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T}ne Bodg of the Mind

E_ges are sown

in flesh of hands.

The Pa]ms can breathe
the air of night

Feet can hear
the marbled

clawning
of the mind of life.

The tongue does chase
the tail of self
around in circles

through the fields.

E_ars dO sme”

the colored flowers
blooming

after many years.
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hAard12],1994

| sitin the equinox,
on a water
worn log

59 the clreaming river.

A Fingerprint of wind
presses on the riv-
er's waxen skin

glittcring off the watered eclge.

Slow
and s!ic{ing,

dark and clcar,

] awaken.

Betweeﬂ this crusted snow
and the sun

dried rocks,

what is this sPi”ing forth?

]5 there a force
begond
what life creates

and death clestrogs?

Does this Pu”
within

the light flow
behind the shadow?
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Or is the liquicl sun

smokg water rounded
rock and touch of
wind welded bg whim?
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| ife Cgclc

The ciuick eye sees through what's left behind:
What mummers and flows beneath the SNow,
what glimmers and drifts within the wind,

what quickens and grows inside wet shadow.

T he water is lost in a flow of its own:
Lhce eating life in dark holes below.
On the surface, it wrinkles with the wind,

twisting, sP]interec{ with sunlit diamonds.

Suckling this cool Hap of wind, | stride arms wide:

] offer a flat embrace for what's ﬂowing bg‘

This final twitch, a hollow shudder as | am swallowed ]35 the rest.
Through swarming flesh and Pu!sing dust | c{rag my breath.

| run long within the colored swirl of life:

] hum electric, shiverlike a tuning fork.
Back fused to cold stone,
] melt into a quiet Pocicet of pure sunlight
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T}‘IC First Snow

lce claws the knit cap

Pu”e& snug over ears and hair

that sPring through loops and frizzle
wild as weeds cracking concrete

the mind emPties like a dandelionina yawn of wind.

lce spit sputters in the bitter electricitg of mouths.
As teeth shatter in a tinfoil scream

white

flakes off

whirls into mgriacls of colors

(nder the liquicl blue skin of night
eye sceds bleed silver.

Those that do not shiver

freeze and g]ittcr as theg fall

into cool crystal.

Througl‘: cold moans ] drift
dazzled and numb.

l !ag my head swirling

ona gleaming breast of ice

and dream ] amwarm.
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Highway 93 As KFML Goes OF Of The Air, 1975

no new neon
?oolg cooljcwe]s

this way

but snow blows

and sheﬂcrog

sings lunchonguc&

through the wizard’s gizzard.

she dog.

me dogged cat.

] hearfear air.

click off. no more frantic static.
no more satanic

her hum.
Oﬂ!g ME_ sing SOﬂg through sway wag‘

she’s black cat back now
with i—mig!ﬁ beams steaming.
she’s Yo yo mean screams
with blind eyes Hinclingl
ME SCREAM!

lights Figh’c
briglﬁts on/off
ice higlﬁwag

twinkle twinkle

quiet 51<3
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Time or Giertein Strude
~for (Gertrude Stein

We know how little we know when we know how little time there is.
Timeis there when we don’t know.

T ime is when we don’t know how little time is.
Timeis little when we know when time is.

T ime is when we don’t know when.

How little we know when we don’t know.

[How little time there is when we don’t know.

How time is there we don’t know.

We know a little about what we don’t know.

We know there is a little to know about time.
Magbc time knows what we don’t know.

We know we dor’t know what time knows.

We know we don’t know how little there is to know.
We know we dorn’t know how little there is.

We know we once knew how it is to be little.

We know there is little.

T ime is when we know little.

Time doesn’t know what we know.

T ime doesn’t know we are not time.

Time doesn’t know how little time is when we know.

The Body of the Mind



TEC Door

There is a doorin my mind
that will not open.

]t is liquid.

Tolookatit

is to stare into a mirror.

As l walk through ] become

drenched in silver,

seen by night as onlg a shimmer)
seen by dag as stained glass:
my shadow clizzg with colors

as full of life as warm poné water.

Ye’c ] live alife

as normal as any poet.

No one notices

any difference. Magbe all Poets
go througlﬂ this.

When | die,

the door will sPlat’cer.
A wind as dry as fire,
as cold as space,

will bear me away.

T hose behind the door

(who speak as one)
will offer me ajob.

] will become famous.
| will be able to live

og my Poetrg.
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Circus OF Mirrors

] Paint my face with laughter and tears.
The clown ] amto mgselF
thinks he runs the show,

lives in a circus of mirrors.

| pay for my tickets,
twisted striPs of red
clﬁanging hands as smoothlg

as the too]s o1c a surgeon.

] come and goin fear.
Not sure which side is real,
| loose mgsehc

in mirror after mirror.

| live my reflection
over and over.
| fear the revenge of ]ight

when it discovers the traP.

] watch the back and forth clown

prancing through the land he thinks his own.
His face g]istens and bloats

with the heat of the c{ag.

[1e moves as musica”g as water,
as silent]y as light,
ina hurrﬁ to nowhere.

He does not believe ] am real.
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[He wears the make up of my Pain,
and yet he alwags smiles.

[is words tinkle asjogous]g

as breakingglass.

His face floats over the evening.
]’c follows me as ] trg to leave

like a ]onc]y Mglar balloon
attached ]35 an invisible string.

Hc aches in my &reams, steals warmth from my slceP.
M9 coveris as thin as a sheet
of aluminum foil. | awake slﬁivering and alone.

]t is quiet.

The circus is a mere memory.
T he mirrors in my house
are as still as they were

Wlﬁ@ﬂ no one was l’lOmC.

T here are bits of torn
paper in my Pockets
which could have been a poem.

] try to Piece them together.

They are slivers of silvered glass,
shards of caPtured light,
now each a vicious side show,

ajaggecl living tear.

My hands bleed

a” over them.
[tis the story
of my ife.
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Owls In The Lig}ﬁt

Look for what you cannot see.

Listen to what you cannot hear.

A Chinese sage ona black rock
still in the luminescent sea,
Wisps of his white beard
stretched out on the wind,

like a withered Finger Pointing to nothing.

FFour times now owl has come into my life:

T he first time was in the fall. [e sat

in a cottonwood on the 3e”ow eclge of a Prairie lake.
| nestled in damp leaves wa’ccl'xing the sunset.

Ourgazes lOC‘(CCl as H’IC darkness ClCCPCﬂCCl.

Through the winter shadows of Pine Forest,

owl came again. T ufts raised, eyes narrowed, he
swooPecl through a tunnel of limbs,

su&dcnlg swallowed up

53 the quivering branches above.

The next time was in a dream.

[t was sPring. We were returning

on a buckboard to our cabin.

The evening air was sweet with the sweat of horses.

Fatches of iridescent green were eating through the mud.
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A sma”, ghos’cﬂcaced owl
slammed headfirst into my chest.
With a thud | was flat on my back.
] awoke wide~eyed,

Pirmed to the white of my sheets.

T his midsummer morning
an owl

on a twisted stump

was silhouetted against

a &awmcracked lal(c

framed against the rutilant mountains.
As the water oPened to the light

like a shining flower bud, he rose
adark sun

over a land streaked with blood.

T:rom the owl l have learned:

This raggecl rock is my bodﬂ, and the Pu]sing sea, my breath.

| am the old man still. | have learned
nothing. ] on]y remember again

what ] have alwafjs known.

Look for what you cannot see.

Listen to what you cannot hear.
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| etterto J.F. White

| know you will ask
what makes the night sweat,
butitis hard to say.

| dor’t think it is
the blood of me sPi”ing my guts,

bu’c rather the wanton tears

ofa Pcrvasive desire for human connection.
T oo often poetry is more like
masturbating than making love.

Yet the words come in concentric circles,
Popping open like mushrooms
somehow tanglecl togc’cl'lcr below ground.

] do not know how to Plainl\tj touch the other human,
yetas ]grow, l open again and again,

nurtured }33 the sweat of night.
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T}ne King of the United States

“] am the King of the Unitec{ States,

and we can fix this mess,”

Dacl Proclaimed from his nursing home throne.
“|tis goo& to wa”<,” | rcPlied.

We carcﬂcung negotiatecl
the splintering rafters that had fallen over
where the dark water had sceped in.

Fieces of his life bobbed id]y in the brackish Pools.

[Fear and anger swelled up inside him.
The black springs were riddled with reflections,
riPPling with the unseen ec{ges

of the lives all around us.

We Pickecl our way across the broken web of timbers
and through the clribbling brine to the outside.

[He enjoged the grapes and chocolate | had brouglﬁt
and offered to make me the Minister of T rade.
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The | ast ] ime He OPencd His I yes

T hese eyes, the color of Fog,
blind as nigl’xt,
reacl'ling out of the driftwood of his boc}}j

in Place of the arms he could not move,

theg heldme ina way no arms could.
e, who has given so much,

gave me now this final ghct,

this last time ’cogctl-xer.

This lover of sunsets and old trees,

his face now a shadow cast down bg disease,
lag rougl'\ and limp as Parchment,

an old map washed ashore 59 time.

]n every dark wrinUe,
t}wrough cach drawn crease,
and over the strangelﬂ smooth hollows of his cheeks,

flowed the gentlc kindness that marked his life.

As this, his last sunset
broke in exquisite saclness,
there were no colored clouds

to share the waking dusk.

AH his strength went into his breathing,
all his will to open these eyes

the color of Fog

}'Acavg with the last ]igh’c.
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Part |\V: Fetishes of the Night
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Worcls I:or The Koses l chcr Scnt

] live to feel

your silk bud open

not to Pick or press

but to see your sun-touched Peta]s g]is’cen

to smell you in my skin.

When the wild tears break from the hive

and swarm warm as blood from your eyes,
like a moth who fans the night alone

| long to fill the hollow white fire

that throbs against your thorng bone.
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Song O? The Gentle Rapist

tears of milk and blood

| cry for you

glisten like the talk of

red maple leaf and moon
catch upon your hair

hover like the eyes of coyote

in the dark of ourlove

] cry from my bones for the touch of ourlove
cry for the kiss oFgour tears in my hair

| ache for alwags more oFyou

on a strange hot wind | rise

tumbling through the si”cg folds of night
Finishing my raw animal dance

with a dr9 how]ing moan

eyes of milk and blood
burn and feed

upon our love

turn and open in the ashen lig]’xt
] want you to the Point

of lﬁurting you

tears 01C breas‘c ancl }DOHC
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[etish Of Blackncss

living

in absolute vacuum

we

Poets of the space age
drench ourselves

with dark gasolinc
invent the

scarlet raging

stars

co“aPsing

under the gravity of liglﬂt
we

are Peclcd 133 flames
only charred bones

still stand

as the last

shattered embers

fall

WIS}“I UPOH tl‘;e 851’1 mg lOVC

bathe your breasts in the soot

hollow molten
g!ass cats

through brittle
black still glow
four feet

over their shadows
walk

further into

nigl‘lt
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against my will

i lie down and my heart rises

like the moon from the edge of a field

corn stubbles co”apsc into shadows

my bocly ghostecl in cool light
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Mg \/\/1”
]’” make a broken music, or ]'” die. ~~Tlﬂeoéore Roethkc

The musicis alreadg broken.

] stand tanglecl in flames and ]:)riers,
my bodg acl—\ing

against the warPed metallic skg.

T he wind comes

]ikejagged Pieces oFglass

and fills my ears.

| fear the music of the wind.

] fearthe black edges of its lightening.
] know the crgs’cal thunder that follows.
] know it comes as noise!ess]g

as fistful of daggcrs

ﬂashing to its mark.

| hearit shatter against my heart.

A” around me blink the grcen/wl'lite cyes of aspens.
Blink the fire/ice eyes that see in all directions.

And | too try a dance with the motionless sun:

] cry the song that tears into my throat

and s]aP hot rocks with feet.

]t is no use. ] am crushed like a Hg against the g!ass
that keeps me from the world. T here is no room to die.
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] stand against the wind

suffocated by the air ruslﬁing in.

Like a small child ] close my eyes to disaPPear.

| am blind. | am Eiding. | am the fire that lives in the ashes.
Therc is no ]ight here,

only this groaning heat.

This is not death. Whg am l still Pretenc{ing’?

| prop my eyes open

with white slivers of hawk bone,

lie on my back in the brittle dus‘c,

and stare into the sun,

and stare at the skg above me as it boils og,
and stare until | know all that surrounds me,

and stare until it all disaPPearS.

As the cracked marbles of my eyes go out,

| gnaw at the acrid white flesh of the sun

and suck the open salt from its blood until there is no music,
until the whirlwind of color and life

falls through the black hole of my mind.

T here is reason to die.

] give my song to the si]ence, my soul to the wind.
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After | ife

Alone,
(deafened }35 the din of inner silence)

] shiver beneath the black bell of night.

From the edge of sight flows the turning light.
]t is as if all the stars

in the reverbcrating skg

are drawn into a single b]azing sPhere‘

As am ] drawn in.

Shaken from their silkg mantle,
swollen drops of dream
glimmcr and sPin

into a glassg moon.

((A” my moments of knowing

seem to converge.))

Soon again the magnetic humming,
the redundant buzz O)Cgreer\
umCoHing in sPring,

again the muted screams of birth
clanging through a metallic tunﬂel,
and always the Pchetual echo

of thunder rumbling up the granite canyon
toward the ever resonating

(((gong))) of my heart.

Wfsps of mist swirl darkly,

acrack of light above,

the glare of death

opens my skull
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Mg life has turned to this,

An empty hand reaching,

A Pilc of bones laid like blanched kind]ingj
The hollow ringing of flint on flint.
Thereisno sPark now,

instead the ]:)uming of icein ]ight.

A cold steam rises into the still, dank air.
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the land beneath the dream

awakening to this sweating night

as suddcn]g as a crack of Iightcning
crashes through the balmﬂ blackness
| strike the hidden hallowed grouncl

at the dark eclge of the wood

afield of ﬂickering fireflies

opens before me

draws me from this heat of bocly

out ’cl'lrough shivering flashes

into the molten cold of streaming Iight

my eye is full

my heart as whole as the rising moon
this peace unreal

as the Fog of my breath

its air no longer mine
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Simple Si]cnce

] have walked a thousand poems to get here.
Fast the dark fields Pulsing with the long liglntj
where the late Yeats whisPers

through a dging Roethke,

] fell into this land of !iving silence.

] have walked a thousand poems to get here,
and now Uust want to scream,

but the further ] open my mouthJ

the more nothing comes out,

the louder the hollow Pounding of my heart.

] have walked a thousand poems to get here,
but the thin print rests

quietlg on the page,

and hums like a higl‘n power line

on a windless c{ay.

] have walked a thousand poems to get here.
[Here the words sing like serene sirens,

their eyes swir]ing Pools

of simple silence

ta‘(ing it allin.

] have walked a thousand poems to get here.
[Here, when Fa”ing in adream, we fall forever.
(When the waking noise hits,

a certain weigl‘vtlessness endures.)

The unspoken ties us together in unheard of ways.

] have walked a thousand poems to get here.
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twentg of my most Purposef.ul poems comPosed over a
Pcriod of tl‘zir’cg years. T he intent of this selection is to
exPancl the boundaries of human connection through the

use of 1anguage art and image. May this ogering serve as

libation Foryour own inward journcy.




