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Memory Maze 1991 — 1997

High school and early College.

Memory Maze was initially called “Thoughts are Liquid in the
Memory Maze”. The title comes from the three-diminsional
mazes that hung on my walls during high school. Much in
this section exposes me at my most naive, just beginning to
experiment with words. Since I did not grow up reading, this
was the beginning of words for me. I did not keep track of
when these were written.
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Thoughts are Liquid in the Memory Maze 1991 — 1997

My Only Fan

In my desk I see the color of time.
Three small circles all in a line.

I understand not your symbols and signs.
All I care is for her to be mine.

Do you see the light high in the sky?
And the small stone on the other side?
The tools we use all are not fine.
And the flowers we smell all are but dying.

I live my life entangled in sound.
It is better alone, I have found.
Watching people at life opening the ground.
Jumping inside to join the crowd.

Truth’s all-existent, it’s not easy to see,
Perception is not reality.

I am more than others see me to be.
They will never see the real side of me.

I will hide from their eyes as long as I can.
Playing my Paul in my imagery band.

And the sound will come and take my hand,
And die, I shall, my only fan.
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Our Flight

That little angel I know
unveils her wings and
Lets the winds take her
off into the vastness.

I watch her there, high,
higher in life, but she soon
Loses the winds and screams
toward home where she wakes.

Unknown is her flight to her,
10 for she is only she, in my eyes,
And in my arms, but in the soul —
we are one.

I watch her take the winds in
her arms and let go the
World she so fondly loves,
and a man with her, 1.

We soar into the blue, lighter
than our own spirits, and
watch what is around us
20 take part in our joy.

The new environment nips my
cheeks, and at my nose as
We soar higher than the peregrine,
and just under our hearts.

We stay for a while, here,
far from eyes of others and

Rules and strings. Only
sight — sound — touch.

Here is where we play and
30 are more comfortable than
Anywhere. Here from a
world of darkness and cold.
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In our cosmos are the colors of
imagination. Powerful golds and
Yellows, pinks blues violets peaches and
others express the feel.

And the light swirls and rumbles and
soars with our touch, and
Our warmth. My body trembles
slightly as I feel her love’s bliss.

I cannot see home from here, but
perhaps I am there; in the
Clouds, in her arms, in her heart.
my hat shall hang here.

Time comes back, and the hour is
late. We glide down the light
Currents of the sky into their world, and
light blinds my eyes here in the darkness.

I kiss her lip and step out the
void waving my arm, as she turns
In toward her world. I sit in my
seat and turn the key, and into mine
I return.

One Funny Dream

I lie awake
in my room of mazes
The sky is dark
on this side of the globe

The day’s been long
my strings are tired
My legs sore
my mind racing
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Racing through mazes
caught under a spell
Images shifting
constantly changing

I create conversation
with a girl I’ve met
The time has expired
it’s too late I lament

The shadow’s too dark
it takes me away
A rolling thunder ball
away from this day

I cannot see home
it’s all too far
This world is a blur
to my crazy blue eyes

Black to gray
gray to blue
I can see only sky
and some clouds here

I feel a chill
my feet are cold
But it will not wait
for me today

And with my arms spread
and my legs
I dive and loop
and float in my dream

I am alone
but I see them there
They are far
and grounded I regret
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They don’t look up
I don’t look down
But stay a while
in my curious new space

The light has expired
and the shadow comes near
I’m not so frightened
this time

Its gentle black
engulfs me again
And returns me
to where I belong

I see things clearer
on this new day
The picture is crisper
the colors brighter

I have never seen
such beauty
Not even
in my new world

I remember the girl
and the conversation
I want
and need

I’ll see her
on Tuesday
Three days away
three ages away

The girl wearing red
with the clip in her hair
So elegantly she plays
fingers of ivory
eyes of opal

Memory Maze 1991 — 1997

7
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This is the beauty
I felt in the sky
With cotton clouds
and baby eyes

Next time we’ll fly
her and 1
80 Perhaps the lovely shadow
will find her too

And with a shiver
I turn on my side
And grip my pillow
my feet still cold.

Lights on, Lights off

Each night I am able
to stare off
Into the suburban city of mine,
and watch the sky dim,
And the lights
glow.

Tail lights, head lights —
they’re all the same
From my room upstairs.
10 none of them know me,
As I know none of them —
just lights . .. busy lights.

As much of the world I think
I have seen in my given life,
I have seen nothing
assessing the limit of 1/n to infinity.
I am as anyone else is —
ignorant of detailed surroundings in our fractal world.
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We spend so much time
trying to see the big picture
and how we each fit in
That we neglect the pin
hiding in that proverbial
haystack.

I like to see the world
as some lighter shade of gray
where not all is
sordid, and people intend virtue
as well as I'd like them to.

Perhaps that is a
premature notion
Similar to “all are created equal”
and “justice for all.”

Our “supreme” society has
provided the laws and ideals
Of equality but sells out
to greedy economics.

The all-mighty dollar
is mightier than some see it.
It is the desire that creates greed.
And with greed appears
The betterment of few from the
belittlement of many.

It is an unfortunate and evil force,
yet, governments have us convinced
Of justified greed
corrupting minds and morals of all
born under the machine.

There is nothing that can be done,
even collectively.
The evil is greater than all of us.
it blinds us then manipulates us
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To the pleasure of itself and
When we break,
There are plenty of replacements.

It is the supreme weapon.
We have already been beaten.
There is no war, only casualties,
and with all that has gone on ...
The slaughter continues ...
...and lights continue by ... forever.

The Apple Tree

I’m a piece of the apple tree.

There are so many places I could be.
I could be the water that came from the storms,
Which sustains the tree and keeps it whole.

I could be the forking veins

That absorb the moisture from the storm.
I could be the sturdy trunk with rigid bark
To secure the tree from harm.

Or the many branches right and left
That hold the fruit so sweet.

But I am none of these.

Nor am I a fruit that hangs itself low

To fall early and rot or be picked or smashed.
And I am not an apple at top

Who would ripen and ripen only to spoil.

I have endured each of these stages to
Now have a choice on my where-a-bouts.
And now I make my choice.

I am the fruit neither big nor small.
I am the one who does not fall.
And as I ripen I begin to shine and

Beautiful fractally symmetric leaves spill around me.
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When I am ready, I will know

For a lone child will pick me.

With jumping and reaching and grabbing and challenge,
I am chosen.

And after I've nourished and been eaten away,
I find myself under nurturing soil.

The water comes and I grow again, but

This time much more handsome — whole.

Love is where the water flows and
With that water transpires growth.
I have grown so many times and
Nourished so many more.

It Is Wild

It Is Wild
man’s total abandonment
of art and talents of mind.
There are some seniors who
understand.
There are youth who butcher it with
misunderstanding.
This great gentleman before me
does not belong in this
money-trap marketplace,
but in concert
or entertaining those royal.
He is romantic, witty —
majestic modesty.
He knows complexity.
He understands elegance.
Listening, my thoughts naive.
Absorbing his music,
seeing faces, seeing innocence.
I am ernest —

11
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straight forward —
poignant —
assensitive —
self-enclosed —
dreamy —
floating —
spiritual —
impractical —
hoping for the best.

Kneeling

I knelt by the couch
in which she lay.
My hand held her arm
and her hand, mine.
She was so full of sadness
her body shook, and I resonated,
not needing to understand,
to understand a need.
She said, through gasps
10 of breaths like hiccups,
when I find that special girl
show how I feel and
be able to talk about
anything, anything at all.
I know what she says.
I shift to bring circulation
back to my legs.
I want to say something
but I know nothing
20 I’m an emotional failure
I’m a social failure
I want to give her
a pint of peppermint-stick
ice-cream with rainbow smiles.
This is a problem not solvable
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by such magic.
She is more calm —
exhausted from emotional motion
I drag upstairs to leave
her with the Christmas tree
to sleep.

Two weeks before she leaves.

Entropy

Thermodynamics law number two
doesn’t allow anything you choose
I live as I do, working each day
disordering more than I put away

Contributing entropy as I do
I should assemble my own entroprise
And being an entropreneur I will
consume fuels and untie shoes

I will shatter glass and disturb fields of
electro-magnetic and gravity
I will break symmetries of C, P and T
and flow in time — imaginary.

Tired Pendulum

The dials on the wall rotate in elegance,
as artificial lamps overcome our star’s brilliance.
And while darkness surrounds the outer wall,
isolation within is a soothing calm.

Alone with thoughts of scattered days,
swirling violently in a tempestuous haze.

Soon the lamps lie black and the world is gone,
but the pillow will stay until the dawn.

13
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Blankets lie cold on a lonely body,

which thinks in geometry and threnody.
And so often that body finds fantasy,

and shifts around in ecstasy.

There, the sun climbs once again,
to ascend and fall among the heavens.
Guiding life through time and space and dreams,
and all other things which seem not to be.

Leaving Summer Behind

A mist hangs over a sea of yellow-red,
leaving the summer behind.

Leaving and leaving,

and the wind is unkind.

They flutter from tree top
to house top.

To the book shop

to the bus stop.

They gather in our yards,
swirl around our cars.
Dance and play away,
until they see the stars.

Then they slow, some hide away,
they are tired from the day.

And as darkness settles in,

some find themselves a speedway.

They race by your windows,

rattle your screen door.

And when you think they’ve tired out,
they sputter 'round some more.
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These are what bring people north.

New Hampshire’s the big winner today.
Families, couples, and stray photographers enjoy,
till the sky’s a dapple-gray.

Withdrawn Wintergreen

Wandering through a crunching white,
travel is slow this starry night.

Breath crystallizes as I make
footprints through the path I take.

I’ve been this way few times before,
the lush nature is what allures.
But not this time, in the snow,
and in the dark, in the glow —

Of the moon, so far and bright.
It gives a superstitious fright,
To those who hold irrational fear,
at scarred life their minds will leer.

Snow has its way to make

generalizations of a landscape.
Navigation is a trick tonight,

landmarks and paths are hidden by white.

Hours it’s been since the somber night,
the horizon is never within my sight.

I ramble this land alone, coyly —
wandering inside this grand lace doily,

Of a land after crystals have drifted through time,
benign to the air, crisp as lime.

Yet, I’'m still alone, in the after-glow,
and behind me I carry a single shadow.

15
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It weighs heavy as I trudge though time —

a chain on the ankles, as if from some crime.
But I have never, not that I know,

caused a trail of such sorrow,

As I have in the wood this lonely day,

so this is where | have chosen to stay.
Sheltered by cold and wind and night,

life gives me no reason why now I should fight,

An isolation so deep the top is unseen,
except by the rock and the wintergreen.
Weary are my eyes, so I sleep,
giving myself to the night to keep.

Cynical Pen

“Oh, I don’t know”
the paper says.
Isn’t it strange
reading my thoughts?

And to know that
you are somehow trapped
And will read whatever
I spill on the page.

I can write of war,
of life, of love.
It hardly matters
to you.

You are just reading,
reading my thoughts.
And it should be sobering,
I’m not thinking of you.
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You don’t mean anything
to what I write now.
You are somewhere, I don’t care —
I scribble words just the same.

I don’t even know that
what I think is real.
But it seems to be
or could be.

But it hardly matters,
why should it?
Thoughts, words,
images, emotions, feelings.

Those things don’t mean
anything to you.
You can’t relate to my
mind. You can’t!

I can’t relate you yours.
you have been everywhere
I have not. But I
have done the same.

A little different perhaps —
unique is a nice word.
I’m alone on a journey

which knows no end.

Oh, but how ironic.
here is the end.
The end of my thoughts,
the end of the page.

“I don’t know”
the paper said.
Because the writer
laid down his pen.

17
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The Audience Was Kind

The Audience Was Kind.
They speak quietly
things I cannot hear.

I’m too busy voicing my song.

The irony of performing is that
I am not what makes it happen,
it is the people.
They watch, fiddle with their fingers,
and smile to the person next to them.
10 I am here for them, but more,
they are here for me.

And somewhere mid my song,
everything becomes liquid
and flows
without
thought
or
st
ra

20 1

It just is, and I am happy.
They applaud.
Everything is smooth
Everyone together
As one voice.
Thank You.
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Mother’s Day

Life is liquid
and therefore the bond
between mother and daughter
and mother and son

From the gentle womb
of liquid life
through years of struggle
of learning right

To years of revolt
and teenage fight
child remains coupled
with inner sight

To mother with
or mother without
to mother with calm
or mother with shout

The bond remains —
often strong
as when was heard
a cradle-song

Soothing voice and
soothing hand
comfort child and
understand

Mother as teacher
child apprentice
against hate and greed
and prejudice

Mother as exponent
holder of home
by feeding water
and reading tome

Memory Maze 1991 — 1997

19
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Mother as protector
Mick asks shelter
strong will carries
and soft skin offers

Mother as heart
sustains for whole
swirling silently
40 life’s barber-pole

Mother as love
strongest of all
flows life over kin
as Hawaiian waterfall

And so this day
in honor of you
within you have means
few others do

Life is liquid
50 mother’s the love
and so much more
than what’s alluded above.



Stupid Poetry 1996 — 1997

College: London and briefly thereafter.

I knew that not all poetry was good, or even marginal, but
here I don’t take it seriously at all.
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Stupid Poetry

Jelly Swan

Parchment on which jelly swans are left upon
halloo, hello.

For with wooden stick, hot chia swirls

happy in its lead sack of quill pens

without foot in cheek

tongue in fireflies dost make poor Lilly cry.
Oh Lilly — why, Lilly,

did you leave for a hair cut so low

and without frisky moonbeams to

play your lovely flatulence upon.

Oh, if only I might have a soft wing —

with bones bright — that I might munch upon —
oh, jelly swan.

06/27/96

Window White

Shining window without white lines —

do you become cold in the night

without blanket nor humor in the silvery wall?

It seems the lurking screen finds its way upon you,

but only when clumsiness finds wind without you.

If gravity hath but one love, it should be that of bringing you down —
down so that you open no longer, but on top, on fevery days.

07/21/96
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Distance

Distant as a midnight calm, I sit upon my ass.

Some seem far with peacock wings and wine without cork.
Yet, what is so near that distance does not scoff its warble?
Yet, what so close that it is not removed?

And in this light, though I may hold your hand,

I could never touch your fingertips.

Though I wish it not — not until you wash.

07/29/96

Gravity Girl

Gravity spirals without use for water.
Where is she, who falls so swift?

The tender sand beneath her feels the
absence of sun for a moment and wonders,
“will I see our glorious light again?”

And she in flight sees the sand.

A terrible bond of girl and sand

from gravity without water made.

Thud!

07/31/96

Ballerina Girl

Forever in position three

indeed, of course, this is not me.

But the ballerina girl so trim

though cold enough to lack a grin.
Tip-toe-teetering on a life not metering

the acupunctured rhythms flip-flop-fleeting.
So with little more than a far away sigh
(for such display would for her be a lie)
Falling from a high above place
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holding skirt down, such a disgrace.

Finding the hollow tunnels shallow below
she remembers her character and now knows
That depth in life, though she lacked,

would make quite a long fall. Splat!

03/12/97

25
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College: London

For Kristen M. Karlicek, college sweetheart (December First).






As I Lay Alone in London

Even as I lay alone tonight
you resonate within me.
I take hold of you and
as I pull your figure toward me
your back does not resist my pull
and, as two liquids, we fold
together swirling in tendrils of
the most serious love for the other.

Often I lay behind you, facing you,
10 you facing away. My legs and
waist folded up parallel to you.
Your heels touch my front ankle,
your calves, my shins; your pelvis, mine.
I hold you with my arm hung loosely
over your stomach like a cotton scarf
and fall into the rhythm of your breathing.

I breath into your hair and smell the
deep, full fragrance of a perfume many
hours old and I remember when you
20 fingered it on, as we stood nude
in your room and were just waking
from a long night to a busy
day. You held the elegant bottle by
two fingers and smoothed it on with

Your index of the other hand. So
gentle and deliberate you moved
touching your finger to your neck and
gliding it toward your breast.
Three times on this side, three on
30 the other. Then some on the
wrists and you rubbed them together
and looked at me with a small smile.

I remember tossing my things to the
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floor and taking you from the chair
where you were writing poetry and
dancing about the room in a frenzy
of laughing and kissing and touching
and undressing. [ remember the moon
not low enough for me to see from the bed
40 but not high enough to escape illuminating your face.

And I remember laughing loudly and completely
when we reached orgasm, and you
looked up wide-eyed with gaping mouth
and when I kissed your forehead you exhaled
and breathed deeply in complete satisfaction.
We lie there sweaty and tired and
listened to public radio playing Bach and Mozart,
knowing love.

We turn on our sides, crumpled

50 in this beautiful pose. Two lovers,

understanding love and recognizing unity.
Intensity of art and song, poetry and
logic, food and emotion bind us together
tonight in a world of one room, one bed,

one warmth and one love as |

lay alone in London.

19950924, 3am
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Finishing college.
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The Journey

We live at once, two lives simultaneous.
At one turn going round two circles,
one in life
one in death.
There are times the paths are distinguishably separate
yet most, to each foot a circle,
and so we tread.

19970105

Song for Orion

Orion, my warrior Friend,
I spread my arms to greet you.
You are the first I look for
the first I find when
I'look to the night for companions.
Tonight you have brought your friends with you.
And with them behind you, you nearly fade
from sight before them.
I see before you the bright band which is
my galaxy.
There are days when I look up,
my star a bloody distraction.
I search for you, but many times without finding.
So today I found the highest hill so that
I might be closer to my friend,
so that I might be closer to the one
who keeps me in life so many nights.
There is nothing I should tell you, for
you are older than my star and
wiser than God.
I just wish that I may distract you
for a moment from your deep stellar contemplation
so that I may peer into the abysses which are
your eyes as you are spying me on this hill.
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I wish never to be knighted by a King
or Queen or given an honor so blind and
useless in my life.

Yet, on death I wish that you might
awaken your sleeping sword from its
shiny scabbard resting at your side
and take my head so that I may
finally be at peace.

Orion, my warrior friend,

I open my arms to you
and bow in my love for you
and in your honor.

19970107 climbed Mt. Monadnock to sing and bow to Orion

Sonnet

If ever, from within, you can find a love

Which, by spring’s sun shining brightly above,
Yearns for the burning heart of another,

To be quenched either there or by rose water,

You needn’t travel searching at longish length
Over mountain, stream — through labyrinth,
For about you is one, a heart of great fire,
And it be your manner and beauty he doth admire.

So if in your breast a love does stir,
An excited longing — again alive amour,
As lark with voice not wasting time
Not waiting till summer when so lovely’s springtime

From my heart to yours, [ embody great zeal,
Each body, mind and love from you, hence, do I appeal.

(for Rendi Bolton)
19970208
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Glow

Here I breathe
the tripping waterfalls
of candle light
glowing gold against
calm walls and
softly falling upon
mine eyes.
Here in silence
so sharp my ears
make dizzying screaming
sounds so I know
blood still in me flows
as oil to a wick
of a lantern burning.
Here I am living,
though not ideal,
but I know I live.
In life now are feelings
and so welcomed are
they my restraint is poor
and passions great.
The candle constant
pushing from gravity
sucking dark so much as
making light.
But, gently, gently
and ever so silently
glowing in simple life.
Its perfection in glowing,
purity among light
and warmth, matched
in quality only by the
wavering string,
steady, constant, whole,
bringing sound.
How, candle, I envy you

35
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for you live and die
many times, each time
in life brilliantly bright
40 in death cold calm.
Though apparently simple
I know my complexity matches yours.
I know you fever at a touch
I know you burn without envy
I know you shine without difference
I know your purity of passion
I know you because
I know myself and
I understand.
so  The difference here though
is that you die tonight,
your time comes, no warning
though I am ready
my time waits
and I am happy,
I want to glow
I want to live.

19970215

To Play

To play
to sing
to see
to feel
To stare into another’s eyes
watching how she watches me
as I sing and strum
I sometimes barely believe that
I am here before these people
10 and that I should be giving sound
in song, giving feeling by sound.
I feel good when in song
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where song flows, life follows
It is a river through fields of
time, spring with life within
and about its shores.
Without so much as a melody in one day
the day should be empty.
Here is why I carry in me music
hence life flows about me
keeping most things complete.
So tonight, as I sang, as I peeked
into faces I did not know but that
wished to know me, at least for that moment,
I brought life and completeness.
I became part of the whole.

19970220

Again by the bedside of a woman weeping

Again by the bedside
of a woman weeping
for her love lost
for a man deformed.
Again knowing not
my place in here
for action for her
my desire to heal
To still the rushed breath
the choking tearing
the thick thunder
from clouds heavy in head
If T knew my place
my hand could be
sure to her shoulder
bleeding pain into soft space
So the decision comes
that I am weak and
have others define
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my place is untruth.
Or, that I define myself
to live the passions
I know alone
I must now live these.
I learn here to be
strong in the moment
and now to define it
and live as I am.

19970228

Black Clock

The clock black, losing memory

of sounds echoed in it moments before.

For it knows not the color of time,

itself being the embodiment of all.

It counts without knowing what.

It sings at tempo and knows not why.

In its humility it loses sight of itself

knowing neither the value nor destruction

of its service to a populous blind.

Man always planning and missing the moment.
This clock, knowing only the moment,

knows more of itself then the man who,

in his lack of planning, glances brutishly upwards,
his pace quick to meet a moment,

only truly to miss.

19970312
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Stepping

I stand
comfort in my safety
and lack of risk
Standing
I’m the one whom pushed
does not push back
I lean
uncertain and anxious
now in the danger
Leaning
I must now make
the decision
I fall
I give myself to danger
letting it have me
Falling
gravity now my master
to betray
I step
catching myself
securing security
Stepping
I recover from danger
fighting fate
It changes now
no longer stepping
now a series of
fallings and
catchings
Each time risking
Each time abandonment
Each time a critical moment
when the choice is realized
or denied
Each time fighting the master
arguing the argument
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that can not be won
Knowing that to fall is
to lose
40 to lose is submission
abandonment complete
to stand no more
I’m afraid
I’m afraid of stepping
But to stand is worse than
to fall
To stand is horrible
So in fear
sometimes blinded by it
50 I lean
I fall
I risk
I step
I transfer
I stand
I lean
And so I can live

19970320

Giggle

The binding of the stomach
at the critical
nearly going over
though I bite my cheek
I sputter, giggling
just giggling because I'm tired
because I’'m with people and I’'m happy
because of subtleties logic makes illogical
I want to giggle more,
10 to laugh loudly and ridiculously
to ache and finally, after much straining,
to work my facial muscles
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back to a relaxed position
The joy of pleasant company
the delicate comfort of
fatigue in gentle circumstance
reveals the puer and

I giggle.
19970329

Still wishing for stillness

Early Spring
Late Autumn
If I lacked a sense of history
I would not know how to describe today.
Beneath the trees
Dry, crunching leaves,
Brown without life, lay silent
Until crisp wind carries them across rocks and into bare
branches.
I think of my kite today
Resting in the dark of my closet.
It should be at the end of its string
With, on the opposite end, my happy hand.
Bundled in a coat
I feel I should have out from by now
But the sun seems reluctant to radiate
I know this day and who it’s for.
I see children in coats
Packed as snowmen
Running in circles, giggles,
rolling, spinning, tagging, laughing, silly time.
I remember my childhood
Alone in the woods
Smashing dead branches from the pine trees
Climbing, jumping, daydreaming, counting.
Always my eights
Around this tree eight times
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Then back ’round to untangle
Order those things invisible all but to a young boy.
Still alone am I
Still counting the world
Still persisting an order
Still wishing for stillness.

19970410

Weaving Watersongs

A waggish woman wooed
with wild whispers wiling
wanting and winning.
A willful wallowing warble
whither winter wind or
winding windbaggery winnow.
A warrior’s watchfire by water’s side
the warrior withdrawn into welkin
in a whimsical whirlwind whirligiging wistfully.
Witful and wily the warrior warmly
asks here heart-whole
whither the woman would weave with the warrior.

— will thee?
(for Rachael Rivard)
19970416

Baccalaureate Speech

I had a speech planned for this day. For weeks I had it. In it, I was
the hard academic being critical but hopeful for our generation. That
was the speech I was ready to give, but reluctant to do so. I went to my
friend Nancy Monette with this problem and she said that I should come
here [the Cathedral], spend time and I would know then what to say.

I went to the cathedral there on the hill as I have done about once a
year to spend some time with the green of the trees, the brown of the
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earth, and the sky of varying temperament.

I know I was very lucky to sit here by myself with the robins and chick-
etties. I am very lucky to live in a place where life comes easily, the
states. I say this now after putting myself though school. And I could
do this because I know life is easy if lived simply. Simplicity allows
for great richness. The reason I’m so critical of pop culture and the me-
dia is that it is all too obvious. It is the face, the surface, the image in
which everything lies. When I retreat to the woods, to the hills, things
are simple again.

Two years ago I would have said things aren’t simple. I would have
been ecstatic to talk with anyone of the complexity of weather, of popu-
lation fluctuations and the logistic equation, of the chaotic dynamics of
a stream of water. Now I’'m more apt to muse on the seemingly chaotic
dynamics of a person’s stream of conscious, and let the water return to
a state of simplicity, a state of truth, a state of beauty.

The Indigo Girls sing, “some long ago when we were taught, before
whatever kind of puzzle you’ve got, you just stick the right formula in,
a solution for every fool.” This is why the hardest to learn is the least
complicated. Though formulas for both relativity and quantum theory
have been realized, I have doubts that a theory of everything will ever
come about. Life is not formulaic.

John Keats wrote in his Ode on a Grecian Urn, “Beauty is truth, truth
beauty, that is all ye know on earth, and all ye need to know.” I believe
this. Those things which hold truth, have for me the most beauty and
these things also often have a remarkable simplicity to them. Einstein’s
e = mc?, Euler’s identity e” + 1 = 0, the Mozart piano sonata, the Bach
fugue, the Shakespearian sonnet, the tree, the stream, these old houses
around us, all these have truths, many of them simple truths (like that of
a stream), but that makes them beautiful.

For those who are skeptical of this, that beauty and truth do not co-
incide. consider the contrapositive. That is, ‘if it is not beautiful, then
it hasn’t truth.” This is illustrated by the morning hangover, clonings,
pornography, missile tests, mass suicides, any violence-any violence.
These will never be fit here in the hills with the trees.

As I walked the paths surrounding this cathedral I thought about the
stream of water. A stream of water has one purpose; to exist in accor-
dance with gravity and descend to bring life so that nature might ascend.
As we are part of nature, we must all ascend (since if we didn’t ascend



50

60

70

44 Erik Barry Erhardt, Selected Poems

we would go against water and ultimately gravity.)

But to what purpose do we ascend? I think it is to live a good life.
To live a good life as a tree might live a good life. It lives soundly and
beautifully and lets animals and other trees live well because it lives
well. Of kindness, beauty and truth, nature provides the greatest model.

Many of us here have been traveling paths guided by the qualities of
kindness, beauty and truth. Those of us will recognize the fruits reaped
by such a journey as whole in their goodness. We each have our own
ways of expressing this type of journey in life. I describe mine here as a
composer, one composing a life.

I know in my time here I have been as a composer of music, but not
limited to a single discipline or style. Huddling over my desk from my
hard chair, my back tired and my eyes straining, my fingers curling on
my pen, [ compose my life in delicate phrases, running up, then down,
punctuated by tight syncopated rhythms, often without accompaniment.

In a pop world where so many feel obliged to listen only to others’
songs, I feel a completeness for a community of people who choose to
compose their own lives. I admit I have not rested much to take a listen
to what I have composed so far, but I believe that very soon the time will
come for me, and many of you who have not listened yet, to stop for a
time and listen to our songs; often dwelling on a single wavering note,
as though a whole composition could be based on it alone. And so, as
in Old Bach’s Canon per Tonos from the Musical Offering, where the
canon ends one step higher in pitch than it started, so we leave Pierce,
the class of 1997, so we leave Pierce steps higher than when we entered.

Thank you and live well.

19970418
Movement

The movements of people about a desk.
Unaware of their subtle probing at its edges,
the gliding hand across the surface.
The rap-tap-tap of the fingers
pounding a thought out from its hiding place.

The movements of people about a tree.
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Children running in dizzying circles,
hopping, jumping to reach the branch just from reach.
The shade pouring from the cool green above
10 washing worries from the tired, daydreaming traveler.

The movements of people about a fence.
Hands raking with bouncing fingers,
grasping, tugging, pulling up and over.
The quiet man walking lightly along
content that his side is a good side.

The movements of people about a garden.
Walking rows, dipping, touching, studying,
deeply inhaling, raising the head, eyes closed.
A man holding nature’s garden as a
20 woman’s hand in his sight and in his heart.

The movements of people about a child sleeping.
Careful that each step is gentle,
whispers spoken and keys carried in clenched hands.
But though silence is tried, still into the dreams
the soft pitter-patter of sounds permeate.

The movements of people about music.
Mingling whole bodily, showering with sound,
bouncing, spinning, absorbed in the waves.
The fingers running over the frets in
30 delicate patterns, moving strings, moving man.

19970424

Three Ways

1.

Finding envelopes to physical possibilities and defying
Burning holes in the fluid of life

Driving their inner anger out upon the world
Unaware of the hole they burn in themselves
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2.

Walking without minding landscapes
Tripping, kicking, stumbling then blaming

Pushing against head and cross winds hinting
Fighting the energy not understood

3.
Pulled with the currents of our fluid space
Avoiding difficulty because the currents exert no effort
Gliding with whole vision, being nothing in everything
Freedoms infinite, life force eternal

19970425

On the Baccalaureate Service at the Cathedral of the Pines

We gather today at a place

of Nature and Worship;
Still, we place our autos in

methodical rows on the uniform grass,
We sit in ordered benches

following a linear procession of events.
Speakers speaking into the microphone,

the birds are forced to sing loudly,
Beyond the level of comfort,

or to settle for the speakers’ interruption of the wind.
So much empty wind is spilt today,

to the microphone’s careful transcription.
I suppose we need this talking to,

so few know what the birds inherently do.
There is a message for listeners

who really know how to listen.
The birds know, that’s why they

fly away from the gathering here.
The wind is speaking to all,

with a greater wisdom, a greater message;
The wind gives herself to us

because she wants us to know.
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As I feel it, I let her take me;
I shiver at its, at first, coolness.
Then, when I do not fight it,
when I yield, I am comfortable.
I know the wind here, today,
as a messenger of Nature.
I know she speaks to me, because
she speaks to everything.
Today she shakes her eternal head
with me at the ceremony on the hill;
She’s not understanding how the humans
can designate a place for Nature.
And, if that wasn’t enough, then use
it as a lecture hall — ordered and barren.
I don’t know how to respond,
I’m part of this silly ceremony,
But I protest its structure.
I take the natural way today,
I don’t sit in my robe today
on the bench where I should.
Instead I wander about in sympathy
with the birds and snakes
who are disturbed today
by all these people and all this noise.

19970517

The Car

47

The master slices the shell, gets in, turns the key, impaling the steer-
ing column. The beast groans, howls, spitting death from her flaming
innards, a grinding metallic hell, scraping, fornicating pistons trapped,
caged, enslaved to the makers of destruction, to a life withering life,

wrinkling space, compressing time until it is gone.

The master’s foot sends the ingredients of hell’s fire, where nothing
lives, not hope, not viruses, nothing, nothing, turning, spinning, the uni-
verse now controlled by this new axis, a new center, in the caged heart
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of this machine new universes one by one, born and expelled, like sec-
onds on a clock, appearing almost nonexistently and then gone forever,
unremembered, unknown.

The master ceases the pollution production of the factory cold to the
world, yet with burning innards, to inject the fuel of industry, of time
compression, into the delicate sore spot, unhealable from the bruises and
scars left from its enslaved sufferings. To fight the pain she grumbles,
spits fire, spins ruthlessly over animals, plants, stones, children’s toys.
She accepts credit for, but no responsibility for her retaliation against
the suffering she endures. Her master presses on, uncaring, unfeeling,
unmoved by small obstacles, and unaware of the destruction brought by
the pressing, racing, spinning, grinding of the caged metal abyss in the
heart of a factory of death, spitting poison, noxious nausea, suffocating
life left to die behind the master, rushing to be in another place, missing
the moment, killing it so quickly and easily it never existed, like the
squirrel running from the wood to fuse with hot, roasting tar — the place
everything dies, the war with nature begins with tar and continues with
the master’s quick acceleration into space, erasing memory, flushing life
and questions into burning certainty, cold dead consequences, finding
holes, unhealing passageways and pushing hard, splitting the world into
past and future, dichotomizing a continuity meant to exist as fluid, a
fluid the master half freezes and shatters into billions of worlds, half
burns scattering dust and steam into a chaos of death and sadness. The
master is unforgiving, uncaring, desiring forceful conquest of fragility.
The slave of the master’s kicking, hammering, forcing, fights the hell
she is made to burn in her chest. She rejects all things forced into her,
poisoning pure air, blackening earth’s soup, igniting the fire water forced
into the bruised, scarred tunnel leading to a hollowed, purged stomach
where life is impossible. A world of dark, cold, asphyxiating fumes to
fuel the fiery, churning, irreversible world of racing, grinding, spitting,
determined to cut through nature, ignoring balance, knowing only the
impaling line to the ever-moving point of destination, the point of cool
down, of death to the death machine, the waiting and rueful anticipation
of the master’s spearing into the hurt place, unhealing, unwanting. To
die only to be reborn into a rebellion against life. A terminal machine.

19970616



10

10

Erik Barry Erhardt 1997

Skatepark

Logic denied
The war against nature
against the body,
pressing, kicking, grinding against
metal, concrete, pavement
Gravity the master, Newton the unforgiving enforcer
“You fool, you are in my playground
where bones are fragile cracking things
and flesh is laughable, splitting, peeling
as paper on a gift, tearing and ripping at it
to expose the innards.”
(Yet, that’s the perk of youth.)

19970617

Naked Void

This is the unlife
unemployed
unprovoked
untempted
ignoring the challenges I usually set for myself
I lie here doing nothing
hardly eating
hardly sleeping
My mind has returned to the child’s mind
I once had when I’d smash through
branches left dead on pine
I’ve almost ceased to exist
ceasing to think
ceasing to learn
making meaningless motions
Staring through my pen splitting it in two
I stare through everything before me
I lose myself in a vacuum of space
as vision goes blank
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as sound silences
as sensations numb
I no longer understand what goes on about me
I become more confused about my inner workings
I only know life’s in me by this steady inner disturbance
Seeming to disappear I feel my body invisible and spaceless
holding the unsense as it passes through objects
in my rented cube
Empty
Time now makes great leaps
No longer moving the smooth liquid continuum
Dissolving into my bed sheets
dripping life’s fluid
I no longer will for anything
I haven’t the strength to raise myself to eat

the dry bread and water from the night that became this morning

before my body gave in to the gravity of heat exhaustion
People said there was greatness for me
graduating summa cum and doing everyone proud
Here I am as I know myself
the air of disappointment weighing heavily on me
as I waste myself in space’s deception
I focus on nothing
My eyes no longer look
a resting eyed stare
looking at objects which are invisible even to me
I find pleasure in nothing
I play games that have turned hollow
I go through motions unchallenged or uninvolved
I masturbate just to get to sleep some nights
as casually and uncaring as taking another bite of the
dry bread and washing it down with warm water
Desire is other people’s disease
But I would lie if I said it wasn’t mine too
I don’t think I even write this poem
I lie here and it seems to happen
It happens the same way razors cut the
cables of children lying alone in bathtubs
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running water
I desire passively
as this paper desires ink
I desire
But I discard all these things
I discard the world
Trapped in what seems simultaneously
infinite and infinitesimal
I hide in my hyperdimensional bathysphere
where I’m untouchable
unreachable
unknowable
I hide out of apathy
I hide out of confusion
I hide out of lack of language
The objects in my multispacial cage
define a language without meaning
one that’s untestable
undefinable in the inworld
so I stay out from inadequacy
I suppose I've misunderstood living all my life
I’ve misunderstood cars and television sets
beaches and cigars
I will never be a part of this world
I have tried

I’ve read recommended books and studied prescribed knowledge

but these things pass through me
as pollen in heavy winds
undirected
unabsorbed
unused
I can barely write this poem
these simple words allude me and
I can hear the echoes from language’s laughter
as the child who does not speak
I do not use words in my thinking
only shapes, colors and sounds appear there in the
spacious conscious
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It makes behaving easy
My mouth never shoots off
except when possessed by persistent sound
then one or two of the parts vocalize themselves
I sometimes make noise for the feeling of resonance
my throat head and chest in steady synchronization
with the wavering string in my throat
I think now I have gone too far
I am lost in the mindlessness
I no longer understand what thoughts are
I disappear
fighting nothing
slowly slipping
giving in to the gravity of the naked void
With my pen here
something in me dies
it dies
And what was once me
is now left with empty pages

19970621

The phone lies dormant

The phone lies dormant
its antenna retracted
its buttons cold from isolation
face up like a dead roach
stiff and hard
My palm presses to my forehead
the oil softening my fingers
Dipping my head I roll my hand
about my head, fingering the short
bristles of hair
from the corner of my one open eye
I study the steady vibrations of
red juice in a clear glass
resting on the table a foot from my elbow
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my heart is moving the juice
this small bit of sweet juice
a chemist’s creation
preservable for decades
This juice moves with my heart
The juice moves
The phone absolute in its stillness moves me
— to desperate fatigue
to anger, to the common room of loneliness
I consider the juice
I drink the juice
it moves in me
it is part of me
The glass now rests with the thin film
two lines converging where my lips rested
In the bottom a small red circle
like a bullet wound, a clean entry
yet with a most undeniably horrific exit
The juice splatters
I reach for the phone
but I'm too scared to touch it
My arm freezes
My heart no longer moves
The phone rests

19970920

5 seconds with Becca

I grasp with my own, her eyes
soft deep eyes in the
Warm shadows of a curved brim
of a worn cap.
I could look into them forever
a heated delight knowing
A most pure goodness lies
just beyond our matched gaze here.
As she looks at me, something
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passes from her to me,
Like the life mother passes to child
or the heat from a body to blankets
A heat nearly fevering and intoxicating,
my eyes grow dizzy and useless.
Behind her the room glows dimly,
the low wattage bulb humming
A constant hum that is
indistinguishable from silence.
My heart beats. I feel
it starts in my chest
And the pressure splashes
about my face and limbs.
She begins to open her mouth
preparing a word that is
Living in the foreground of
her consciousness.
My mind, shuttering,
takes up every conversation
And tries to find what
she’ll say. I search desperately.
Her lips part slightly,
making a circle like a lazy kiss,
And draw forward where they
crinkle and become white.
The eyes open and the brows
pucker in the center
The place my brows connect
like two nocturnal oceans
But on her this is
smooth flawless flesh.
My heart beats again
and I feel it in my shoes
Laced too tightly and
worn too long this night.
Her breath leaves her
and I take her two words,
“Would you...” and wait for
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a predicted ending but only receive
“...no.” A word not punctuated,

barely articulated.
I notice the seconds change on my watch

and see how we’re into the next day.
We’re both tired and

sleep beckons with dark gravity
I make a personal noise in my ear

and scream into it echoes
How I’d like nothing more now

than to take this woman to bed with me
Carry her an intense maiden

in simple beauty to the enfolds
Sharing a warm spot I’d take sleep,

sleep glorious as sun’s rise
A moment that quickly passes

but is eternal in memory.
I let my eyes blink

and in the moment when there’s nothing
I weep that though we are here now

it might never be again like this.

19970923

Leaf-Peepers on Parade

Leaf-peepers on parade
tromp, tromp, click, click
Southern cars at B&Bs
dollars, dollars, ching-ching
Foreign people gratulating back streets
marveling at dying trees
Colors the fornication
foliage the ejaculation
While the setting sun a
female insect murdering the male
Taking from his, the life she gives
refusing him so he’ll want her
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More than life that’s given nothing,
nothing but these crude spectators
Interested not in the life
but, rather, in the killing knife
Not stabbed in, but withdrawn —
masochist’s sickle of frustration.
Leaf-peepers peeping poop
20 left, right, up, down,
Click, ching, fill’er up
40 miles to Vermont from
The intersection of 101 and 202
Our Town, New Hampshire
Half way to, in Keene
stop to get a cup of
Chinese ginseng tea to
sharpen those photo fingers
I sit here simply putting
30 the woman’s face in my
Eye’s blind spot but this
fails to erase her fake courtesy
Dropping 20s as the
oak leafing life away
Counting on Ginseng and colors
to solve her mysterious miseries
Try going home, talking to your kids
turn off the television and live
Put down the date book
40 you miss any moment you plan for
And all the time planning
misses you — falling leaves, indeed!
Like a supernova booming away
dying away heroically
So you avoid the important qualities
sheepish ignorance, running looking
For any part of you you never had
seeing death and thinking it is life
Watching misery and thinking glory
50 take your city-eyes out from
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Under those hundred-dollar shades
mirrored on both sides

And look away,
away from the conveyer belt

Of city life and memos
spinning a downward spiral.

19971011

These people come in not knowing

These people come in not knowing
what comes over these youth
of Gothic get-up, piercings and
laughs like witches on opium
The khaki and loafer crowd
see nothing from under their eyelids
Eyes rolled back to a childhood
of ice-cream and toy trains
He never became that astronaut
she never was that towered princess
and they will never see dynamics
beyond their checkbooks and dinner parties
Here’s a couple drooling over each other
their hands, filthy groping things,
dismantling the other of dignity
speeding blood to those dirty places
Click, Bang! That’s the door
helplessly issuing restless customers
consumers blindly, helplessly buying
what the market dictates to them
a man smiles down to me
I return it complete with exit wounds
the limp smile falling like gloomy
pocket change to the floor, ching-ching

19971011
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Sincerity dropped face down

Sincerity dropped face down
like a child’s doll held by
one leg loosely gripped,
hand bumped and the doll
trampled, stampeded, overrun
somewhere at the crosshairs
of Main’s intersection with West
to be scattered and forgotten.
Why is it that truth suffers
and the face glowing translucent,
stick my hand through it, curse,
stomp the ground so a stinging pain
shoots from earth’s center to my neck
where I cringe, a tear, a shiver
and I preserve the face by wiping my
eye and steadying myself, distributing weight
away from the truth, the pain, other’s expectations
and bring on a good happy-faced boy
hollow, empty, betraying himself and the whole world.
Life is not this surface, where the dung of
parasites spoils the flesh into decay,
it is the inner substance keeping what’s true
through expulsion of vile waste to the
surface to be forgotten and reused.

19971018

I give my shade a quick jerk

I give my shade a quick jerk,
standing on my chair, naked,
save yesterday’s underwear,
to let the morning sun’s light in,
but it lengthens two invisible clicks
and fails to retract, only making it darker.
I try again, but this time
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with my other hand, reaching out
tugging on it expecting it to give

and spin up in an artful introduction,
but again my room grows darker,

a heavy gray which makes my fingers
indistinguishable from the floor or walls.

I stand on the chair, feeling my way,
tugging the sides in to look out but

it’s now blindingly dark outside except for
a lower window in the adjacent house.

A dim glow spills softly from a now
visible boundary between window-frame and shade

pulsating unevenly as though from a television.
As I struggle in a cold room enveloped in

darkness, just as all of nature outside me,
light funnels in from a television,

from a television — a television!
The world prays for light — and

television, in a delighted face, bestows,
dumbly offering everything desired to those

not worried about their own or nature’s darkness.
I give another tug and my chair gives

from under me and I’m on the floor
groping, hoping to find something to burn,

something to give life’s heat and light.
My foot catches on a power cord.

I follow it to the wall’s outlet
plug it in and in a burst of

black and white warring, scattering specks,
I submit dumbly, deafly, blindly

to a light numbing and comforting,
my anger pacified by this personal distraction

I slowly decompose in a chair not meant
for sitting in and forget the darkness,

forget the cold, forget all of nature,
forget my self, forget how long it’s been.

I don’t feel or smell my own urination
my own defecation I’'m drowning in, diseased
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I no longer exist before my personal

ministry of truth — does two and two make five?
What did it tell me on the tele?

Beautiful people, evil always triumphs,
wars, children, buy, buy, buy

send your money, tune in, laugh,

ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, HA!

Hypnotized into a void, feeling nothing,
no cold in my body, no stench,

no more light, the world compressed
makes no room for me,

now a passive victim who can’t complain
because I've gotten everything I wanted.

19971018

Heart-whole

Always, sincerity — unpainted,
unadulterated, unbetrayed —

is most important. There is
nothing that can alter this

in my mind.

19971021

Today I am using my day to regroup

Today I am using my day to regroup,
to interrogate every part of my life
and ask the question, “Do you matter?
Do you matter enough for me to keep you,
or do I sell you, throw you away
and extinguish your haunting memory?”
I have kept so many things, at a great price,
and my spirit has grown poor;
Kept things because they evoke an emotion —
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some an emotion which is not a pleasant one.
Today I sever myself from many of these things;
I sell or trade these memories for space —
for space on my shelves, under my bed,
space in my mind, which is so cluttered.
And, I discover through this process that
life is deeper than these things;
and it is this depth, amid memories and ellipses,
which is a likely centre for art.

19971029

Minding the means

If I fight the page,
carving deeply and quickly,
abrasively slicing the fibers,
the paper doesn’t respond.

It already knows this sort of treatment.
It remembers its history

more accurately than the history
we record on its surface.

When the pen slides slowly
soft and sleepily silent

the paper is still and accepts
the ink like folding the hair

of a sleeping child in your hand,
carefully minding his disposition
so his dreams are safe tickles
and he sleeps still.

19971116
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“The stakes may just be too high at a coffee house.”

The first thing I let myself become aware of is the cold at the soles of
my feet. It is plain, and I feel the draw of heat at the ball and heel from
each foot in proportion to the pressure of my foot on the ice-covered
pavement. My throat protects itself from the harsh, ripping cold, but it
makes me spit. I seep from between two tall buildings onto Main St., a
four-laned shopping area divided by a narrow island of grass and young
trees. There are many cars parked on either side of the street but all
is vacant. I look left before turning right, and see no life, just one car
coming from the south, which soon turns before the post office and the
street is again left dark.

I stride by the theater and its large open entrance which is gray and
echoes. I whistle a short burst to hear its sharp return, then a thin fading
note behind it; the intonated sound of water at a shore, or of a thought.
Above, there is the old theater’s sign hanging over the sidewalk with
lights on top and bottom of each side. Each bulb counts to itself, “On,
off, off. On, off, off,” so that a steady stream of light trickles from each
side, converging at the outermost corner. On one side, an advertisement
reads, “The Nutcracker,” and on the other, a G & S Operetta’s advertised.
The Major General’s song comes to my mind and I’m reminded of all
the mathematics I've done - and all for what? I have a hard enough time
trying to justify my existence without trying to account for small parts
of it. Gilbert is so clever! I wonder if the Major General is the same lad
who served a term as office boy to an attorney’s firm. Next is the great
window of the coffee shop, and the handle of the big front door. I climb
the painted steps carefully (metal, water, sneaker soles), and take survey
of the crowd before touching the door. If there are no tables for me to
take for myself, I won’t go in. I do not come here for the tea. I will pace
Main Street for a while, with my cold feet until the shop clears a bit, or
I will take to the pub for a Guinness. At least I can always find a seat at
the pub, but it’s so noisy and when there’s music, the jukebox vomits the
same 70’s rock to an untiring crowd, dull and pleased not to be at work
or at home. Each of them disguises something with those tall glasses.

But the coffee house is quiet. There is a couple sitting in a corner,
intent on looking at their cups and hands on the glass tabletops. They
each continue to wear knit hats though their coats hang stiffly from the
back of their chairs. The young man is slouched over a small cup of
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black coffee while his older companion straightens her back and looks
down over her glowing cheekbones. He’s struggling for something to
say, tapping with his finger the rhythm from the music playing smoothly
throughout the room, wishing his fingers could speak.

Several small and round, glass-top tables fill the floor of the coffee
bar. A dense-blue cushioned couch rests across from the counter. A
young woman lounges there alone, reading a thin novella. There is a
hutch, with teas and coffees lining the shelves, and a large bookshellf,
mostly occupied by political texts and large, glass jars of beans. In the
back is a U-shaped booth with a tiled table. Above, a painting of soft
colors appears to me to be some abstract map of roads in a desert, or the
thoughts of a waterfall.

Green stencils line the walls, and branches hang in a fanned array
from the wall above the couch. A pair of wooden skis with cracked
leather straps hang crossed like lazy legs between two strips of green
paint, like pillars dropping from the ceiling, and dividing the flat white
like trenches.

“The fire moths counting cold
the snow, soft and silent, lay”

Jazz from vibes and a soft woman’s voice ripples through me and
following the sound makes finding my usual table slow to a crawl. The
young woman across the counter reaches for the tea box on the high
shelf when she sees me. She knows my usual and drops a bag of English
Breakfast in a steaming cup of water on a white saucer. Hot black cup,
dry white saucer, and a dollar, drop fifteen cents in the ‘good karma’ cup
and dip the bag, dip the bag, dip the bag and study the photographs.

“A child remembering then falling back
‘purrr,’ the snow compresses to his head”

The sugar like digitalized silk, and honey (translucently analog) with
a spurt of milk, stretching and folding in a Smale mapped avant-garde
ballet — this is my tea. Starting sterile and protective, I inject sweet
mother’s life spreading this tea open, resigning passively and opaquely.

I fire straight for the heavy German army coat I slung over the shapely
wooden chair, the right sleeve reaching for the small shoulder bag on the
floor. I take my seat, turn up my collar to cover the scars on my neck
from youth’s acne and to keep my closely shaven head warm. I want to
take the booth so I can sit back and rest my neck, but I am one person,
alone. I consider a woman, soft and strong, sliding in across from me. I
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look up from my page and she looks into me.
“To be alone but so close
to bear you near and bare”

How perfect that voice is. It would be my companion’s voice if I let
it, if I imagined it. But I don’t indulge the temptation of self-pity. I take
my chair and look out over the tables. My friend Gerry says the stakes
are too high at a coffee house. He and his wife, Ruth, were arriving as |
was, one night, and he invited me for coffee. We took the booth, a space
many share, and Ruth started, “So, are you married?” I laughed openly,
the idea so far from probability — and said so. Gerry suggested some
bars and restaurants that had lower stakes than the coffee house — so
philosophic, so cultured. I was wondering why people had to meet in a
place of consumption. Why didn’t people fly kites and meet in the park,
or on the bike path. But every time I had developed something to say,
they had gone on talking, and so as a matter of my mind’s slowness, I
became an audience rather than a participant. They rose to leave and
Ruth made a joke about her coat not fitting over her six-month stomach.
I smiled and waved, almost apologetically for my slowness.

I watch a young woman and a foreign soccer player enter. She speaks
loudly and shrilly and he listens but does not seem to understand her
uneven aria.

I consider the stakes. I was once a mathematician, one who’d consider
flighty probabilities. But this one was quite from my reach. I attempted
some Gausian and Reimann stuff but ended up with some wack-shit I
couldn’t figure out. On this page slashed with sigmas and epsilons I
fill the empty places with windows, like that of Dali’s “Young Virgin
Auto-Sodomized by her Own Chastity, 1954.” Knots and impossible
figures float in the sky outside the window, or hang on the wall — or the
floor — it becomes difficult to tell. But, I scribble over this. A young
woman would never meet me in an art’s-improbable cafe. And a prob-
able woman would clearly see the unsatiated searching in the window,
and phony decorations on the floor — no, the wall.

“I see stars and waterfalls
and wait till everything”

A tall woman, all ablaze in orange and yellows, takes a seat, back to
me, with her notebooks and coffee. This is a common occurrence — art
a la estrogen to constantly wash against my conscious longings.

“Did an angle speak?” I think. I pass some wind, thin and fragrant.
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“Where ever you be, let your wind go free,” Joyce wrote. Indeed, that
is one of the most indulgent and least mentioned of human processes
which brings both comfort and music. If life were a series of natural
processes only, what a comfortable and gratifying life we’d live. All
natural acts are good. It is when we stray from these that discomfort
comes, where the pain begins and infects. When we work against Na-
ture, against the body, warring bodies, we torture ourselves, often im-
perceptibly, so that a numbness blinds us to the constant and insistent
suffering.

“Then you sleep.”

I sit and read for a long time. I keep my glasses off so my eyes don’t
work so hard on the page, but I miss the subtle movements about me.
Occasionally, between tastes of tea, I replace my specks for a quick
snapshot of the room. In a continuous dynamic I take discrete glimpses
to keep an idea of my safety and company.

The colors change outside the book, in the corner of my left eye. An
autumn glow rises like a crashing wave against a cliff. I place down my
book and reach for my glasses, while following this bright sweater up
to a face which asks me, “Why do you wear this German shirt?” I place
my glasses on my nose, and the features of a tall German woman are
distinguished. I lie to her. Her ears support a pair of thick black half-
moon glasses. I speak to them how I'd like to learn German and that
these clothes act as my constant reminder. I don’t tell her that despite
my hate for war, these army fatigues are a feeble connection to the Ger-
many of Mozart, Brahms, Beethoven, Bach, Kafka, Wittgenstein, and
my ancestral Erhardts. America is so blah! So nothing. The epitome of
image, our history is the face, our culture is the face. America is lacking
almost completely in substance and it sickens me — so big, so numb, so
much open space for emptiness — then we fill it with malls, condensed
existence.

She tells me she’s a student here from Berlin studying dance therapy
on scholarship at a local college, an offering Germany lacks, apparently.
Spinning and gliding, I dance slowly, and look into the eyes of this for-
eigner. I watch her thinking in the language of the umlaut and smile.
Then I begin in the language of the shape and sound, I open my mouth
but my thoughts are not language and I am silent. I lose the opportunity
and she leaves, crossing the street and starting her car. I lose the, “Won’t
you have a seat?,” the, “How beautiful you are (in German).” I lose all
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these things which now exist in a branching space-time, impossible to
see the other branches from here.

19971116
You have come to a coffee house

You have come to a coffee house, you can’t take it with you. That
small bit of chocolate cake you enjoyed without completion, leave the
end of it here on the plate. Lay your fork next to it and indulge in the
satisfaction of consuming all that pleases you and no more.

19971215
How the men watch you

How the men watch you, as dullards at a television or a blind child
at fireworks. They remain entertained by your e