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Nut Case 
 
It may never have occurred to you how emotional 
a teenage girl may suddenly blossom florid as a 
Gladiola of summer following June’s jasmine bloom 
perfume. She is developing an extended stamina of 
personal identity after all, along with a number 
of other rather mysterious things, all apparently 
essential to that which sometimes flowers amazing, 
cool and, oh my, well, if only she could say it 
without blowing into little bits and pieces. The 
Dad in all of this must listen closely, pay attention, 
nod in supportive understanding, judicious and rock 
solid as the granite quarry he was hewn from in the 
remote Precambrian soup kitchen from which he has 
only recently emerged, waddling up out of the surf 
with his ladle and scuba flippers much as an elephant 
seal in an uncanny yet subliminally divergent dream.    
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Overhang Bypass, Yosemite Valley 
 
There is the smell of granite 
just hit by a piton hammer, 
silence on the wall 
so loud it is thick. 
Fingers are talons in a leverage 
that pivots around a gimbaled center. 
Swallows blast by like bullets 
across the vertical rock 
as blood from a scraped knuckle 
is mixed with sweat, 
an adrenaline focused moment 
so sharp that time is hung forever 
in a sling of anticipation 
and you slip two thousand feet 
above the valley floor, 
slip and then lunge for a foothold 
that is just out of reach, 
just out of mind in the memory 
of something that still must occur. 
It is registered and acknowledged 
somewhere where all of this 
has already happened once before. 
 
This is the time when the rope is coiled 
and nothing is spoken, 
hypothesized or speculated 
and you just listen to your own slow breathing. 
Infinity is not an onion  
with innumerable skins or layers 
and this is just another rock climb in the hot sun.  
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Parallel Universe                      

This porpoise skipping on waves 

doesn't begin to tell the story 

though the part of it that leaps 

from one medium density to another does. 

 

This fog above water melted  

from the glacier does not even  

begin to explain the question,  

though some might say that   

electrical frequencies do. 

 

If I was honest about what really matters  

most at this moment, however, 

the possibly fifteen fetal folded  

dimensions reflected in your eyes  

are nothing compared to your kiss. 
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Perfect Gift 
Every generous act of giving, with every perfect gift, is from above,  
coming down from the place of lights, where there is no variation  
or shadow due to change.—Book of James, 17:22 
 
Today is our wedding anniversary, 
102° and just as hot as the first 
time I laid eyes on you and you served 
lunch in the back garden and we 
didn’t stop talking for three hours. 
That was a long time ago down near 
the linear accelerator with the golden 
grass hills and dark green oaks that 
have always reminded you of Africa 
and lions sleeping in acacia thorn trees.   
 
Outside now, the street noise has 
grown like a river spilling over a dam 
as they fill up the valley with houses, 
time like a beard turned gray on the 
happiest day of your life.   
 
On Saturday four of us go to see Monet 
at the Legion of Honor and then the 
Gee’s Bend quilt color patterns of 
saxophone jazz and then over to 
Grace Cathedral to walk the tranquility 
of the Labyrinth. You see Monet up closer   
 
than you ever have, moving to see the different 
mineral lights on the surface. It is like grains of sand, 
each minute grain a complimenting bright crystal 
color and how did he ever have the time for such 
overwhelming detail?          
 
Day of wonders, that might have been taken away 
in an instant toxic barb in the heart, 
larger than life itself, smiling as wide and lovely 
as the day you said “I do.”  
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Placental Shells 
 
We used to come here 
along the tundra's river, 
rattling antlers  
and snorting steam 
beside the ice-bound torrent's edge, 
fog rising from the water. 
We came to this crossing 
year after year, 
all of us in our gray fur, 
caribou in northern lights. 
 
Then, I took the wings of a goose 
and learned the currents of the sky. 
The winds of a wider map and compass 
carried me beyond the sound of hooves 
and the crash of antlers. 
 
Now, I am cut free. 
My wet head bobs and nods unsteadily 
above a placental bed of broken shells 
and I thoughtlessly suckle, 
knowing that this cannot be. 
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Raking Leaves 
 
That time of year again, end of October, 
and our council of walnuts 
lining the driveway 
has begun to wear itself out in orange. 
Lou's ash trees next door 
are a lighter yellow that will 
be dazzling against dark clouds 
and I am often sad now as if the old man 
that I may one day become 
has secretly walked up behind me 
to touch me on the shoulder. 
Last month, I said a final good-bye 
to another lost friend. 
 
To hell with death though, It’s just leaves 
falling in the wind, wet smelling ground rot. 
As the rake scrapes concrete and rattles the grass, 
I build leaf piles beneath fall's crackling bonfire. 
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Raking Leaves for Lou 
 
Went out to walk the dog in fog 
this morning, New Year’s yesterday 
a quiet holiday. Passed a hawk in 
a fir tree, stopped to make sure and 
it flew over to another tree setting up 
on the very top, made you remember 
your Mom’s love of hawks. They have 
always been her favorite bird, like some 
people think of crows or ravens as messengers 
from another world same as cats were sacred 
in Ancient Egypt. In the shady chill on 
the south street you thought again that 
there would probably come a time when 
she would not be there to call and talk to 
and you resolved again to end your mourning 
for your father’s passing away last year. 
Walking farther down into the rising sun 
you passed a choir of birds off in darkness 
to the south. Returning home to yard work 
fallen leaves and trimming the Crape Myrtle 
out back you read about your neighbor Lou, 
whose ash trees light up the sky each fall, 
passed away like another year in the Obituaries.   
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Ravens in Bare Branches 
 
A chill on uncovered hands, chin, nose  
and cheeks, red yellow brown leaves  
piling up alongside the gray street, haze  
filling the background with a soft veil lace  
curtain into an interior distance. Half a mile  
further on parrots mutter, still in their treetop  
roosts. In a few days our families will reunite 
again, another year gone and harvested and you 
will see them all grown a little older with a touch 
more gray at a temple or children more mature, 
any signs of age or infirmity like a needle in  
time’s tablecloth. Ask them all to join you with,  
“Bless, oh Lord, this food to our use and make us  
ever mindful of the needs of others.”   
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Reception in the President’s Room 
 
Someone as comfortable as he was reading, 
almost as if he were swinging in his back yard  
hammock of wisdom personified, might very  
 
well have cat-napped through the brief  
exchange that passed between the two of us  
at the reception. As I worked my way up  
 
to him, biding my time as others greeted the  
Poet Laureate, trying to act as casual as a row  
boat in a windless pond of willows yet attentive  
 
and courteous enough to perhaps warrant an  
audience of memorable substance, consequently 
I approached the master of the nether world  
 
between the conscious and unconscious, so adept,  
his poetry running circles around all things, turning  
virtual yogic pretzel summersaults summoned from  
 
the thin air trapeze above his podium. Just then I  
hesitated, a bit uncertain, diverting to look up at the  
huge gilt framed portraits of past University Presidents  
 
on the high wall behind us. I asked him what he thought  
of them gazing down from the other side of lost sensation,  
dissipated beyond the smell of paint or turpentine. 
 
He paused for a moment, deciding as it turned out,  
that this must be a dead end dry hole of banality 
and the insipid, he replied only that they  made him  
 
uneasy that they wouldn’t suddenly come crashing down  
onto the deep shag rug and silver linen spread tables, crashing  
down to save us from our awkward yawning moment. 
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Saying Good-bye To Bob 
 
It was in the paper this morning 
that Bob Langstrom died a few days ago. 
I hadn't seen him for a few years 
after he suddenly dropped out of sight. 
The last time I saw him he was crossing  
the intersection over at the shopping mall. 
He wore a limp like an old tweed jacket 
over a button-down sky blue oxford and khakis 
as if he was still smelling the new cut grass 
of his prep school's playing fields.  
He served as clerk for the vestry at church. 
Someone I was talking to about him 
just yesterday said that he got along fine  
with his wife, they could talk on and on about things 
but that he himself had never really hit it off with him  
since he had a quick temper with a hair trigger 
and when he went to see him in the hospital once  
he was as yellow as a crayon from his liver  
shutting down. Well, yellow for me is the color of  
flowers like the roses out front that just bloomed  
and wilted in a day from the heat which brings 
to mind all the quickly passing reasons why life is  
so worth living with all the things I miss from before 
that aren't around anymore, like Bob for instance, 
that are probably just going to vanish from the surface  
of the earth as if they were never even here to begin with.  
So, to come straight to the point, good-bye Bob.  
Maybe next time things won't be so hard to say  
beyond a simple hi, how are you?   
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Scarecrow 
 
Shirt of straw and flannel in summer’s  
long cornstalks, 
wearing a cocked fedora  
with its broken crown, 
fearless guard sentry on the frontier 
of incessant dark flapping feathered appetites. 
He is my stand-in delegate of the seriously frayed 
hole in an oblique elbow, 
collar worn dangerously thin 
while threatening such fabulous fireworks 
in his freeze frame stunt man’s 
calculated gesture of hang time  
and mere appearances, 
one mean spider monkey 
in the middle of a frosty corn field. 
He carries a standup comedy  
sticking out of his back pocket 
for all the world to see when the time is right. 
But that’s not his primary purpose 
though it’s there for a closer scrutiny. 
I erect his facsimile counterparts 
along the edge of every sweltering agriculture 
like ravenous foraging mercenaries  
lighting their evening campfires.   
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Several Obscurities 
 
"Let's be dinosaurs," 
"No, let's be Wendy and Peter Pan," 
"No, let's be in mommy's garden," 
"No, that's not an animal. It has big ears," 
Our first reaction is, well, haven't we heard this all before? 
So where's that special quality that might set it apart, 
redundant even more deadly than arsenic in the casserole. 
The election was held last Tuesday in a cold garage, 
squeak and rub of black felt pen 
smelling sharp indelible ink. 
The results are in and it is an almost perfect balance of power. 
Of course, no one is really happy about it. 
Somewhere else they're observing individual molecular reactions 
in containment vessels one-fiftieth the size of the average living cell. 
They're also trapping and storing frozen anti-matter 
and a new theology was developed recently 
that might reduce religious conflict. 
No one's ready for it yet since everyone would have to accept  
everyone else's mythology as well as their own 
and that just pretty much takes care of that. 
Returning to the toy box, big plastic bucket really, 
filled with hundreds of plastic pieces, 
little ladders, duplo segments, building bricks 
with chain links of flexible snapping rings. 
A Godzilla Starfighter lies nested with a slice of 
pepperoni polymer pizza with a landfill's undetermined half-life. 
An orange Jack'o lantern grins at a spy glass compass. 
A doll house easy boy lounge chair cradles  
a thermometer shot syringe, 
the doctor's medicine bag long since lost and shredded, 
melted and mixed in a vat of playtime fantasies 
now turned into carpet padding for added resale value. 
Wasn’t it Hegel who said that history repeats itself?   
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Shaker     
 
Shaved from planed birch, 
     simple maple red autumn turned 
with lathe calipers, lovely legs  
     joined, mortise tenons, slats bent  
by steam, spindles turned 
     vintage, buttons & zippers  
of a philosophical decision.  
     Climb into the judgment of   
their feelings about what is  
     important and find the reason 
in sawdust and the smell of curing  
     wood like an elegant hymnal open 
to a hard clean varnished pew. 
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She Is There 
 
Watching her as she leans on the swing 
she looks off at the roses 
and I see that she has taken the dimensions 
of her life at school 
which has drawn shadows along her edges 
so that a flat surface no longer contains her. 
Shape has given her a curve of depth 
with colors additional. 
Words spill out of nowhere like a covey of quail 
as she whispers to an imaginary friend 
and if I really want to see her now 
I will have to focus and then look out beyond 
her hair that is touched by the breeze, 
just a little out of place, 
and travel to where yesterday  
is still today before sleeping, 
and it takes more many brushstrokes 
to carve a portrait's painting. 
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Shiloh     
 
I lost the first poem I wrote about my dog maybe  
four years ago. Don’t know how it happened except  
that it was so clearly out of his young buck cocky  
 
prime I guess I was just a little put out by the  
strutting sexual leer of it, dog ears all perked up  
with his tongue lolling out in a wide laughing grin 
 
mincing up to sniff out every passing feminine  
bustle of attention, eyes rimmed in handsome 
mascara theater, plume tail curling up behind him 
 
like a feather in a Musketeer’s velvet hat. I must have  
deleted it in some distracted irritation. Anyway, here  
it is again, resurrected with all the odd details intact  
 
as we both head out on our morning walk one more  
time both of us a bit heavier than before, even after  
having traveled 1200 miles further down the road. 
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Sidewinder 
 
This is the place on the other side of levitation 
where the dance was invented like feathers  
and wings to traverse wind’s empty air drop, 
elevator unsprung from the mineshaft cable’s  
sure footing lost like shifting sand hour glassed 
through the bottleneck turnstile 
as we consider the various implications. 
If we try a similar twisting gyration, 
arms entwining up like two mating rattlesnakes 
will we come to comprehend 
the scaled muscle’s rippling purpose 
and climb the sand dune’s maddening vertical gravity? 
Look into the eye’s dark slit, 
its tongue smelling out your body’s heat. 
Feel the spell of hesitation, 
hypnotic pull of its desire. 
Now, it is your upper jaw  
that retracts the deadly hypodermic, 
poison sacks filled with death’s quick semen 
as the desert’s glowing anvil 
forges horseshoes for the Apocalypse. 
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Siege of  Corinth  
 
They returned from their cruise yesterday 
convinced that Venice was too crowded. 
There may have been another way of seeing 
 
things but infra-red was still just another one 
of many. Byron was writing at the time, 
eight years before he spread out despairing arms  
 
before Goya’s firing squad shootings of May  
third 1808, sixteen years before his deadly rain- 
storm. Life never ends any other way. Apple  
 
seeds are very bitter before a war is won or lost.  
Often, it is the unexpected arriving in a windless  
dawn above glassy water that lights eternal stillness. 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

singing children haiku 
 

his guitar cradles 
her cello with the other's clarinet, 

summer distant thunder.   
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Six Way Bypass Over Coffee at the Bookstore   
 
The MRI’s polymer mummy surrounding  
claustrophobia’s air squeezes out in a thin hiss 
from a plaque glazed arterial tube.  
Banging like a jack hammer’s ping of sonar, 
targeting small arms for anti-tank is how he put it. 
The plaque is cracked is how they put it, 
anesthesia dreams blowing  by heavenly blue clouds 
across the imaginary kissing of God. 
Afterwards,  he told his doctor  
the surgery was like spot welding, 
an image he’d found in a subterfuge  
satire on infinity that had been cooked up 
like a pan of sizzling verbal snails. 
We both looked forward to  
something exponentially next level 
as if the bridge would stand without pre-stressed  
turn-buckling cable in the concrete 
and an F-16 could take off straight up in silent anomaly, 
our ears not governing this particular occurrence  
or this particular departure, our handshake  
before we  parted firm as a basal cell carcinoma 
or the buffeting wind of a semi’s passing shudder.   
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Sky Blue Pink  
 
Water dancing light,  
surface a jewelry  
movement of 
wind in trees. 
Waves lap  
forest 
sunshine, 
ancient granite teeth 
snaggled along  
the shoreline.                                                                                                
Clouds drift,                                                                                                
fluttering 
wildflowers  
turned to sun, 
exhausting  
patience in 
attention to  
every exacting detail.  
Evening comes   
a blessing breeze  
above this hovering fever  
and still you haven't  
heard the calls of loons 
pouring starlight  
into darkness. 
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Snail's Trail 
 
On yesterday's morning walk April  
was filled to the brim, partly overcast  
with wind chimes and the sound of traffic  
on streets, daffodils and iris gone now,  
roses having taken their place. I noticed  
it about four fifths through the circuit  
coming back on the eastern leg just to the  
south, a shiny winding erratic track on  
gray tarmac, evidence of some terrible  
injuring trauma, perhaps an unconscious  
nonfatal accident of a striding shoe catching 
part of the shell to set the suffering wheel  
reeling, careening in the darkness, time when  
all snails go into the world. At the end of  
its amazed path its crushed shell rested.  
Today is windless and clear, all the trees  
like glass in early light and shadow, ten  
different kinds of birds calling in the hollow  
quiet, doves,  blue jays,  ravens, finches,  
a mockingbird, something that sounds like an  
owl, robins, woodpeckers. I started looking  
for yesterday’s snail halfway through the walk,  
having thought about its final tipsy struggle  
but it was nowhere to be found. Some bird had  
cleaned it from the street and the moisture of  
the night had erased its trail of saliva  
without leaving the slightest trace. 
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Snapshot 
 
We who have no time left for anything anymore 
having multiplied all the complications  
until uncountable with the liquid crystal  
digital fish-tank of high definition  
just another click on our mouse-pad of awareness 
and we take that long look into the steady gaze 
of the present tense that will never 
be the same again. The desktop  
of modal process has left us feeling  
dipped and developed in the chemical bath, 
hung up to dry, pinched by clothes pins  
of the careful pains taken 
and we save our memories locked up  
in an acrid scented dark room vault 
we would like to pull down from the shelf 
one day at some future living room  
get together, all the goofy grins,  
fooling around and self-conscious carrying on  
opened to that sudden moment 
when no one will be able to think of  
anything more to say. 
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Snowing Outside 
 
Beginning in mid-summer, 
walnuts thick and green, 
cannonballs exploding in the pool 
splashing pavement, evaporating  
shimmering sizzle. 
What it was wasn’t entirely clear 
though there were indications, 
as when, after a shower in the  
afternoon, lying on clean cool sheets, 
fan blowing its delta breeze 
from the ocean at this lower 
elevation, nothing found wrong  
with anything coming in from  
the bubbling tar parking lot  
through the automatic doors  
hitting the solid ice wall polar  
blast. Looking up from our absorbing  
lessons opened on the coffee table,  
looking out the window to see that time  
has passed much more quickly  
than anticipated, snow avalanching  
from the entry roof, floating down 
in big leafy feathers down quilting  
the mountain valley where we have just arrived  
at the end of orange October. 
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So? 
(Subterfuge Satire) 
 
If this is infinity and we are experiencing 
a sense restricted mirage anomaly,  
every point, place or set of eyes we focus on  
may actually be the center of infinity. 
 
I feel like the programmed ignition  
of a personal singularity, 
big bang cosmic robotic spot-weld, 
titanic collision with the fog 
as well as the iceberg, 
becoming the event. 
  
Now though, I rest on the bottom 
away from rhumb lines, Greenwich Mean Time, 
and satellite triangulation, 
waiting for a remotely controlled 
very possibly empathic droid 
to floodlight my darkness and solve my riddle 
as if this hard soft, exo-skeletal shell aura 
has its own momentum that  
is riding some anti-gravity 
fast track cushion. 
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So Long                           
 
You say that a warm wind rattles Nebraska corn fields  
and the northern ocean answers gray beard loneliness,  
that there will come a captive day. Remember driving  
 
across Great Salt Lake, January blizzard swirling fractal  
for 200 miles? How far is the imaginary distance between  
time zones and two warm blankets? You return to me  
 
occasionally, insubstantial as a change in temperature.  
For the most part however, I cannot bring you back.  
Why  then are you the one I meet for the very last time  
 
over and over again, your red moon blazing incessantly,  
Arcturus bright in its forest fire sky? Here, jasmine fills the  
backyard breeze with another sweet way to say good-bye. 
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Space Cowboy   
 
Skiing started to change the Rocky Mountains 
from chaps, spurs and worn shiny leather  
to snowflake sweaters, lederhosen, rioja bota bags, 
white zinc gleaming noses,  
glacier goggle lenses black against the glare. 
Pommel horns standing up like 
Spain once again after twenty years of pundonor  
still as stubborn as a branding calf, 
lariat looped around the Moon Eagle’s lunar landing, 
boot heels, stirrups and a wide brimmed hat’s bandana 
wrapped around the start of another day. 
Faded levis, boots cut plain, 
shirts with mother of pearl snaps 
while his dad built ski lifts into fall’s golden aspens  
with elk river bugling mule deer antler racks 
and a by-god thirty-thirty point of view, 
“acid”, his catalytic cultural fusion, 
thermonuclear bikini atoll, two part epoxy  
though he lost his spleen when he hit  
a tree in the out of bounds powder one lonely wasted day. 
A better skier than almost anything else he did, 
turns carved smoother than bow strung whispers, 
in love with an Indian princess and a lightly strummed guitar. 
The work he did with a rope 
that was like tethering a space walk crystal clear  
above oceans, clouds and drifting continents 
mirrored in his helmet’s visor. 
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Spider In My Eye  
 

The laser blows a hole through the lens coating, 

post cataract surgery cutting through fog. 

Having only seen the widow's red hour glass  

on the belly of shiny black twice before, 

now it's always in there  

like it's been let out of its cage  

in the darkness at the back of the cave. 

It flies around the periphery on wires 

just out of reach, coming to a doorway of light 

suddenly jumping like a ghost. 

They call them floaters, debris like seaweed  

drifting around one's field of vision. Well,  

yesterday's slow deliberate angular gaze at it  

from the occupied corner ringside seat 

caught it for a moment suspended 

out of central focus but clear enough in outline, 

just a piece of lint from a pocket 

spinning a silky web. 
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Spider Silk         
 
The protein unfolds modular, 
sacrificial bonds opening 
to reform when the load lifts, 
five times stronger than steel, 
lustrous, flexible toughness, 
fortunate mechanism 
web ratlines & rigging  
above the careening hull  
of blue hypothesis, foam white bow 
125 million years of gene wizard  
dragline silk woven into buzz  
cut body armor for the rough sawn  
leatherneck’s flak jacket  
standing at the frontier 
between one set of intractable 
assumptions and another. 
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Stellar Dust 
 
Moliere's Tartuffe is linked indelibly 
to Ionesco's Rhinoceros this dazzling day. 
He suffers from ambivalence 
while off to the side the Prince of Denmark 
kills video Messerschmitts in virtually real time, 
and responds to the arcane and difficult 
question about what the Cardinal thinks  
of mechanistic free will or illusion, 
now and ever shall be, world without end amen. 
As it turns out he doesn't trouble himself. 
Animal husbandry is his most abiding interest 
after all. The sense of awe once worn like  
a cloak lives on in eroded stone.  
Beneath vaulted ceilings columns are 
compressed by the weight of stars. 
Pilgrims cannot free themselves from  
haunting symmetries, stark and stoic  
as stained glass mandalas describe the thriving  
vital combustion of super novas stacked  
end to end to very end. Not close in time  
or in any other way except in odd adhesion 
these five or six or seven too many characters 
share the same hilarious café table 
with brevity's soul of staggering wit  
wondering all the while and to oneself, 
perhaps the subjective plum is grafted 
to the forever tree of the incomplete 
and so will be gobbled up by the anomaly 
of the missing definitive conclusion 
somehow too intentional. 
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String Quartet 
 
Your hair smells warm is what you said 
the night before she played in the concert 
like a bird of paradise preening in sunlight, 
her cello with violins surrounding delight 
as if the bird in a dream of flight 
cascade of brilliant sparkling diamonds 
against a silk satin gown’s bright light 
shimmering celebration, waterfall thunder 
to granite and green, soul of transcending, 
ascending, supreme, trills of resonant tremolo vibrato, 
hummingbirds and bees swarming loud spring, 
flower explosion beneath the blue dome 
lovely as a swan upon a pond beside her home 
where tranquilities of angels sometimes sing.      
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Struck By Lightning 
 
Instantaneous was quicker  
than anyone would ever have known 
counting away from zero. 
We’re still conscious  
but gazing in a daze from an  
overloaded circuit’s light socket 
with a cantilevered brow 
that smokes in a lazy pulse 
from the impact, 
lock-jawed and frozen tight 
as a drum of scorched skin. 
 
We should have seen our hair standing up 
and run to lower ground 
away from these neolithic ceremonies 
and implausible explanations 
but we did not heed the warnings, 
and so it came in a massive  
service disconnect, 
blown breaker, 
flick of a simple switch. 
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Tail Spin 
 
Rolling up and over, uplifted weightless to  
dive out of formation to a sudden flak hit  
shrapnel ripped gaping wound, swung round  
and round down plummeting to earth in a fire  
ball flower inferno. Only later, as you walk away 
in one piece from the Matinee Cinema, do you  
remember that it may have been that specific set  
of actions needed to effect an aerial recovery,  
somehow miraculously occurring as you see it  
through a vertigo haze of hindsight that has  
returned you to the movie theater of your mind’s  
eye numb as a dreamless manikin at the same time  
vicariously lit up by a shot of adrenalin as you also 
remember the only time you ever had trouble flying  
was from a snow-covered runway in Rifle hit by  
claustrophobia in a small two engine cockpit that  
became a dry cotton mouth and flushed hot face of,  
it must have been the beer, armchair gripping fear  
so much different from when the 707 reversed its  
engines and you spun off the runway at LAX surprised  
but too young to know better, not really scared a year  
before Kennedy was shot in Dallas and you learned  
about death for first time. So, who ever thought it was  
ok for your particular Icarus to take off in the fog  
on that Canary Islands runway? Are you serious?       
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The Biggest Questions         
 
The day starts as days usually do nosing into  
the paper and a cup of coffee, nothing much  
out of place or sequence except for something  
nagging in the distant background like storm  
clouds on the high mountain horizon, plateau 
edged with sagebrush, tan sandstone and red  
salty iron. Shades of gray graduate receding  
perspective. In physics, it is a question of why  
there are particles that have mass while others  
have none, lead heavy or neutrino phantom.  
The Front page glares its usual tragedy into  
the morning, weather breathing down the neck  
of page two. By what series of chemical reactions  
did atoms form the first living things? This is  
enough to crack an egg into the sizzling skillet  
and drop a slice of bread into the toaster. The  
Local section with its inevitable crimes and  
punishments comes next. Biology and what the  
complete structure and function of the proteome  
gestates with the undoubtedly enhanced and  
muscled up Sports section. Wondering if accurate  
weather forecasting will ever help anything has  
more to do with the Entertainment Lens section  
since everyone can use a good laugh. This brings  
us finally to the Money section and Want Ads  
where breakfast is finally finished with the bottom  
line and we can safely say that we would like to,  
one day, know why in Astronomy the Universe is  
expanding faster and faster, something clearly 
seen in red shift spectral evidence. You return  
to your hot valley town through the front door  
to shade trees of a thick canopy over sweltering  
summer heat. Early summer sweet jasmine has  
gone but the bougainvillea is rich in cardinal red.  
Fall is a cold keen edge that warms up in the afternoon.  
You consider these various questions and it occurs  
to you that the only really important thing about  
science for you is really pretty good looking after  
all and has somehow been around for as long as   
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you would care to remember. You sort the paper’s  
sections on the counter next to the water boiler and  
head off to do whatever it is you still must do. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Secret of  Life 
 

This morning moment in maple sunlit colors, 
then a perfect pair of new pink roses, 

lovely fall season smile.    
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The Cosmological Argument   
 
Seeking a proof of God he sets out into the tangle  
under an overcast sky of dispute, encountering  
Anselm, Prior of Bec,  part thatched landscape of Canterbury's  
cut-stone future (ontos),  nearly eight hundred years  
removed from Paley's teleology of design & causation,  
Kant's flawed favorite; he arrives back at a windowsill  
open to sunshine, birds scurrying past baking oven doors  
wafting evidence, plain as day, seen sensory & 
self-evident, needing no further explanation,  
existence humming in ears just returned from  
the long burning forest, loving the music of light  
shattering eyelashes, fire warm in a distant room,  
centuries away, metal tabletop cold beneath his hands here 
folded on the promise of a resolution.  
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The Cosmological Constant  
 
To balance the gravitational contraction 
caused by matter you walk down to the river  
in this city of trees about to bloom magnolias  
and cherry blossoms. You are suddenly stopped short  
by a purple surprise of violets against thick green  
and a background scent like aromatic kisses  
emerging from winter's damp fog. Daffodils are erect  
and simple in front of another house further on  
and ash and walnuts are sturdy oak ribs in the ship  
of what is relative to your perspective. You see juniper 
and Lebanese cedar over by the sea as you navigate  
through the paradigm red-shift expanding universe,  
standing for a moment at the intersection of  
quantum mechanics and gravity, wondering,  
perhaps it hadn't been such a blunder after all, 
as you return to the front step with this persistent  
question dropping like a walnut on the driveway  
catching your full attention. 
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The Farm 
 
Open it up for seeds. 
Drop them into the sunless uterus 
with a nod for the solar engine. 
Watch it stretch out in a vaginal dilation 
pulling over the baby’s soft skull, 
rubbery cartilage slipping like vertebral disk packing 
rolling out over the horizon’s distant curved surface 
as dry as powder and dense as clay, 
fertilizer gun powder for another ignition 
to join the billions with its delivery room clap and cry, 
eyes shut tight against the insult. 
 
We raise everything here  
for whatever purpose imaginable. 
Nothing goes to waste. 
Even the horse’s hoof is turned into the glue  
that binds these domesticated pages. 
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The Fireman’s Wife       
 
October is everyone’s favorite month  
with temperatures in the seventies,  
not too hot or too cold.  
Went to Fort Bragg over the weekend,  
our girls’ soccer team had a tournament. 
Won two games on Saturday.  
Saturday night went to the beach and  
did a bon fire with marshmallows, 
a beautiful happy bunch of kids. 
Parents are great too, love soccer, watching 
their kids play well, everything about it.  
They hate it when we lose. 
Sunday morning we won the first game, 
two to zero. That got us into the final. 
The other team got a goal in 
the first half. One of our girls had a shot  
hit the cross bar but it didn’t go in. They  
played very hard but in the end  
the other team won it one—zero. Too bad, 
maybe next time. It was a long drive home 
through the dark forest past the moon lit lake. 
Don’t think we forgot anything.     
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The Last Great Killing 
 
(His clothing was white as snow, 
and the hair of his head like pure wool; 
his throne was fiery flames, 
and its wheels were burning fire.) 
—Judgment of the Ancient One, Book of Daniel, 9 
 
The last century watched newsreels of horrendous 
conflagrations and atrocities beyond description 
in safe American movie theaters. What brought 
this about and who has never read “Flanders 
 
Fields” or “Death of the Ball Turret Gunner”? 
Who will remember now as another approaching 
storm swirls bleached with skulls stacked in catacombs 
beside blood stained fields green with forgetfulness, 
nuclear winter long with dark eternity?  
 
What sweet child will bring us flowers 
to fill with laughter warm afternoon hours?     
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The Walnut Stump 
 
out front is the last of three black walnuts 
that lined the south side of the driveway. An 
American walnut seedling nearest the house, 
that was given to us by a grandmother, has 
grown tall enough for shade but it is nothing 
like the middle black that reached its zenith 
height and glory the year before it succumbed 
to a blight that ran through the area like wild fire. 
The driveway needs to be jack hammered and 
resurfaced. The roof needs to be replaced and 
the garage door just broke. It’s an old house, a 
beauty, but suffering from this climate of hot 
summers. There’s plenty of work for an old 
carpenter. I’ll take the chainsaw and grind down 
the stump before too long but I’ll miss remembering 
the kids climbing up into its branches and jumping 
in the leaf piles every fall.    
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This and Another Thing  
 
This and another thing,  
notes fluid in a sudden  
 
flock and feather dip and  
swerve, trills and ripples  
 
shimmering, hearts beating a  
loud history down all the ages. 
 
Peace is found in the ember  
lit smoke of dragon ship fires, 
 
sonata wind in bending grass. 
Out in the world, fallen soldiers  
 
fill flower fields, catacomb bones  
from a truly great explosion. 
 
Rosin on cello bow, reed in oiled 
woodwind, the world whirls in 
 
galaxy tempest. The world sighs  
in sifting sand, whispers a nuzzling  
 
fur of  comfort and affirmation. 
Courage bristles a scimitar thorn. 
 
Ash billows. Thunder rumbles, 
kettle drums and cymbals crash.    
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Tilt Up 
(A construction technique by which steel reinforced  
concrete walls are poured flat on the ground and then 
lifted into their vertical positions by a crane.) 
 
This must be the Valley of the Kings  
with dimensions so immense. 
 
I strike my sledge against the concrete wall 
and it reverberates in this dark empty room 
like a bottomless cavern. 
 
We must be building a space port in a sky without stars 
with machines that whine like huge recorded whales 
as our little workers are lifted high above the floor. 
 
Pharaoh may ride his chariot forever now 
that his desolate tomb 
can refrigerate frozen cherries jubilee. 
 
I feel like submerging in the tank  
where they search for neutrinos, 
air bubbles shivering to the surface 
like quicksilver jellyfish. 
 
I am looking for the place where space bends back upon itself, 
turning inside out before it disappears. 
  
Bats congregate here when the tank is empty, 
wrapped in leathery umbrella wings. 
 
Now though, I am distracted by 
a little square bodied brown fish with white spots 
that is swimming excitedly 
back and forth in front of my mask.   
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Unified Field Theory 
 
As it turns out the bear's mouth is full of honey, 
the log is full of honey bees 
and a possible solution swarms out of the forest 
with trickling sounds and musty smells 
burning incense to incidental history. 
 
When he was an undergraduate 
my father met Albert Einstein 
as if something might rub off in a handshake 
and I can imagine the gentle Master now 
looking as if Tesla was his barber, 
making some pretty calculation  
in the middle of a neighborhood  
of forgetful distractions, 
lawnmowers cutting the background radiation  
of a cosmic signature, 
springtime blossoming  
with his hatred of uncertain chaos, 
loving his godly unification, 
as if the truth could ignore paradox 
like the stings of an angry hive of bees.    
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Visual Feast  
 
Feast of sweet mangoes, papayas and pineapples 
in the market's green bed of salad lettuce, 
spinach, broccoli, zucchini and corn, bread tan 
and black and white, meat fresh filet minion, 
coals glowing an invitation. On the other side  
of the world famine is a desert's toothless whisper 
dreaming of sitting down beneath these crystal chandeliers.    
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Waiting For the Other Shoe 
("Ultimate Power Corrupts Ultimately") 
 
to drop dead in its tracks like an enraged and  
endangered rhinoceros brought down by some  
lovely work of painstaking colonial homeland  
industry, tooled to a micrometric perfection now  
transcended by a super human nano dimensioned  
world craft and workmanship that is presently so  
revered with an astronomical sterling value, you feel  
perhaps a bit relic and discarded, more precisely like  
a garroted shaved head street walker whore fascist  
collaborator. How is it that you can calmly wake each  
morning to await the afternoon delivery of dividends  
checks and balances secure in the principle embodied  
in the inert carcass lying still warm at your feet with its  
long curved aphrodisiac horn, a principle of lead and brass,  
.600 Nitro Express, H & H, side by side, brought to you  
clearly now in reverie from your father’s receding era of Sears  
Roebuck Christmas Catalog teddy bears and whale bone corsets.     
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Walt Whitman’s Publisher   
 
Every man alone might never swim  
      through this transparent green glint 
guiding six horses through the crowd,  

bringing everything to the test of himself, 
 body kilowatt electric, sea to shining sea. 

From this distance, spring having taken 
      light’s angle haze from last week’s rain, 
gray fog will set in thick tonight as he embraces 

the nation’s enthusiasm, spinning great  
turbines, future Gargantuan spillways, arms 
      spread wide enough to wrap around the moon. 
 
You plan to mow the lawn tomorrow out where the walnuts  
      were cut down, firewood now stacked in orderly cords  
behind the leaning fence, ax handle sledge joining meditation,  
 master lifting mist above river swirl showing you once  
again his words flooding the wide expanse, rhythm reaching in  
      to feel the heart beat strong, sure and lovely.    
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What Have You  
 
got to say for yourself, now that you have  
time to sit in the afternoon sun  
reflected off the surface of your daydream? 
Winter strips walnuts gray, scrapes ice 
and carries firewood through fog. 
Nothing moves. Firelight warms the late night.  
Turning in under our soft down quilt   
you put your ice-cube toes into the furnace  
of my stomach and we shiver for the phoenix of spring  
to curl the dragon's tail around your desire. 
Now, I am in that odd administrative position 
similar to that of a praying-mantis male after mating, 
headless beneath my monk's hood, 
locked to this rigidity of fulfillment, 
this inexplicable appendage, 
counting mumbled beatitudes, 
drunk on a vineyard's love.   
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Whiskey Yankee Tango Bravo 
 
I scrape down the inside of my skull, 
hollowing it out like a mask 
of sinewy tissue and bone 
and I am my own taxidermist. 
I smolder within the velvet 
log that is burned and cut by an adze 
to float down the river of never having known. 
Here is where my cranium will be carved  
from a solid block of wood. 
My eyes will be glass, my skin stitched tight, 
hair follicles carefully glued in place. 
Will my tongue rest or will my ears vibrate 
to some strange new music? 
It is true that I died in that jungle  
that is so far away, 
blown apart as if I had actually been there.   
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Whose On First 
 
So this is what it comes to after all these years. 
You shake my head and rub the mirror image bearded chin, 
looking a little closer to make sure that time really has 
done what it said it would do. 
This morning, in particular, is a lesson in hemispheres, 
one half not quite able to understand the other half that 
has unraveled its ball of yarn upon the floor 
and is still refusing to even try to understand. 
Don’t tell me I can’t see through it. 
It just won’t listen or pay attention. 
No matter what anyone says, it never changes. 
Curled up in the corner by the front window, 
in the middle of its dilemma it howls at the top of its voice  
at the midday siren moonscape dusty arroyo, 
as if that will make all the difference putting an end  
to the problem. Returning to the meandering stream-line 
a slithering python constrictor carnivore  
sniffs out the infrared of its target, 
aftermath inquiry revealing the forensic  
sequence of events laid out an autopsy 
on its steel gurney, one thing having led to another,  
step by irretrievable step so that, in the end,  
having picked through the smoldering debris 
of pyroclastic liquid sandstone steaming beast 
slumbering near the epicenter, our pinstripe  
baseball player, you remember him don't you, 
the one we bumped into at the very beginning, 
may walk across home plate as if no one 
is paying attention anymore as he scores  
an unexpected winning run. 
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Who, What, Where, When? 
 
You’ve just been caught  
in an elliptic learning curve. 
The rain has returned with geese, 
warmer and more intimate, 
burning fewer logs. 
Shadows are softer under gray 
and you feel the time of wool and down  
approaching February green 
suddenly released from  
frozen urgency, all the noble  
evergreens gone and carted away  
with wrapping paper memories. 
It is comfortable now to leave the 
consummating season 
and move into another room  
where the graph’s spiked peaks gently flatten  
from the steep & wild holiday ride,  
decelerating roller coaster car, 
pulling up the covers and  
turning out the light. 
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Wing Eyes     
 
Defense mechanism  
eyes looking out from  
moth wings to 
deflect predatory attack 
away from vital organs, 
head and thorax hidden  
by color camouflage,  
draped curtain 
a sandy unimportant  
background  tan or gray, 
survival hung on the hanger 
of assumed identity 
peering from shadows 
sightless even to touch of 
Braille makes one think  
perhaps we'll take a long white  
red tipped cane and seeing-eye dog  
out for a stroll on streets we've never 
been before to stretch our imagination 
into another point of view, 
blinking as if just waking from a dream  
of walking in someone else's empathetic shoes. 
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Yellow Rain Boots 
 
They're way too big 
reaching all the way up to her knees, 
bright yellow daffodil boots 
and nothing puts a smile  
on her four year old face 
like clomping around in them, 
mud puddles imagined  
in the middle of the kitchen floor. 
 
Monday after Easter Sunday 
we stopped by the jelly-bean factory 
on the way to Wolf House, 
spring like a green fever 
spread out on the hills like butter. 
Eucalyptus trees planted for wind breaks  
shed their skins and rattle 
smelling like a cold windy day, 
redwoods standing as tall as Moses, 
shade cool as a nave from narthex to chancel, 
flanked by silent aisles. 
  
“I love him so much of the jungle 
when my mommy takes me there,” 
she says when I ask her  
if she’s ever seen “Magilla Gorilla”, 
Faye Wray and Jessica Lange  
trilling in her happy voice  
like down at the bottom of a little bird's nest  
of hope chest treasures, so relaxed and secure, 
my daughter sitting in this ancient lap, 
me with all of human history's stone tablets  
trying to shake some sense  
into the way things are. 
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Your Smile 
 
Sometimes it will burst open  
petals from its pollen heavy center, 
preening butterfly, orange as a poppy. 
With so much activity here on this clay tablet  
spent searching for something of value,  
panning for the golden mythical fleece  
of one true vision, photographically stunning, 
to grab up into these sore old calloused hands, 
something undeniable, something to be cherished; 
today, it rose up in your early morning iris 
like a jeweled radiant gift of laughter’s sunshine, 
priceless window on your earth-mantled soul, 
reason enough why, today’s dawn threw open 
every pane of rain-beaded glass,  
even the French doors wondered  
who was this Mona Lisa? 
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Poet publisher David Humphreys founded Poets Corner as a radio broad-
cast, poetry reading series, audio/text website located at 
www.poetscornerpress.com. Following the example of the radio station KUOP 
and the Stockton Arts Commission he has promoted the work of worthy poets 
most recently with an international audience for a poetry contest receiving entries 
from around the world. He began publishing in 1997 and has published over 30 
books of poetry by poets from around the nation and the world. Five editions of 
his books have been published and he has collected nearly 120 publishing credits 
appearing in literary journals and publications from ZamBomba, Tule Review, 
Perihelion: Web Del Sol, Manzanita, The Montserrat Review, Cæsura, Poetry 
Depth Quarterly, The Sandhill Review, Convergence-journal, Rattlesnake Re-
view, Poems For All, the Sacramento News and Review, Connections, E.A.S.E.L. 
and Putah Creek. He has also won several poetry competitions. Reacting to an 
article he once read in the Economist on the significance of poetry David 
writes: "Poetry is everything, meaning and music cutting the linguistic edge of 
cultural evolution. It can carry all the significance that might sway the world 
from abundance and beauty to disaster and devastation."    
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