Minor Sutras

i. first thing
If the heart became sky 
for a day

it would start 
with this pink striated tide of clouds

rising at sunrise

lifting
the shade of night 
	inside our eyes
for every day for us
is still the first 
living within 
this undeciphered source


ii. almost there
The daytime moon 
is a gossamer wafer

a white translucent 
thumbprint 
in the sky 
a thought
that’s nearly you


iii. eternal flame
This little
Japanese maple
is a flame I love
like you the way
it burns
so ceaselessly
both night and day 



iv. daydream
The peacock
preening 
its elaborate plumage

reminds me
of you in the mirror
dreaming	

impossible roses


v. how we find it
The night 
is a beautiful 
shade tree & you
are its 
pleasure


vi. the lives of saints
The butterfly bush 
with its
nectar for sipping

brings us 
so many pairs
of delicate 	beating wings

We watch them drink their color 
from these blooms
the flower’s blood

and like the stained-glass saints
in some old church
that harbors holy relics

no one owns
 we only know the names 
of one or two

Crossing The Ice


Shall we attempt the miracle 
of reveling in our fear and our delight,
by shuffling out on ice
as far at the eye can see? Shall we
cross over all the way, past 
the reed-covered hump
of an island in the middle, trusting 
the bay will be frozen
solid to the other side?
That 
is the question;
that is always the question.
But even on such trust 
we can only travel as a pair 
so far, and then
one of us 
must muster the courage to venture on ahead
with only
instinct as a guide, or spunk,
testing whether 
or not 
this ice is safe for two to tread 
to the brine-crusted rim 
of the opposite shore. 

Uneasy Ghosts


It’s always night
	when these calls come,
		almost cliché, how	
the angel of grim news
	must wake us up
		at two a.m.
We drive headlong 
	into the dark,
		through waves of loss.
When we arrive,
	his jaw is slack,
		the lips not closed, but taciturn.
My wife now reaches for
	her father’s stubble-covered chin,
		to close that mouth
one final time,
	a thing she once
		took pleasure in. 
She takes his hand,
	an orphaned woman
		all grown up. 
Didn’t our time 
	seem endless once, when life
		stretched out ahead of us?
Wasn’t it good
	together here, 
		despite the family poltergeists,
when life was something tangible
	a solid ribbon we could hold,
		a rainbow’s arc 
with satisfaction at the end, a pot of gold?
	That image fades, gives way
		to now, 
this lifeless body
	on the bed. We’re huddled here	
		against such loss
together in our frailty,
	we ache for all 
		that came before,
and watch polite, dark-suited men
	trundle a gurney
		to the hearse
they’ve backed discreetly 
	to the door
		to slide their silent cargo in.
When they drive off
	we stare in unbelief:
		vacuum of loss
such pain will fill,
	the empty space of
		now that he-is-gone.
We drift 
	from room to room.
		The young man 
in this photograph,
	 in his black wedding suit,
		is radiant,
he and the bride,
	who holds his happy,
		unaccustomed arm 
with life ahead of them — 
		they both are now
uneasy ghosts, 
	their living done, and posted here 
		upon a shelf.
The sun comes up
	like bleach
		erasing night, 
an unexpected miracle 
	— the earth
		has not stood still —
and thin, indifferent daylight 
	filters down 
		through dusty windows 
someone now 
	must clean. 
		We waver 
in this early light 
	like ghosts ourselves
		who still have time
before they’re done,
	casting our backward shadows 
		long and brown.

Likewise it waits for us


We live together				in our separate rooms
with you 					in the daytime and I
moving through the house at night		as wills the wind 
and so the wind does blow			on us 						
two fleshy kites				tethered to earth by what we cannot see 
but know 					is there
the two of us		 			our bodies sometimes one 		
a ragged thing				between the earth and flapping sky
beneath the sliver Klieg-light moon		upon the silken chaos of her bed 
where she receives 				the throaty violence of our howls		
a rhythm lodged within the bones		of sinews stretched and strummed upon
segmented song				of rocking vowels
that stream through seas 			in waves and tides
alive with days 				the whole invented
as it goes along				and there we bide 
till everything returns in one bright ball	back to where beginnings start
and first of all						a single husk that’s still un-hatched
the future whole 				without a scar
a breath that’s held 				within the heart
begins to crack				new song begun 
sung in a voice that’s very young  		but audible
a voice divisible 				by only one
outside the cycles of the daily sun		for words will last
as long as there is air to breathe 		down to end of human time	 	
that likewise waits for us			the great undoing of all things
the setting of a crescent moon		inside that final morning’s pink entrails
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