 

 

becomes in a man's form 

only insofar as he remembers 

he cannot be caught in 

 

'maturity' or its laws, but will 

always run to the maiden's 

bosom, in whose form, he 

 

has formed with her, a double trust,  

both earthly and celestially, in  

whose encircling we both belong. 

 

 

 



11 June 2021 

IN LIGHT WINDS OF PARADISE 

 

 

We journey together in 

company with the messenger 

who holds our love in 

 

secret, turning in that 

privacy that denies even 

language access, not 

 

imperiled by the agency 

of public agreement. 

The bird that fell to our 

 

hearts, by moonlight, 

shaping tears that we are 

the recipients of, hastening 

 

to draw together in that 

place of dark shadow where 

white blossoms arrive 

 

to flower into the form of 

our bodies conjoined. 

Make no mistake, the poems 

 

I write are not philosophical 

tracts, but the scent of 

amor held in our armpits 

 

joined 'in the right way' 

[as a night of singing sparrows] 

and the inevitable pouring 

 

out of music: To give to 

our bodies, each to each, 

forms self and other, 

 

to be worshipped higher 

than what it leaves 

behind in the inescapable 
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pouring together, the filling 

appointments of love 

that gives amor the skin 

 

to hold this feeling of 

an unyielding form, this 

unlearned goldenness that 

 

has always been our natural 

abode, allowing that we 

appear together always, 

 

and your shared tree of 

Eros, never leafless, is love 

in intelligence that lives 

 

inside the heart's chambers  

that holds the fruit of fluency 

that beds down with each 

 

moment that becomes 

untied in dream, as my 

fingers at your amorous 

 

sleeping wrists are encircled 

by my fingers, and in dream, each 

new gland is Venus, where 

 

blossoming in full flower,  

the purple current of tissue 

swells, and loveliness presides. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



11 June 2021 

IN LIGHT WINDS OF PARADISE 

 

 

We journey together in 

company with the messenger 

who holds our love in 

 

secret, turning in that 

privacy that denies even 

language access, not 

 

imperiled by the agency 

of public agreement. 

The bird that fell to our 

 

hearts, by moonlight, 

shaping tears that we are 

the recipients of, hastening 

 

to draw together in that 

place of dark shadow where 

white blossoms arrive 

 

to flower into the form of 

our bodies conjoined. 

Make no mistake, the poems 

 

I write are not philosophical 

tracts, but the scent of 

amor held in our armpits 

 

joined 'in the right way' 

[as a night of singing sparrows] 

and the inevitable pouring 

 

out of music: To give to 

our bodies, each to each, 

forms self and other, 

 

to be worshipped higher 

than what it leaves 

behind in the inescapable 
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12 June 2021 

NOTES FROM AN IMPERMANENT IMMORTAL BODY 

 

 

The mode of being divine 

is to one's sense of its 

own original presence, and to 

 

fully perceive this same 

presence in others, the rime 

I chose to enter with you, 

 

love in each of us as the sky, 

blue a whole life long. Skin 

moves over muscle which 

 

embraces the secrecy of arteries,  

blood and the rise and fall of  

aspiration, where ordinary humans  

 

are mesmerized by either shame  

at heart and/or the body's own weakness,  

where in truth, like love, the body takes 

 

all Muses in that choose to return 

and are strengthened, as what we 

are made of, millennia of murmuring 

 

centuries of desire, the play in us 

of the offing, both discontinuous 

and continuous. A properly human 

 

language always transgresses the Law 

of the Father. To the extent discourse 

sexualizes what is required 'to make 

 

an arrangement,' [syntax disarrayed], 

any rehearsal of the family scene' 

is made impossible [Jeremy Prynne 

 

says 'all that sexual posturing – read 

Spinoza' and go out from under being 

a refugee devoid of human love 
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and function in an open sky, child 

grown without right learning, none 

guided to persons as 'places' that 

 

can speak when animated, having 

too easily as life moves on, to be 

eased into the awkwardness in 

 

having to answer in the way one 

is called. While Derrida and Lacan 

shop the stars in order to obey 

 

and become further supplanters 

but No: sparrows are beginning 

their morning round along the edge 

 

of the parking lot, just as I in a chair 

by a window six floors up in a Welfare 

Hotel, with you and dreams of you, 

 

as how we know how to excavate  

to the very edge of ecstasties, of 

happiness, like kids planting twigs 

 

in the yard, knowing they will grow 

into trees, as domesticity loved 

finds us fully in the home of itself. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 June 2021  

POETIC WORK PART OF THE POWER ARRIVED FROM THE SAME SOURCE AS LOVE 

 

 

Love climbs into the other 

side of the mountain 

to see itself reflected in 

 

the Lake of the Clouds, 

where the sky is translated 

into what our love is, wide 

 

as the marvel of its clarity, 

which is not simply added 

to the real, but instead,  

 

compose it, as we are integral 

to each other, by way of  

the goldenness of our nomadic 

 

movement, composing of love 

what we feel in the 'pragma' 

of it, that is the disclosure of 

 

what Bedouin poets call 

'encampments' as clouds 

move across the surface of 

 

the lake. The translation 

of love between us, so 

delicately moving in  

 

the way our hearts are 

bound, as small birds 

twitter from the twigs 

 

that grow from the binding 

of our words, you've given me 

the power of being in my 

 

own house, and I hear voices 

in whose language we cry 

out, sending flower-parts 
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through the blue veins just 

under the surface of life 

that bound the space between 

 

love's substance and our 

now-alive lives, here recorded, 

as pure as Scythian gold. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



14 June 2021   

FROM THE BOTTOM UP 

 

 

The lightning at the root 

of all things is found in 

the foliage of it, and love 

 

sticks to moon beams 

which double as kitchen 

lights to do the dishes 

 

by, one of the many things 

Odysseus longed for, as 

determined by Penelope 

 

and Homer, ah, love 

and beautiful companionship 

and the Greek fleet harbored 

 

in a tapestry hanging in  

Venice: Truth is birds summoned by 

our weaving, and the words 

 

from your lips that I hear all  

night, free me from the shackles of 

'interpretation' we need 

 

not tarry with, as our flesh 

when we touch turns to silver  

dew in the golden fields across  

 

the street from my still-alive childhood 

and its lovely homing instinct 

the words for which summon 

 

us to tell, on our lips, concurrence 

of the poet's kiss as love adepts,  

whose attraction is everywhere  

 

scattered as light and shadow  

outlining the radiant combination,  

'no bodies distinct from soul,'  
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both of which are guarded 

as gods and goddesses count us  

in, love being anonymous [to them],  

 

ambiguous in gender, and personal  

[to ourselves], as the endless  

youth where is, the company we keep. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



15 June 2021 

EXPANSION 

 

 

All along the long slow 

curve of the dream that 

carries us in our hemispheric 

 

jointure, and even across 

that distance I feel you 

tremble awake inside 

 

the late night, while putting 

together how so divinely 

things come back refreshed, 

 

so most capable of sleep 

when awake and aware 

of extending your life into 

 

my arms, together with our 

capacity to love, wordlessly in 

the way moonlight arrives by 

 

nature of serenity transmitted 

to our increasing stability 

of unflawed pleasure in 

 

every way locked to how 

love pitches us together, our  

one substance trued, not  

 

so much in being superimposed, 

but being naturally inside 

each other, as how much 

 

desire pulls against itself 

when in our ears we murmur 

wordlessly, 'please agree 

 

with me' that we must 

for the sake of love, let 

ourselves be blown 
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together in the rising 

air of 4 AM, having been 

chosen by the same 

 

real that we choose, to conjure  

how always we are high  

within each other, the largest  

 

center we know, where the universe  

expands to our beckoning, where  

in every moment we turn, there is  

 

in us the full trance in release  

of our strain as we  

complete ourselves together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



16 June 2021 

REASON REASONS 

 

 

Day and night, there is 

no door, but always it is 

open, like a language 

 

for which we yet have 

no words, so it does 

not pretend, like 

 

grammatical language, 

to be there before being, 

but is alone and first in 

 

mind. It is our language, 

the language of poetry 

and love, which are 

 

identical, 'the speech born- 

of one's house' [the pragma 

of it without rule] is that 

 

which we acquire without 

rule,' this as identical to 

love, within our bodies, 

 

as in 'the voices upon 

the air' and love is 

the concordanza we live by, 

 

an abundance of never- 

endings, the phonetics of 

this concordanza is our 

 

beautiful child-like babbling, 

like some kind of eternal 

Dadaism, dressed face- 

 

to-face, as to live the topos 

itself, the event of language 

as the prime and fundamental 
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amorous and poetic experience, 

the loved innocence of being 

possessed by it, the heart of  

 

the real, as in Dante's discovery 

in the shaping of the eternal 

flame, of Beatrice within 

 

the heart of her colours, the true 

eros and nakedness that 

overwhelms us, as in life 

 

there is no door, but the one 

that is always open where 

heart and mind are free to 

 

entwine themselves, as 

you and I are in the process 

of doing, our faces touched 

 

by raindrops as soft as 

the attachment to the letter 

that lives at the mysterious 

 

origin of poetry, 'il poema 

sacro,' the promise of its gravity 

held tenderly at our lips. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



17 June 2021   

IT CAN NEVER 'END' 

 

 

Wading in movement  

transverse to poetic mind, heart  

of being in it waist-deep,  

 

through glowing flowers and under 

the wide cement culvert 

beneath route 9 and the hedges 

 

around the gas station, into tall 

marsh grass, impoverished 

clam diggers in near distance, 

 

and in the courage and beauty 

of the work love is, impertinent 

enough, fiercely curious in 

 

our tenderness, presence  

and absence joined, never to 

be transcended, but always 

 

part of the same pear, white 

and sweet in its 'goddess 

aspect' ... place precedes 

 

love in order to forgive by 

its threshold on entering it, 

between, among, embraced, 

 

as the soul of 'where it 

continues to happen,' 'rhythmos' 

and the climax of eros as 

 

my overview, removing  

the clothes of nostalgia for 

the nakedness of feeling 

 

present, seen and known 

as love to simply be 

the watery coast that 
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together, we always walk, 

harnessed to how we flow 

into each other, a tidal trance 

. 

of movement that gives 

sound to poetic thought in love  

always, with 'poluphloisboious.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 June 2021   

LIFETIME DINNER GUESTS 

 

 

Our mouths are real 

that speak the fire 

inside of clouds, 

 

from which the magic 

juice of tears are 

provided, impossible 

 

as it is, to be deprived 

of everything we feel, 

smelled, fingered to know 

 

the substance of white 

linen, blue silk, and the sharp 

wind of desire that blows 

 

both ways through them. 

Love is not personal power, 

but accepting cups that 

 

refuse to be indifferent to 

anything. The place of 

what we together are, is 

 

the sound of a musical  

bowl of white flowers, 

which are the colour of 

 

sunrise. Our words all 

fit us. Lady bugs 

always come home. 
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TEMPERATURE INVERSION 

 

 

In love, itself as being 

helpless but for the gentle 

power that desires 

 

poetic language in addition 

to everything else, as 

meaning to give support 

 

in forming it, as mouths 

in motion to accord  

the outward immortality of 

 

a stutter that seals when 

separated from each 

mysterious source, although 

 

awkwardness is always 

paired in kind with unknown 

intent, an actual visibility 

 

that feels confident of 

its 'being' [ in context ] 

considered at the same 

 

time made official as  

a textual location rather 

than the spatial one  

 

of a kiss, the physicality 

of love, and its lovely 

tensions, having everything 

 

to do with whether you 

can find your 'own' food 

[ or 'any' food ] in the techne 

 

of discovering what gods  

and goddesses want you 

to know them the most. 

 

 

 

 



20 June 2021    

NERVE BY NERVE THE FLOWERING SPINE ASCENDS 

 

 

A flight of sparrows 

at dawn drops into  

a nearby tree's leaves, 

. 

disappearing into them 

while darkening their shape, 

as what love, being  

 

identical to 'the place  

of its inception and ground 

of its continuity,' is also 

 

identical to poetry, music, 

gravity, the taste of  

the melody on the air, 

 

plus what a child can do 

with a pencil. 'You,' 'I,'  

and 'we' will form in how 

 

we are timed by love's 

inevitable promise and its 

'pragma,' where our palms 

 

touch like delicate spring  

semi-translucent catalpa 

leaves, as we carry on us 

 

the shared sweet scent  

of its sticky flowers. 

The sparrows take flight, 

 

and the morning trembles 

by what we find ourselves 

caught in: The pure tones 

 

of a sudden oriole, that 

as with everything, breaks 

the moment, not in any  
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sequence, but, like love, 

all adjacent, asymmetrically 

'possible' and 'equidistant 

. 

from each other, as well as 

from the motion of their center,' 

where music always discovers us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



22 June 2021 

THE NATURAL HISTORY OF HARMONICS 

 

 

Rounding a curve on 

the left-hand path, 

where love finds us 

 

as we seek the language 

that 'can' narrate with 

our perception of 'what  

 

is happening,' in that  

it all was because it is, 

not in disorder, or death, 

 

not either, living, that is 

to think or have thought it 

even, rather, neither one 

 

or any number of ways: 

'the intention behind 

perception disturbs 

 

the matter perceived.' 

The white moths that 

blocked the light in 

 

the side attic room 

whose only entrance was 

next to my bed, handed 

 

me down to the bottomless 

hindrance of the undead 

in which I was dissolved 

 

in the pale moth wings gasping 

that overlapped with bliss. 

Our love will cross over all 

 

of it, whole, beautiful, sensual, 

delicate, tender and mostly 

unravished and unseizable 
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in the lithe glory it makes of 

language. What does 'dualism' 

really mean? Love is for 

 

the sake of loving - 'vibhakti'  

[stirring things into a state 

of increased sensuality]. 

 

Life, like water from a faucet 

comes out of it all year. 

Desire, in contradistinction, 

 

must arise like ice, from the sweet  

south, so that hearts  

can thaw, condensing into 

 

love's dew and every kind of fluency  

and fluidity, into a pool that mirrors  

our features rippling always together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



OF LOVERS AND THEIR INTELLECT 

 

 

Our love is contingent 

always to its inevitability, 

never, as Bob writes  

 

a matter of convenience, 

made as it is, 'up' on what is 

and of how it daily 'glories 

 

forth,' and the part of being 

together in what we are together 

that we each get to keep, is 

 

as modest, beautiful and reflective 

as bits of mica glinting from 

a sheer granitite face, 'in toto' 

 

'a small narrative in itself' no need 

for such anymore posturing 

before my deceased mother's 

 

wide cosmetics mirror, I've  

already read Spinoza, in lieu of 

wanting to know what humans 

 

are guessing at after striving for, 

an 'authentic' model of divine 

being as among the many 

 

presences of itself, that as, 

doing without, life as 'parlour 

to the front,' as we used to have 

 

a back door off the laundry room. 

Love appears sometimes more 

clear to me than the houses 

 

i lived in before 'this' [what], 

ever since and always when 

voices have seen me, so 

 

I tend to keep it 'secret,' for 

I do not want to be part of  

the possibly non-experience 



of 'because.' ['Guidance leads 

nowhere']. Now I can go on 

always with you, full-fingered 

 

in how we learn together to 

speak in resolution of  

philosophical terms expressed 

 

in common vernacular that 'I,' 

for one, didn't used to think 

meant anything. Now I know 

 

the only paradox in love is pure 

honestas, set up right from the start 

to resolve its necessarily paradoxical 

 

beginnings, that our mutual 

desire among things might play 

into the offing, discontinuous 

 

and continuous, simultaneous to 

what can never be identified 

as contingent, the convening 

 

contention of substance and its 

limits, saturated with desire, 

poetry and the love that tells us, 

 

words have their meanings 

always 'at stake' but all are worth  

only living with and next to, 

 

and not worthy of making anything  

more than hearing ear-soft love talk to  

itself, in a room of our, and its own. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



23 June 2021  

FINITE TRANSPARENCY 

 

 

If I think that of who 

or what 'I' am, feeling 

overflows any definition 

 

in how we are together, 

or I spill myself over 

my own intentions 

 

which in part are always 

and also, part of the desire 

that flows 'au naturelle' 

 

as if the perception of  

Nature were an aggregate, 

not of love, but as a hunger 

 

that unifies the world 

without benefit of the justice 

intellect provides, that is, 

 

undetermined where each 

possible 'love' remains equally 

alone yet the same. Still 

 

it is possible to dream of 

a perfect community of 

humans with heart and mind 

 

toward a relation among 

sense and things left over 

from being overwhelmed. 

 

But we are neither laissez-faire, 

nor do I believe that we 

are engaged in gardening 

 

through the social register 

of wreckage, consequence, 

sacrifice and redemption. 
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The same words don't always 

mean the same thing, like  

they say, although I really  

 

don't believe it. Language 

is what doesn't always mean 

'the same thing' [as what?] 

 

In love, there is no comparison, 

but negotiation with another 

person as real as yourself, 

 

like we say, love is play, always, 

but it is also played to keep 

desire from becoming a mere 

 

freedom of words, is if  

our phrases didn't grow with 

the phases of trees, grass, 

 

flowers. Love is a substance, 

a thing that cannot be freed 

of words, not as expression of, 

 

but in its forming. Living  

things are born of flows 

and cross-flows, our love 

 

an act of grace, a gift of 

otherness [ and 'self' ]. 

I am forever happily divided 

. 

by our love, in time both 

different and the same in 

its forming. When I think 

 

of how we 'do it,' it is invariably 

of so seeing everywhere as  

the center for nerve conduction  

 

like in perpetuum, our hearts, 

the real, and image of, forming 

a lazuline blue moon on fire. 

 

 

 



25 June 2021 

ORPHANHOOD UNFOLDING 

 

 

Translated widely, the world  

bandage of how 

[and not] the mysterious 

 

murder of my biological 

father brought the brink 

of the death of my step- 

 

father’s semen fantasies 

directly into my hands, 

or its 'compossibility ' to 

 

handle the 'of knowing is 

a construct' part, where after  

the 'mella mella' part 

 

there is no blood on any 

ankle for where there is no 

fundamental [misapprehension, 

 

of reality] the lack of scum along  

the edge of the lake being what this 

second murder accomplished, 

 

and gained mother four axial  

rotations on the north [Rashid], 

south [Jihad], and now having 

 

just begun to fall asleep 

from insomnia beginning age 3 [I forget 

the rest of their names] I'm beginning  

 

to be able to have, an erection 

whenever I want, and am always  

willing to by toward your male 

 

potency, with total love, be the one 

that gravitates always toward being  

forever and always 'your next girl.' 
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26 June 2021   

FULL SPECTRUM 

 

 

Love's existence is  

and has nothing I think  

to do with 'measure' 

 

or 'ratio' or 'proportion,' 

and everything to do 

with bathing in sea water 

 

along the dune shallows 

of Townshend's Inlet, 

to first reveal before 

 

anything, what happens  

when we put ourselves 

in a range of possibilities 

 

as occur in the 'holding  

power' as 'actual purpose' 

of love in its substance, 

 

variation and endless devotion 

to how deviance brings, is 

always closer together [sensibility 

 

and consciousness always 

locked together, like the lady 

next door, dressed in white 

 

each morning, hanging the laundry 

at sunrise.] [We float always 

on our emotional life, which 

 

feeling is what grounds us, 

to the exclusion of excess 

amounts of in what we are 

. 

charged to discover the elements 

that are our duty, to let feel 

what is and what of what is, will 
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be with us always], perceiving such 

elements constituent as our 

being so impressed in the force 

 

of our being, striving to create 

new elements that will stabilize 

and constantly feed both our 

 

together consonance and its 

never-the-less changing condition, 

like when a kid, sneaking either 

 

in front of mother's cosmetics 

mirror or, institutionalised, breaking 

into the girl's dormitory at night 

 

to steal, the powder, rouge, lipstick 

and eye shadow to make up  

and rehearse our duty on earth, 

 

synchronising the flow of mind 

with the flow of the miracle of 

what is happening instantly, 

 

its import, like the light wind of  

formal Noh Drama, or a young girl  

who has not yet learned to pass over 

 

uncertain things with sophisticated 

assurance, but must deal directly 

with what she and we have of  

 

love, its total awkwardness [anxious 

kissing, shimmering nerve endings:  

A deduction induced by the vanity of  

 

time, so that as - our love - is in nature 

as fluidity is, 'truth', thus in and of 

our longing perpetuum always 

 

completed, 'where things belong,' 

and that it will of being, with always 

neither waste nor excess of desire, 

 

 

 



but integral and composite as of 

the time when buds and our perception 

most come to be in unexpected flower. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



27 June 2021 

WHY SHOULDN'T WE? 

 

 

Blue glides out of currency 

at dusk, even in dream, 

our face value seared 

 

together so with no need  

for loop vocabulary to 

hold right the aim. It's simply 

 

tonic to the oral limit. I prefer 

the crass definition of what 

birds say, without the all-night 

 

transversion into human confusion. 

Love is a sonic thing, driven with  

no meaning but in raising it to 

 

'adolescent heights' you need 

only indulge with the slow nutrition 

of each part of our own desire, 

 

the only proper treatment, just 

as our children know. I know that  

you know that they know 

 

the coaxial indrawn breath 

that denies its own depletion 

for having no invoice I know, presumes 

 

declaration before birth. Love's 

flowering, even trapped by 

social duress, is as simple as  

 

sun-bathing. The new master  

instrument of love's full truth, is fire  

half-trimmed by the stability of discarding  

 

our license to dare, when all that is 

needed is no-cost currency that is 

free and worthless. Whoever 
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gets to sweep the floor is the one 

best equipped for deviance, which 

our love has already plenty of as 

 

first option. Rise early and let us 

mount our inherited pledge. All 

we need is metronomic patience. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



THE SHAPE OF LIGHT 

[as what we are together golden in] 

 

 

The 'he and she' 

of love that continues 

to reveal the flame 

 

of it that a gentle wind  

makes to tremble 

with sincerity and strong 

 

feeling between us, 

is both a winged faery 

that refuses to be 

 

other than as real as 

Buddha refusing to 

become a god. The 

 

rose bush in the side 

yard yields buds that 

blossom into 'dragon 

 

candles' meant to be 

wed to the name of 

more actually what 

 

they are: Us and not  

the agents of our love, 

but visible in every 

. 

sure and quavering 

tone of voice, radiant 

and speaking always 

 

as what it's all about, 

with the full music 

of what it's all about, 

 

to the place where 

love agrees to hold us  

together in the love 

 

 

 



that continues to love 

the innocence of full 

desire that together we 

. 

form, unpresupposedly 

experienced as the miracle 

of feeling the faith in it. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



FULLY BELOVED 

 

 

The golden backdrop 

leads upstream to 

the shallow flow of blue 

 

water that surrounds 

the inner gate in which 

what sees each other 

 

of us, in our unification 

bathed in full and sweet 

courtship, is where nature 

 

is witness to our every 

movement. In the stress 

that beauty is, we make  

 

to each other, what is 

of that which is 'self'  

conscious that we must 

 

confide love's intent, 

to which can only be 

transmitted as inner 

 

life, so that to free one's self  

from the idolatry of 'falling  

into the world' is by a second  

 

coming as the love preceding 

any 'first,' as not having to  

take part in a father's gnostic  

 

'magic,' but in the initial forming  

of the placenta, 'around,' in embrace  

'translucent, porous and untorn.' 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 June 2021 

BLUE-HUED IS MY FOREVER COMPANION, BOTH MYSTERIOUS AND WELL-

MARKED 

 

 

My love is constellated 

as visible 'red heart' 

where flowering, I am  

 

tethered to moonrise 

of you, beautifully pale, 

rising through an orchard 

 

if white apple blossoms. 

I snap a twig at dusk, 

so that bird-throats of 

 

indeterminate scale remains 

the procession that reveals 

the sameness yet 

 

difference between 

'muse' and 'nurse,' in 

double inverted invitation, 

 

as love to our workday, 

close always, but by far 

of distance in grammar 

 

that fulfills the terms of  

what it is, in any language, pearl 

button, silk shirt, silver 

 

washboard in the blue 

water of the river, love 

as sunlight of being 

 

rinsed, and out to dry as 

the original stratum of 

desire's thought, of being 

 

so shaped. We correspond 

always in feeling. Eros is nothing  

but the full intellect of love. 
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THE ELUSIVE SUBSTANCE OF 'BELONGING' 

 

 

'Walking through storm 

in a dream you don't 

get wet, and lightning 

 

shows all that is around 

you. Love is a substance 

and entity that reveals 

 

what's shown to be 

the difference between what is 

revealed and what humans 

 

have the ability to see. 

Night after night you come 

to me, to tell me that there is, 

 

in difference, no difference. 

When you become all that is, 

I hold to you so you can  

 

keep telling me who you 

are. The sky lies above me 

whispering as winds to 

 

which you give your voice, 

the necessity of import 

and giving back revolve 

 

around what dissolves 

and what of what is of 

moments made invisible 

 

revealed as stable in 

its way of change: Goldenness 

is everywhere, to the exclusion 

 

of 'actual practice.' Loving 

is so that life may live without  

being pressed upon by 

 

identity. 'Deviance' and 'devotion' 

are golden, too. How it works 

is that it works, never having to 



'strive ' [intelligible measures]: 

Being queer and alone is about 

the same as being queer in a crowd. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 June 2021  

EXCESSIVE, BEAUTUFUL YET MODERATE: MY OFFERINGS TO YOU CAN BE ONLY 

MY ENTIRE LIFE, OR, 'GRAVITY' 

 

 

Invalid child of genius 

labor, and the reverse, both 

in the treetops of 

 

intermingled 'knowledge' 

and 'life' to be the love of 

remaining tangled 

 

as one among the other 

in a land of magic, or of 

the twenty-some folds 

. 

given each of the beloveds 

to be unfolded into  

their full curiosity, which is 

. 

what love does for us, 

left to undo and in so doing, 

'the life' together of self 

. 

and other made complete, 

where adjectives act like 

verbs, of mind working 

. 

the inner fields nearly 

disappeared into everything 

love builds its nest with  

. 

and in, as beyond the epithetical 

[things are funny that way], 

into the scent of seed-fields 

. 

divinely golden as I smell from 

you a message upon the morning 

air, where early summer, the pastel 

. 

sexual season, is dictated 'with 

no intrusion of meaning,' but 

the duty of love to feed and clothe 

. 

to uncover without translation 
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the necessities of life, and of 

how wide and exacting is 

. 

the lifetime vocabulary of love, 

and how simple it actually is to arrive  

to the place where we can use it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



30 June 2021   

SATURATION 

 

 

Love is the permanence 

of a ceaseless wave 

where amorous forming 

 

meets the amorous image 

and language of what 

the bird that can't be seen 

 

is heard. Perception is 

both exacting and indeterminate, 

although the words that 

 

are the names of things 

are identical to the word 

of the thing named, which 

 

dismisses the charlatanism 

of 'the life of the spirit' 

as identifiable in language, 

 

for in the natural and linguistic 

world it is already the same 

as itself. That is the miracle of 

 

love we both know, is not 

elusive and can be translated 

as easily as hearing the music 

 

of love in a room that is actually  

the persons in the freedom, of  

desire that returns to its forever 

 

infantile imagination of the heart's 

forever opening rose, that 

the petals of our loving are 

 

in motion always, of their true 

substance, whether literally 

they appear to be moving or not. 
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1 July 2021   

EXPENDED ALL IN PART DELIGHT 

 

 

Our love always bears 

the humour of air as if a magical  

substance that is  

 

the memory of not having to 

remember is when 

always we find ourselves 

 

and find together what 

each other is, and  

know that. The psyche is 

 

a cheap trick, not the will 

spoken directly by our lips but  

these near-words poised as 

 

a sophistication I think 

we neither want nor need, 

for of no elegance but what 

 

we have. Walking all night 

between railroad ties, burning 

red coals in the slipstream 

 

of meaning, or dreaming this, 

I smell strawberries in 

the thick milk of spinal 

 

fluid in worshipped height 

no higher than the red star 

that is the crown of it all 

 

as love sounds shared by 

we who are the dual messenger 

of it. Tears, also like stars 

 

can be shaped out of drawn  

darkness of which some parts 

of it are the apparatus, born 

 

 

 



of inescapable pouring forth 

of how moonlight does it 

to itself in order that white 

 

petals hasten to rise, to, as 

we do also, answering in both 

doubles and halves, the entire 

 

way of holes in the heart 

that inevitably turn into 

a sensate intelligence of love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



2 July 2021   

POSSIBLE, PROBABLE, INEVITABLE AND REAL 

 

 

Of everything rising 

into other things, as 

our love remains constant 

 

as it changes into 

what it is and must be 

for itself, found as you 

 

and I find it, in radiance 

without cause, for we 

are not its 'agency' since 

 

love needs no agency 

for us to find ourselves 

finite and sure in feeling 

 

what otherwise is invisible, 

yet love is most of anything 

true, that appears in its 

 

own terms, as we see 

each other containing what 

otherwise is impossible 

 

to perceive, knowing each 

other as we do, what the forming 

of our shape together contains, 

 

before all else, of certainty 

to what invisibility compels us 

in our sweetness, to know. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



3 July 2021   

IN LIKE RHAPSODY 

 

 

Very like as how is this division  

between 'thymos'  

and 'psyche, luminous, 'thymos  

 

cited as living in the chest,' 

what remains still alive 

[in bitter astonishment] where 

 

in underworld life we where 

dream and gods live, 'sleep 

even when the limbs are active' 

 

as the life itself as Hades, 

the 'life' of the living, Cyrene 

wrestling a lion, unfearing 

 

'girl with spirit,' ['what – you think I  

would give up love just to-  

pursue you?'] This I with spirit  

 

will yield to not., to which later  

will be added 'heart,' aside for of Homeric 

'phrenes' [halved intellect as what 

 

the surviving soul lacks, and replaces  

with sentiment. Love is as it desires,  

with dispute between the original  

 

duality 'psyche' and 'thymos'  

[inmunology as also what attracts] or 

the more essential combination 

 

of the greater complexity in later versions  

of 'psyche]. But thymos persists 

in marrow, eye shadow and, spinal 

 

fluency. Up along the ambiguity 

of the body's horizon is still  

inestimable weather always. 

 

 

 



John said it all begins and ends 

with an unexpected loving kiss 

on every belly, the pure possibility 

 

of it. Let nor clumsy orders of 

contemplation get in the way 

of awkward attempts to 'say what 

 

we intend,' even in the unknown 

meanings of Greek syntax that 

can be markedly our very usage  

 

of precise timing of our love that is 

happening all the time, includes 

also all the context they continue  

 

to feel as again the beginnings  

of how our world approaches its  

happening, as it happens is for  

 

'words being the same 'things' as things 

now happening to us each and both 

in full loving and patient rapture. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



4 July 2021  

VIBRANCE 

 

 

Shall we let's call it 

'adhesive love,' or words 

equaling what they refer 

 

to in our thermodynamic 

that compels speech and its 

poetic and the love believed 

 

to be passed through when 

we are but one of its signs. 

Love's meaning reasons, 

 

to prepare each day to make  

its advent the innocence of 

Amors that is the experience 

 

that embraces, for in love 

there is no success or failure, 

but to live fully the accord, not to  

 

have biography and even 'event,' 

but the necessity to live 

the event of longing as the prime  

 

topos of the constancy of what  

happens, always, of a fundamental  

amorous and poetic experience,  

 

whose discourse is composed of 

endless kisses from rose petals 

that make fire in our alphabets 

 

in salut to the whole of fedeli 

d'Amore that must be answered 

with the common social love 

 

of profoundly common exchange. 

Beyond the widest of encircling 

fields, the poetic is the language 

 

 

 



of the mapless, through which 

the silver gifts of moonlight we 

wear will always show us how 

 

the way we must go, always 

in the passionate peril that 

only intelligent desire can trust. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



5 July 2021  

THIRST [AND DESIRE] 

'Pass not away with the passing stream,' 

but become it. 

 

 

To what can a poet be 

faithful, in its immemorial 

interrogation of the language 

 

in which it attempts to make 

answer to this, our vocation, 

as is our love for each other 

 

as beings embracing this  

vocation and each other? 

Faithful solely to the pragma 

 

that is the major point of 

polis, faithful to the emptiness 

of the structure thus made, 

 

faithful to what is first in 

heart and mind, word by word, 

the voices upon the air of 

 

children singing, daily but 

yet unformed until we 

hear them in the full maturity 

 

of our infantile, sophisticated task, 

to register what is happening  

when what is happening is 

 

happening: The wonderment 

in the existence of a world 

made empty yet possible through 

. 

the correct expression of 

the existence of language, which 

can only be compelled by love 

 

['ethos'] as the existence of 

being shown the way to know 

'polis' and 'oikia' in their 

. 



ever-lasting and unpresupposable, 

flexible and unbreakable 

partnership that is our love  

 

indebted to nothing, but of nature 

grounded forever to first love 

and thus, the shaping of its light. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



6 July    

GOOD FORTUNE 

 

 

Nearly everything remains 

to be undertaken in the name 

of our love - that which 

 

compels an investigation 

and the ways in which 

the symbiosis between our 

 

words and our being 'human 

animals' happens each time 

come to each other through 

 

desire and the will it demands 

to be thus synchronised for 

a life together by way of how 

 

love orders what we do and are, 

even as what we are and do makes 

a place for love to be what it is, so 

 

the human animal is a place 

in which it can live, and create 

'time' [ or the motion of it ] by 

 

telling the story in narrative 

whose forming is very like being 

curled around each other, relaxed 

 

yet living in the coil of healing 

energies by which love acts. I'm 

there, right inside you, as you 

 

are in me, as together, we work 

these energies forth, in the most 

particular way we can, and do, 

 

happen, as love happens in 

our art, that is, we can't help this 

happening, a combination that 

 

 

 



puts itself together, and includes 

us, which of course is what keeps  

everything going and in place, 

 

ardent mind, trembling heart 

and always the strengthening in our 

exchange, just as we understand. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



7 July 2021   

VOICE LESSONS 

 

 

This is how it always 

is [with constant variation]: 

My mother walked 

 

in a meadow of tall 

early summer grass 

which she laid down in 

 

and fell asleep and dreamt 

of the end of a long 

flight of wild swans, up 

 

from the lake. As she began 

to emerge from sleep, their cries  

turned into a human voice  

 

that startled her so suddenly,  

that the perception of the beauty 

of where she lay, inspired 

 

her to gently sing, and as 

the music spread out upon 

the air, you walked out of 

 

the ripples of her song, 

carrying in both your separation 

from and joining with all 

 

of nature, giving to heaven 

the immediate birth of 

my inevitable love for you. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



8 July 2021  

TOTAL IMMERSION AND FULL DISCLOSURE 

 

 

I can't see poetics as 

'propositional' in any way, 

not social, not cultural 

 

neither sexual nor familial 

despite of any visionary 

quantification of how these 

 

things 'work' [or are  

supposed to], but that 'I' 

at the helm from which 

. 

there is anyway no steering 

of intention having to do with 

application toward the 'intent' 

 

that nature already is, and which 

is meant forever to be 'empty' 

by the effort of what 'pragma' 

 

makes, forever as inevitable 

as dressing 'in drag' in the blue 

waters of the sea, far away 

 

from the cult[s] or any fraternal 

order or rule, but being taken  

up of both by love, which, like 

 

poetry, has no secrecy that need 

be kept, for we can do it all in 

the open, as no Magi can help 

 

us change our clothes, for what 

is called 'ambiguity' is no more 

than steadfast and discrete, just 

 

as we already know, and have come  

to know, that the grammar of fighting 'art'  

with all our might in the pragma of  

 

 

 



making 'everything so,' or 'as such,'  

gives us at least three of the things we  

need most: That is, finally reducing  

 

ideation to 'ground,' as by this,  

the consolidation of error arrives, and in joy,  

offering love as in solid sensibility - not to  

 

the 'inmost form' of Eden [the primal error]  

but - to she or he or the 'it' most capable of  

the loveliest innocent adoration that can 

 

be experienced, and is, what is happening  

to each and both of us together and forever  

in its full truth, here, always and right now. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



9 July 2021 

FOR LOVE OF GOODNESS 

 

 

'In the Name of the word' 

that keeps itself found on  

'the other side of the woods' 

 

I can't remember the actual 

name of but love the epiphany 

of whose constant appearance 

 

is the voices on the air which 

are given us not to seduce 

but to purify into the substance 

 

of their being the moon powder 

on mother's dressing table 

that is made of the reflected 

 

sunlight the ancient Egyptians 

know as the ascent of poetics 

to the throne of Sirius [Isis], 

 

when by 1960 Stephen Westcott 

and I were the only beings in town 

who knew that baptism was not 

 

possible but by total immersion 

in 'the lake of each giving footstep' 

which was and is, taken to climb  

 

the tallest mountain in my vicinity 

to discover in ignoring the path 

of earth and walking instead 

 

and also necessarily up the flowing 

bed of Stevensville brook whose 

quartzite stone bottom led not only  

 

directly to Oz, but also taught me 

that you are the constancy of eternal 

'flash and light' that emerges forever 

 

 

 



in the ancient workings of goldenness 

the Bulgars called 'zora' just as Dionysos 

was born from the thigh of Zeus upon 

 

being thieved from the Corycian cave 

by Hermes, so that we together may 

live in the framing of what now is 

 

called 'time' but is in truth, movement 

guided by the inaccessible rate that is 

in toto without the amnesia that is  

 

a side effect of desire as the mirrored 

invisible circulation from which  

the heart alone 'hears' the narrative 

 

momentum from which Astarte, Isis, 

smiling Aphrodite Philomeides, Medea, and  

Beatrice, the intellect of love, all  

 

emerge as instrumental as infrapsychisme 

that is the ethos of refinement of 

what is given and into and from  

 

which we flow, in returning our 

'glorying forth' to its mythic topos 

from which we are together born 

 

anew each day from the acorns 

that belong to Aphrodite, that is, 

what Westcott and I found were 

 

the dimensions of the Ark or Argo 

so that it would never have to be 

'duplicated,' that is, having taken 

 

'the long way around,' in that 'story' 

is what has happened, and 'vision' 

the returning of what she already 

 

possesses, to Aphrodite, and the superior  

way we will once again meet and fall  

in love without being redundant but as it is 

 

 

 



always possible, working by 'pragma,'  

to simply clothe ourselves in love, and live  

forever in the house of its, and our, heart. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 July 2021 

THE AIR OF THE WORDS THAT TELL US, WHAT WE ARE [FAITH AND LOVE] IS THE 

PERFECT BLOSSOMING WHISPERED EMBRACE 

 

 

The messenger substance 

gathers in the harbor where 

the shadow tongue of 

 

your dreaming glides into 

my sleep to decode the genetic 

clavier of the rhetorical 

 

cinnabar compost lode, 

as the harvest along the shore 

where Italian men repair 

 

their nets The catch is 

full as moonlight and celebratory 

candleflame wax, tongue of thought . 

 

interwoven in charged fields 

that give you mind to think of  

with, what you feel, the food that  

 

our love as the providence to 

our joining is always differently 

the same, standing alone as a boy  

 

in a bare field of cut horse corn 

or in the throngs along the boardwalk. 

Hermes bleeds in transmitting 

 

the capture of his own being, so 

the present finds itself able to 

say what will grow to those 

 

dimensions of our use. There is 

no prayer to intone: We rejoin 

at home by the instinct of the wind. 

 

I follow your channeling of energies 

and the nectar of love that is 

the Dew of [our] Heaven, all that is 

 

 



of our esoteric embrace, coded in  

public, so reveal how it is always is be  

chosen and emigrate to each  

 

other's shaping of our love's purity [to know  

the 'inner' is life, which with us, makes  

and gives us its own physical proximity. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



10 July 2021 

REALLY SOMETHING 

 

 

It isn't like love has no features 

that as 'unmarked' inspire sympathy 

for those too innocent to know  

better than to compromise any 

part of itself requiring patronage, 

but to stay wild within its many 

folds, that open, or appear when 

in heeding, it takes in the want of 

body, heart and mind, to return to 

the places where animated loins 

follow the course of how the stars  

plow the skies, whose path forever  

on the face shows unrehearsed, desire  

upon on the face of each beloved. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



LIKE DOVES IN A DOWNPOUR 

 

 

To preserve the love of sanity,  

and to be sane by restoring  

and practicing love daily, as  

where we enter both, joined,  

weatherbeaten yet real, trust  

to seal up what your heart has  

seen of its own secrets, as thus  

we deliver this light to our hands:  

Let us think not of what can not  

be translated to strangers, but  

trust that in finding naught, all will  

find us, as does sweetling pollen to  

the bee: Each thing living within itself  

is the author of its own incorporation. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A CONSORT COMING INTO HER OWN TO EAT OF THE VALA APPLES WE DID NOT 

REALISE WE HAD GROWN TOGETHER UNTIL NOW 

 

['We were born in the same shopping bag'] 

 

 

Where the anima is under agency to  

eventually by its sacrifice give a ruler  

sovereignty there's the question of  

what 'reason' is for, and why ceremony 

must exceed even itself in अश्वमेध that  

takes the breath away [but only after  

a 'waiting period,' so maybe that's the key  

[duration] as gift given the hero refusing  

to be a saviour as to Odysseus from Leucothea  

[mother of Hercules] as the poet's 'veil.' When  

I was a boy, one just ceased riding at dusk  

crowned only by accident in 'position' within  

the stars, put her to stable and walked home  

without strategy to the girdle of my quiet bed. 

 

 

 

 

[Footnote on my relationship to horses: 'Thinking now more of horses in the practical way of 

attempting to ride them, I tried, but didn't have much luck. I was not big enough to give the 

house any notion that I was on its back, and so I had no 'authority' in trying to guide it, so, it just 

went where and how it wanted to go, no matter how I pulled the reins right or left, etc. I had only 

to hang on and hope for the best. At the time ... around aged 15 . . . I was small for my age, 130 

cm tall and weighing only about 25 km . . . the horse probably thought a fly had landed on its 

back when I mounted it ! I fell off or was thrown off a few times, but kept trying, with no luck, 

to learn to ride, failing, I guess because I was too small. Funny, to remember all this. I preferred 

grooming the horse and so on anyway, so, I was more like a stable boy than a real horseman.] 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



12 July 2021 

OF APHRODITE IN HER PETALS 

 

 

'Here' is where together, 

'there' is as we are, 

incalculable the distance 

 

between, but there being 

none, incalculable also 

the intimacies, ours in 

 

the symmetry/ asymmetry 

of feeling the real song of 

love from an elusive bird's 

 

throat, as high in the treetops 

as we give ourselves permission 

to also be, loving the ambiguity 

 

of personification and the faith 

that can do nothing but make 

the advent of kisses in counter- 

 

point, both dream-like and in 

spiritual and physical aptitude,  

real in the goldenness of heart 

 

and mind, where I carry you 

with me the length of all 

of every day and night. What 

 

is the body but the permanence 

of an endless wave? And what 

do I most need from the visions  

 

of each other we share? Desire's 

mystery and a companion that 

well knows the potency of how 

 

poetry, in its forming always 

the determinate indeterminacy 

of love that is of our flowerage, in 
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our sensibilities. Everything is worthy  

of indeterminate limit, as long as  

it is saturated by the full substance,  

 

soft and intricate as the petals of each  

side-yard rose, that with each other 

burst, like the rime we return here for. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



13 July 2021  

THE WAY A BIRD HITS THE BODY OF ITS SONG 

 

 

Love is a fruit that 

ripens both in becoming 

something we can 

 

consume, at the same 

time 'remembering itself' 

backwards, never to 

 

forget the new leaves 

at spring and its initiating 

petals of flowers that 

 

gently brush your face. 

I depart my own humanity 

that I am part of, but 

 

that I cannot own, to become 

such actualising leaves, 

and such flowers first 

 

that make sweet the fruit 

before we eat it, like 

in how memory still can 

 

imagine the pageantry of 

the crisp smell of laundry day, 

remaining children there 

 

 

in passage of the beating of 

hearts that circulate the milk, 

and keep the moon pale 

 

yet brilliant, as love is, pleasure 

yet of the working, having 

to endure the direct engagement 

 

at the lip of how love is 

interconnected throughout 

the honesty of what is 

 

 



plain, simple, and lovely, and whose  

beauty, against my torso, I want  

always to wrap myself around. 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



FIRST LOVE FOREVER 

 

 

Of you, my assertion is, 

that, by way of love, 

I invent nothing, 

 

and could not, for 

the whole of it has yet 

to enter the language 

 

we daily know and use, 

despite we [as we know] 

blossom, with the meanings 

 

we cannot yet say more 

than what is supposed to be 

their meaning, that is, 

 

the dilemma in Dante is 

exactly that Beatrice, who 

he says he didn't invent, 

 

tells him when he arrives 

in Paradise, that he has 'lost 

the good of the intellect.' 

 

But our mouths, being like 

anyone's, speak better than  

ever, of the spirit of desire, of 

 

what to teach and what 

to learn, as what better way 

is there than to combine them 

 

and find ourselves able 

to do both in the same place 

at the same time. What 

. 

Beatrice meant in saying what  

she said to Dante, is, if Paradise  

is petals whose red grows  

 

silver as the moonlight rises, why 

not also touch me there, and tell  

me without words exactly how it feels? 



15 July 2021 

EIGHT DAYS A WEEK 

 

 

I don't know anything 

about God, but which 

of life on earth, is 'a  

 

metaphysical washout'. 

Ethics in 'the love of love' 

for another, is simply 

 

the possibility of one's 

self-acceptance while 

being shut out of the social 

 

order, 'de posseder la 

verite dans une ame et 

un corps,' being alive in 

 

the full sense of body 

and soul' in the context 

of existence being 

 

the breaking of boundaries, 

immediately become 

functional parts of 

 

the destructive capitalist 

project as what Ihab Hassan 

calls 'quantities of normed 

 

existence,' the global disposition 

determined to equate the already 

dispossessed with 'worthless 

 

life,' worthless as work in the Art, 

worthless the Jews, blacks,  

all native culture, homosexuals 

 

and women of the type of Judith 

and Delilah, as well as 'unmanly 

men,' or 'the end of history' that 

 

 

 



nevertheless the 'privileged' 

wish to survive: Unified 

and homogenised humanity. 

 

What and who are 'pronouns 

but the ones subsumed in 

a mechanism that encourages 

 

entrance, forces on us bullshit 

jobs, all the while refusing 

protest or escape. 'Dante 

 

classifies languages by their  

way of saying Yes. [What seems 

most astonishing is not that 

 

one is able to possess by the v.  

'to be' but that we all have the  

capacity to also 'not be'. As in  

 

'of life' by description rather 

by the acts of it 'of' takes  

the place as 'neutered love.' 

 

Let us and let our love turn 

from such computations of  

value. Who cares what I am 

 

worth, or you and I, each by 

the rising moonlight in 

a child's desiring mind, 

 

in whose arms, always, embraces  

known [and remembered]  

(and still clearly longed for)  

 

continuously alive and loved as if  

in these our forever modest  

and completing accolades we may live. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



16 July 2021 

ALL I DO IS DO WHAT WE ARE DOING, AND KNOW IT 

 

 

Is this understood? Love 

is transitional from the need 

to manifest more fully how 

 

it is to cry real tears for 

a complete energy transaction 

to manifest itself. There 

 

is a strain in the sky that 

nominates animal musculature 

as the more tense vector, 

 

or how we know we are 

'here.' [1500 BC, why the Hittites? 

perhaps first evidence of 

 

[Regional?] metal-working? 

But of love, is to ascribe it to 

all things, to any alteration  

 

of matter, for from that rise 

and passing away [like 

breathing] they make 

 

reparation and satisfaction 

one to the other for  

their 'injustice' according to 

 

the disposition of time [so 

breathing is instance effectual 

for given justice 'intrinsically,' 

 

that is that which is where 

the groceries come out of 

places we know, the store 

 

next to the laundromat where 

we bought some milk 

and Calvin put it in the bag. 

 

 

 



There is Hopi exchanges 

of equivalency, Tlinget 

redistribution, Nature's 

 

'courtesy,' the 'eligibility' 

of the heart [ibn Arabi], justice (soul) 

in accordance with Plato 

 

[and according to our own desires], 

Methexis [participation: Valence 

and distribution reckoning out of 

 

myself that makes me to you 

move to give all, and such 

possible conduct unfolds  

 

the accruing expanse of 

'giving'.] Self-discipline 

and town-discipline [ie., NOT 

 

'law,] had disappeared in 

Alexandria by 3rd century BC 

[read Kavafy's poems]. Science 

 

had begun to serve war, nature 

descended into cosmos, said 

Plutarch, and Anaximander's 

 

sense of return 'outside' of 

perception goes missing two 

to three hundred year later, 

 

in Aristotle. But what is of 

Beauty restores itself to the beautiful, 

flowers give of their flowering 

. 

not by growth scheduling, but 

by its transformation into fruit that is 

maintenance of how it can be 

 

sustained as something other 

despite that which has had its  

nature stripped away. 'We 

 

 

 



are priceless, so worthless is 

the best thing we can get 

to be.' It is like this: Where earth 

 

as fact touches earth as 'science- 

fiction', seen often in dreams,  

it is life returning always despite 

 

attempts to defy it. Artaud called it  

'plague,' as also did Reich - 'the emotional 

plague' that is our contemporary human 

 

'agon.' [But who will walk the dogs, or  

fix dinner?] The milk of my  

horoscope streams over my shoulders, 

 

at the corners of my clavicles. Our love 

is 'body-in-pieces' brought together by  

the nature of what wordless desire 'is.'  

 

We go for it, dressed in scarlet with a circle 

of brilliant stars at our brows wet with 

sweat, forever. Mother would have been proud. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



17 July 2021 

FLAWLESS SERENITY 

 

Love does not forget it is 

everywhere, its gleaming 

persistence flows into 

 

the air we breathe, heavenly 

in the ways we can make it 

sound. I often cried as 

 

a child, rising in the middle 

of the night, in fear of how 

I believed it was piling up 

 

on the other side of the door. 

I have spent the better part 

of my life learning to sleep 

 

with the door open, so the seeds 

of moonlight could be sewn  

into the garments of my dreams 

 

which provide guidance as to 

how to receive the speech of 

birds, and how to imagine 

 

the tang of the berries they 

eat at dusk, preparing me 

for being devoured by sleep, 

 

accompanied by the luminous  

aura of the stars that shine 

in the window, where I can 

 

see the neighbor's laundry 

on the clothes line, rows of 40-watt 

underpants, just before sleep 

 

turned out all the lights. There 

has never been a time in my 

life when I did not dream of 

 

lips. I think of myself asleep and 

awake, as a volume of sound 

within you that is what I hope 

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


 

you, as I do your own breath, 

as being, a constant signal 

of love and honor. Such is 

 

desire, both drawing glory 

to itself, while discharging 

light that from you, my beloved, 

 

unties the knot of my humanity 

in order to feel the intimacy of  

active peace flowering in the air. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



18 July 2021 

LOVE TALK 

 

 

Love does not have 'a logic' 

beyond that it is itself 

'logic,' which is so, in 

 

the beginning of like how 

the world 'is' created in the most 

obvious of ways, given 

 

that we each are 'figures' 

that from 'somewhere' have 

names that are the words  

 

that form our assertion of 

relation, so moving from this, 

there is added what Wittgenstein 

 

calls an 'accurate symbol,' 

determined by ideal language 

in conjunction to what things 

 

and situations are not only 

'available,' but that in order 

for a particular syntax to assert 

 

the fact of a certain feeling, 

there must be in the construction 

of the syntax, something  

 

in common with the nature of 

the feeling and the structure of its 

fact. Symbolic logic has rules of  

 

syntax which prevent nonsense 

and which always has a singular, 

definite and unique meaning 

 

[or, 'The Sincere]. As in love, 

that which has to be 'aligned' or 

'in common' between the sentence 
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and the fact of feeling, cannot 

in fact be 'said' in language, 

but can be 'shown' [unsaid] for 

 

it requiring still to have the same 

structure, as between the name  

and the thing named. There can be 

 

no such thing as, 'false love' since 

it must be based in an assertion 

that is very like a picture, let us 

 

say, of the fact of perceiving love:  

Such a picture is a reality of the feeling 

of love, that is, the objects in 

 

our loving 'reality' correspond to  

the elements in the picture. 

The picture is also a fact in 

 

the reality in which we see it  

as well as the reality in which, 

by us, it is made. What the picture 

 

must have in common with 

reality is that it is able to depict 

exactly that the making of  

 

what reality asserts is true, 

just as the forming of the love 

we share is made in the image 

 

of both the truth of our forming it  

from the truth of using the elements 

of reality in both its aspects, that is 

 

in the sincerity of the original assertion 

and in the development of living it, 

in the acutely loving and accurate 

 

comprehension of the beautiful  

difference between our now-alive 

love within which we are able to 

 

 

 



imagine that our feelings are underlaid  

first and foremost by accepting for  

us always that nothing is impossible. 

 

 

 

[Foot note to the above poem: 'Logic' is like a pump that, when worked, can bring water to the 

surface. But it cannot drink it. That is left for us to complete.] 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



19 July 2021   

OF WHAT IS OURS 

 

 

0ur hearts remain  

unsalted by the blood 

that flows in them – 

 

for salt dries out [but 

preserves] the meat's 

fibers. We have instead 

 

in our arteries the milk 

of having met, of meeting 

as such, the cultural largesse 

 

of love renewed each day, 

memory undamaged, in 

always the labor of forming 

 

our relation and discerning 

the shape of what we are 

with a caress, an embrace, 

 

whispered words and direct  

speech, face-to-face in 

the pleasure of eternity, as 

 

rose petals wandering in  

the mild breeze, amorous 

form meeting amorous image 

 

that are transliterated in 

the gravity of beloving sleep 

and dreams the murmur of 

 

'rose,' whose petals drift 

upon the music of knowing 

the asymmetrical pattern 

 

of desire's kisses adventuring 

as moonlight: When together, 

we revert to our own bodies, 
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of nature, beautiful and of a lovely 

childishness that will always 

remember what s/he has been 

 

told of their own birth, like 

a garden talking to itself about 

love, more immortal than life 

 

itself, and whose music, overheard, 

is saturated with trust, love, 

and the contravention of limits 

 

to substance, and the internal 

and absolute passage between 

opposites, the fundamence of 

 

becoming in part one another 

for always, not supplanted but 

combined, pronouncing with 

 

our mouths the words of love 

that show its reality, building from  

these references the actual home  

 

and shelter of it that, like a covenant  

of actual desire, will always  

carry us with it, milk, in the amphora  

 

of our bodies and moon kisses  

given willingly, from the sure  

love of morphologic understanding. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



20 July 2021 

IN MORNING MIST OUR BRIGHTNESS STREAMS 

 

 

What actually is always 

present and exists, as 

we do, is what in contrast 

 

comes into being for  

the way we move together 

with the earth and the fabric 

 

woven loosely by rhe force 

of love, where beings of 

all genders reveal themselves 

 

to come from the same 

source, that is, spirit has 

its beginning always in 

 

matter, the speaking 

gardens of it neighboring 

under however high the blue 

 

sky is at the root of 

iris that open before 

our eyes, and in our eyes: 

 

with our eyes and for them. 

The distance between anything, 

anything like us, dissolves, 

 

not abstractly, but as how 

one thing feels another, feeds 

another, is an other, as beside 

 

the beautiful rose, to the right 

of it, dark grapes and to the left,  

black olives. The earth begins 

 

the loving creative fire we 

make to each other with 

our hands, and the genuine 
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archaic smile of the world 

in every feature of our faces, 

is that the nature of love is  

 

to love, as in the grasp of 

the physical source of all 

that gravity draws from  

 

each of us, and holds us  

close to what can never 

disappear, and brings of 

 

its soothing caresses of  

air through tall grass, is a 

making of rain that begins 

 

with what we are, learning of  

our human grasp, that love is  

what brings rain to other places. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



21 July 2021 

OF OUR HUMAN GRASP WE ARE A PART 

 

 

In love there is no paradox, 

radiance is its sole means 

of transference, that is, 

 

poetics is the reduction of 

all belief in 'absence.' The world 

through the love of it is present 

 

in all places, as in proper 

proportion of the paradisiacal 

rose in our garden that has 

 

the power of both the solid 

mountain and the constant 

flowering of the Rose. The dew 

 

of heaven comes from both 

the water from internal steams 

in mountain rocks, and from 

 

the instruction implicit that 

dresses the rose petals in each 

morning's mist. The transmission 

 

of love between us is the guardian 

of the clarity of direct speech 

and loving gesture. We are 

 

each day a particular combination 

of elements that stimulates all that  

cannot be commodified, and this 

 

is our Mercury, the fluidity 

where things belong to love. 

In the mutability of this fluency 

 

everything is in a motion that 

stays with us always, in 

the adornment of what daily 
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is given, which by doing very 

little [except in waiting for it] 

compels the adoration of being 

 

to us each, the visibility of  

the process of letting ourselves be  

seen fully for the sake of love. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



22 July 2021 

THAT WHICH STANDS WITHIN [A LIFETIME] 

 

 

There is what we nurture 

within us, shining, masters  

and of mistresses the nature 

 

of whose beauty [yours] turns my 

hair blue in moonlight, where 

now it is night and we become 

 

some other half of ourselves, 

who are neither ourselves 

in day or night, but the equal 

 

of each in composing the forms 

our acts are the images of 

[the Real] that in the way that 

 

love uses us to make us know 

the whole picture which is no 

more than to become the music 

 

made with the instruments our  

bodies become, true, with no 

reduction to sentiment or what 

 

is so simply personal: I know 

no beauty that is not permanent 

until evoked in splendor. The words 

 

remain meaningless until 

emerging into the acts they are 

the image of, where always 

 

we are 'rhythmos' sublime 

life's uncanny asymmetry and rime, 

the hidden fear between 

 

faun and nymph, for profound 

duality is not governed by 

the mutilated names for our 
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gendrance, which might account for 

'sea changes' between spheres,' 

persons and that intoxicating  

 

world of motion 'in motion' that 

is but of the primal ambiguity we 

share, taking root in our  

 

inseparable freedom. We are the who, 

what and how resplendent as 

the realities in our ears of each 

 

other's voices and features 

hatched all from blue eggs 

laid by the stars, are born standing  

 

together, haughty, shimmering,  

glowing on emerging, in substance, 

and deciding despite having 

 

yet no known language, we lift 

ourselves into the garden, dressed 

by the way we copy what the flowers 

 

are doing, not thinking we are being 

thought, dressing in the starry tissue 

of marriage clothes, but preferring 

 

the unfixed freedom of the soul's 

necessary movements furthest  

and closest, and the talk between 

 

us in knowing best that what 

and where in our thought is, is what  

we are there for, where I do not  

 

know I am thinking. Our love  

stays, but marriage makes a stain 

too impermanent to live in 

 

the form of what our bodies in their  

pragma, bring us always home to,  

to complete the house of our delight. 

 

 

 



23 July 2021 

TRANSLATION 

 

 

Waking early to 03:00 

reading, they tell me that 

schizophrenia is superior  

 

to Freud. To love, we first 

need a lake – a small one is 

fine – even a fire pond will  

  

do. The sun rises at 

the horizon, my heart beats 

with my companion's – 

 

yours – as my dream of 

Nana, Attis' mother, a sesame 

seed, a, pomegranate, 

 

and a ground spotted  

with shadow rises through 

dark soil. The blinding  

 

reflection of the sun in my  

eyes is the heresiarch that must  

be unlocked. Once royal 

 

blood bled by myself, for 

myself, is teased by dawn, 

and in full flower at the first 

 

rays of light burst over 

the hills and into the golden 

fields of love, mythology, what 

 

remains, is indistinguishable 

shape of morning clouds. 

But first the pond: The edge 

 

of it meets itself in every 

place, and it is full of water. 

It needs no translation but 
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the daily one, that tells us 

that we exist, in order to give 

the radiance that our world is, 

 

the outward stammering of its 

declaration, where milk flows through  

every ounce of in what we are bathed. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



23 July 2021 

JUST LIKE KIDS IN A PLAYGROUND 

 

 

We arrive always at 

the beginning given us 

by Nature, and if there 

has to be anything in 

how this comes to be 

[that is] forgotten, there 

Is always the melon field  

from which it is said,  

intelligence arises seed  

to flesh like how in forming  

this homogenous issue we 

learn one thing at a time  

at the rate our love grows  

into exactly what it is in us. 
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24 July 2021 

THE FEW NEEDS FROM 'THOUGHT' TO NEVER MIND ABOUT 

 

 

How tightly together the darkening 

late summer sky brings us:  

I think sometimes that thought 

 

can't be 'actual' since it is 

more in the realm of 'measure' 

in light of what Blaser quotes 

 

[I think] JHP, that abstraction 

[If it can appear ('determinate') just 

means 'distance' as of 

 

objective [and/or subjective] 

perception. I don't actually 

know what I'm talking about, 

. 

unless that being possessed of 

something like an attachment 

has always some sense of 

 

'detachment' permanently 

attached to it. All things 

are separate, which provides 

 

for actual combination. 

This is also 'abstract,' but 

in which 'distance' plays both  

 

[and all] parts, in a unicity 

in which it has no part. Thought 

is entirely illusion, as inter-relation 

 

that is neither achievable, which, 

on being achieved, is not obviously 

reachievable. The things of this 

 

world come first. The structure of  

language that points to an identical 

structure of the things named by 
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words also comes first. Love 

is a stage above these, as the feeling  

of it grounds in its gravity the few 

 

incomplete fantasies incorrectly  

but correctly for putting things in  

an impossible and perhaps  

 

incomprehensible context in relation 

[as above]. Love is not a context  

or arrangement that calls itself to  

 

be the full order of things not in 

need of rearrangement, although 

it always changes, everything 

 

by making the inestimable 

ambiguity of its constancy as 

in following what it all feels like 

 

as what we follow as if it were 

nothing but the desire we each 

carry for each other, always with us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



24 July 2021     

TRY THIS ON FOR SIZE 

 

 

The sun and moon luminous in their certainty constitute the discovery of solids, not 'territories', 

but the spits of substance, or, 'suppose we can be used by older methods, within if in having 

separated by rivers of significant size, our amazement  

and concern are bodily by way of the unicity of schizophrenia and Nature that Marx intuited 

could be 'capitalised' centuries after Muhammad broke the stalemate between prophet and king in 

good for the beginning of the elimination of national boundaries without replacing them with 

'world rule.' There is no need for measure or to look furtively every few minutes at a clock. 

Marx, after all, valued capitalism for financing his revolution. We see how schizophrenia works, 

forcing the burden of proof in just the way we call nature 'Nature.' To dream the only dream 

variously, such that goes from one hand to another, the 'pragma that is of the context of and is the 

content through which the journey moves at rest in its own motion within. The soft light around 

our necks 'is' our necks by way of my love of yours and yours of mine. It won't be 'capitalised' by 

definitions of any sort, for radiance of as that is the only 'terra firma,' of which our own land is, is 

fluency and the flow of desire. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



25 July 2021     

WE KEEP FINDING OUT NEW WAYS TO BE FOUND BY IT 

 

 

In love I prefer to remain 

in love without ceremony, 

without 'territorial gain' 

 

[the intellect's imaginary 

'Interconnections' or their 

production] - writing poems 

 

is natural as what anyone 

wears, even 'nothing' - as it is 

indigenous to stay always 

. 

with you, not to 'believe' 

a cultural definition of 'theme 

and variation' to 'experiment' 

 

in anything but the variety  

of ways not to be understood 

grammatically, via supernatural 

 

language and angelic horns, 

or how 'the great appearance of 

nature or of language,' it being that  

 

by love we are possessed of both,  

is not possible. I dislike 'the experience  

of experience' thought to be so 

 

telling it must by told in order to 

prop up a culture I haven't learned 

about yet. Dressed in the dew 

 

that can only be the sweat I will  

shortly be dreaming with, I am over-joyed  

to tears to be at home with you. 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



26 July 2021 

WE HAPPEN FOR LOVE BRINGING US TO EVERY PLACE WE ARE 

 

 

Prosper to the hand that passes  

heart to heart the goldenness 

of how the housing of our true 

 

affection is by desire joined, to 

nature that of our being together 

is the pride in sharing the fluency 

 

of quenching our thirst from 

the same cup, and are possessed 

by the good turning of how our 

 

tongues make out each other's 

name, for of this exchange there is 

nothing more magical in libation, 

 

this, nectar of delight in the Muse's 

desire rendered undisguised 

and in our share of it, our minds 

 

kempt straight, mindful both 

kindling the heat required to 

enact the measureless awe of 

 

maidens stirring with the prowess 

of beauty inspiring earth and sky 

to loving acts both inward and out 

 

from the first thought, ripe with 

companion gifts and of working 

the Art whose power is tender, 

 

direct and without trickery where 

our place is appointed, and we feel 

rising our lot of abundance, as if 

 

budding quietly in moonlight 

and the mist that meets the flow 

of golden light as sun descends, 
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this gift of thought in perception 

ours always, as we among the first 

let loose our sweetness as we mix 

 

and are taken one unto the other 

where we feel our mantles swell 

as the heaven's turn from hiding 

 

this our share of the Muse's beauty, 

touched by the full love given by  

Thalia, bringer of eternal flowering. 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



27 July 2021  

FOR REAL 

 

 

My first imagination of 

'goddesses and gods' were 

voices made figures while  

 

still in the womb present 

when born and I opened my eyes 

to the confusing romance 

 

of being able to move, learn to 

walk and all that followed, 

except sleep, that mother 

 

somehow woo'd across 

the railroad tracks that ran 

through how to lull me, 

 

'Oh come magenta sleep 

to the open window of my 

boy's yet to be manifested 

 

dreams, cover them with 

bird's wings and fly away 

home with him and be 

 

with him the company 

with whom his trust belongs 

until dawn.' Everything  

 

of my own participation  

in this magic of which 

my 'self' is the constant 

 

reminder, bearing witness 

to the dream my life is 

learning to be, with you, passive, 

 

active, all the creases unfolding 

always between and through 

densities of feeling, part 
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forever in dream, where I wish 

to hold in me the secret of  

the tides I have long kept in 

 

language and that now more 

I want to not only show you, but 

have you be the lovely  

 

substance of how we do it  

and can get it done whose 

selves, shall always be 

 

reminder and remainder, 

bearing witness to the beauty 

of the beloved nonsensical 

 

culture we live within, the truth 

in motion of desire for each other 

that love will always trace, 

 

and mind dwell best where  

it is impossible, and where, 

for your voicings and what 

 

I feel are the intimate details of 

your song, ours, sacred 

hearts, nude and restless once, 

 

and the ongoing lullaby [without  

presumption to identity] revealing 

us here, forever in its magnificence. 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



28 July 2021 

TRAVELLING IN COMPANY WITH OUR MESSAGE 

 

 

Been though all of dreams 

repeatedly, the naked body  

of sparrows in night, which 

 

I once imagined were the piercing  

points of light, the Eros of 

being opened by wounds of 

 

inescapably necessary luminosity 

thereby installed in order 

to feel on waking that this 

 

is the reality, in Amor inevitably 

binding myself to you, for 

the points of the arrows that 

 

entered me, are leaves, 

as then the flower and fruit 

are born through all 

 

the elements of love, unyielding 

and growing within like 

moonlight piercing the dusk, 

 

separate, this process 'alone' 

until we meet, as all 'before' 

comes naught but for how 

 

now we do appear, together as 

what now is but left to be 

completed 'as a life,' together 

 

in our ways at once together 

and apart, fearless in the charm 

of love, the 'Other' [you gave me 

 

skin to contain it, a place to be 

close to you, with and for you, 

as from love, an overflowing 
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fountain in act], further always 

as language must, drink from 

the body, left on high, from 

 

which I learn how not to 'not 

kiss,' we in the wide green arch  

of fig leaves we each have 

 

grown together, shaping here what 

the Other is, our 'angel formed of', our  

flowering and brimming mouths. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



29 July 2021  

WHEN YOU'RE SMILING 

 

 

Love needn't ask directions 

for it follows the tides, 

not of the sea, but of 

 

the magic substance of which 

we and it are composed,  

along with the necessities 

 

of being amazed at 

the radiance ascending 

from and descending into 

 

what looks to objective 

observers to be nothing but 

skin, for not being aware of, 

 

perceiving the nature of 

the underworld of the selves 

we share as from it we 

 

emerge with a simple 

secret few are aware of, yet 

everybody knows. When  

 

at dusk, together on the road, 

always walk on the left side, 

against traffic, for although 

 

love in its intimacies is 

a private enterprise, it is 

accompanied always by 

 

the desire to show itself 

materially in public, yet always 

dialectically, among others. 
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LABYRINTHINE SIMPLICITY 

 

 

Our riches are only ours, 

that we perceive them, 

as love is ours equally for  

 

feeling it, the whole nature  

of things, the grateful 

hold to love, flowering that moves 

 

full up the stem, to burst, bees 

more pale than the blossoming  

it courts, and who sees 

 

what they love is cut away 

from all that is previous, what in 

sense moves past the curve of  

 

recall as singular, now between  

us double-valued all the way  

to the divine point of being  

 

integrated by desire in speaking 

with the diachronic sound of our  

voices, as air to feed the blood 

 

out in the golden fields 

best when aimlessly beloved, 

we mean what we do, both 

 

like a cloud that gives light 

yet is increasingly full of it. 

There is no causality of condition 

 

although cerebral blood flow 

and utilisation manifest in 

frequency waves as feeling 

 

both in dream and awake, alpha  

or beta make my lips swell at  

the beauty of it all and all around  

 

our circumference, giving us quiet  

as every morning each morning-glory  

flower opens on its vine like a kiss. 



31 July 2021 

AS SIMPLE AS THAT 

 

 

To be born of love is 

to be born 'to' it, as hand- 

to-hand' and 'hand-over- 

 

hand' we build intellect 

that can be enacted, but 

not demonstrated, that is, 

 

built of the landscape of 

which a person is, quantity 

being everywhere, the primal 

 

forming as in electing 

our selves in the way quality 

is disposed, as our own, 

 

star wandering the heavens 

of our own coherence, unfolding 

the folds of our intimacy 

 

as all that to which we are 

naturally inclined, the closeness 

of peace, its principle 

 

in which we have names 

for each other, and thus by 

the fact of words being 

 

the names that can but 

point structurally at natural 

asymmetry in nature gives 

 

us the symmetry of a parallax view  

in perception and interpretation. 

I don't love everyone equally, 

 

but you I love for all time [not 

'equal' to anything, and so free of  

measure, for time as measure 
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has none but its passage, which 

can never leave us]. Esteem is 

insistence that is the part of 

 

love that invokes risk as the true 

warmth of how we love the whole 

thing it is, in addition to holding true 

 

to all this affect makes everything 

possible, the drifting cloud, it's 

Friday, just home from hospital 

 

tests, waiting patiently for  

results. Life is all break, 

and healing it is, to feel it open 

 

to the repose of 'the mysteries' 

backed by what, as 'deviance' is 

the richest tradition of truth we  

 

can know, to be next to, while 

juxtaposed in being together in  

the simple purity of our sentiment. 
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