           Sum

The beetle’s soul smells

like a shaft of spearmint

and has sharp edges.

The beetle’s soul, a theory

under its own tongue,

the colour of a shot pellet,

the size of a lawyer’s heart,

as insubstantial as prayer.

The beetle’s soul-thing.

Like smoke rising

from a tiny house-fire.

Like the wind’s voice

caught in a dust-devil.

Like a feather of sin.

              *

Here is where the Fall took place.

Here is sin, so I may be forgiven.

This is the hub of the wheel;

we go around by standing still.

This is the fire we’ve stolen.

Here is the path in shadow.

And this is the hero departing,

and the hero returning.

It is a place for hungry ghosts.

The realm of belligerent anti-gods.

Where history takes a step back,

thinks hard upon it,

then changes its mind.

              *

He flew into the sky-hole.

He flew among pigeon-thoughts,

brushing the sun’s bright underbelly,

the world translated into air,

the engines of the Earth

steaming his glasses,

his eyes’ roots tapping the blue,

a blue that was everywhere always;

a man with his head caught

among the stars’ jutting branches,

then breaking loose in a wind

that comes out of nowhere,

returning empty-handed nightly,

the winds of such small matters:

like a hawk in an updraft,

like a cinder over a county in flames,

rising on a pillar of heat,

its empire fallen, but rising . . . 

              *

Pharaoh is a hawk.

Pharaoh fills the sky.

He pulls his enemies 

by the nose-hairs.

He is Osiris

going to meet Osiris.

This is the delta,

the papyrus swamps

and weed-choked lowlands.

Here is Nut,

and her consort Hem.

In the sky-boat is Ra,

god of the sun.

We see the eye of Horus,

the world’s lotus,

jackal-headed Anubis.

We eat the gods.

In our featherweight souls,

we enter the underground.

                                                      *

My enemies make the long pauses

between zeroes. I am swaddled

in their bandages. My enemies

spit in my soupbowl, collapsing

like straw pagodas. Their laughter

is a golden dueling pistol, a dagger

in my back, their pupils dilated

to pinpricks, tongues swollen

and furred, my enemies prowling

their senses, distributing freely

their bulletins, that bomb blowing

indiscriminate in nature.

              *

How many footsteps does it take

to change a mind?

What’s brownish and lives

underneath a cathedral?

Where does the sun go at night?

What’s a pirate’s favourite letter?

What did the rabbi say

when he fell down a hole?

What had Sir Galahad seen

after six o’clock?

What did Paul Revere eat

for his last breakfast?

What do you say when

you accidentally bump

two sheep together?

             *

You passed her on a hellbound bus,

over the heads of those being crushed,

in a ghost town, a black water rising,

your reasoning obscured by fiction.

On the Tannoy they called you

by your secret name.

A key appeared under your mattress.

A note on your doormat.

A last kiss on your mouth.

You continued passing her by,

the one for you and for you alone.

In a tenement slum

where a voice cried fire.

In a downtown parking lot, 

her head slumped over the wheel.

In a crowd at the opera.

How will you ever learn

the machinations of doubting?

When will you open your eyes and see

the blind girl staring

into the palm of her hand?

                                                      *

One plus one

does not equal

one plus one.

Two plus two

might be four

where you’re from, bub,

but we do things

differently around here.

And let’s not forget

the clever dick

who invented the zero.

Before he came along

we had nothing

to represent nothing.

              *

So it came to be

that that which was solid

was shown to be an O within O;

neither trapezoid nor rhomboid

but a milky film, a light-gas

measured in parts per trillion,

the sleight-hand

of God’s jiggery-pokery.

Then, alighting on Earth,

a god put its fist quite through

an insubstantial wall

our senses had set out for it.

              *

They have not yet mastered the infinite void.

They are unfamiliar with Ahab, Abel and Adam.

They bicker like magpies in the wintry branches.

One sounds like a steam kettle whistling.

One sounds like slippered feet shuffling.

One sounds like sand at the base of the pyramids.

Those marks on the walls were made by them.

Those scars you see, they also created.

That bell ringing is their call to arms.

They enjoy sitting at the kitchen table

and listening to their wings fluttering

One yawns, starting a chain of reactions.

One pours himself into his shoes,

stumbling awkwardly onto the pavement,

becoming a statistic we too easily forget.

              *

You see, the slug is jealous of the elegant swan.

The pea is envious of a sunflower.

Even the stars are overshadowed by the sun.

The sun, with its gladhanding assurances.

Big Sol, of a cheeky disposition,

its broad health and avuncular chuckle.

But even the faithful sun fails us and falls,

night hogging the world corner to corner.

The men who are building this monster

are as patient as time.

              *

We’re all beautiful in a blackout.

It’s better in the dark.

We lose ten pounds, ten years,

just by shutting our eyes.

Hidden perfections are scattered

here and there over our bodies;

we only have to find them out,

the joy in the seeking.

We glow by starlight.

The moon highlights

our many adorable places.

Honestly, you’ll have to trust me

when I say that I’m as cute

as a button being undone 

some time after midnight.

That I’m sweeter than water

we imagined was wine.

              *

Somehow I’m as long as a piece of string.

Some days everything’s the opposite of night,

a black sun setting in the early hours,

stars disguised as sunshowers,

midnight too damned bright to see.

I am, at the same time,

a dark room and a light glaring.

Completely shattered. Exactly different.

A shared heartbeat.

A letter that’s been delivered twice.

I’m a man of two minds.

One of them isn’t and one of them is.

              *

There were apples in search of their speech bubbles.

Ships in the inner harbour glowered pinkly.

Some atoms were seen slipping under a priest’s collar.

It was a thousand degrees, so the gloves were absurd;

I had endowed them with qualities of stupidity,

no longer just gloves, they were a symbol,

they represented our loss and the last of the straws breaking.

              *

Not enough bullets.

And not enough words.

Everything’s changing,

change changes,

the worst far from over.

So it’s best to be furious

if you want to survive.

You’ll need to be hungry.

And like yesterday’s men,

we have stood quietly,

silent and dazed.

We have stood and counted

our fingers, and our bullets.

There were too many words.

              *

Stan Laurel, Stan Laurel,

Vaudeville isn’t dead,

it’s simply fallen ill

and crawled under a bush

for a long convalescence.

So it’s no surprise

variety’s making a comeback,

our chance to finally see

a blind monk juggling

knives with his tongue,

a magician pulling

Greek fire out of his ass,

a mime-escape artist

slipping his invisible cuffs,

five-inch conjoined sisters

singing sweetly in a silver cage,

the tap-dancing gorillas . . . 

              *

You’re already inside the machine,

existence a wheel inside a wheel,

time clotted with honeyed darkness.

Outside is a concept, purest lunacy,

like delicate watch-parts,

its theory remaining largely untested.

You’re simpleminded with fear.

Fear, which is a longing for rest,

your quest an endless circling circling,

the centre always a moment from here,

another breath and you’re almost there,

essential core of the mechanism,

everlasting hub of the infinite,

the clock-heart of eternity ticking.

              *

As subtle as a brontosaurus whistling in the bath.

As ludicrous as two mountains in tutus.

Like munchkins loose in the planetarium,

or Elvis in the White House waving a rubber gun.

Like the cosmonaut gnawing on his ring-finger

(the cold war over) in a shoe store down at the mall,

we pray that you find some solace and comfort,

but fear you may never find peace in the world.

              *

This election is being brought to you

by Death’s Arms Manufacturers.

This election is being televised

directly onto your retinas.

We’re cutting out the middleman.

We’re cutting you in on a piece of the pie.

We’re counting the votes that matter.

You have always had a choice,

and get to choose between

the hard stool and the soft stool.

Lies beget lies, and they’re at it

like dogs, bitches birthing bastards.

They’re blowing smoke in your faces.

Their mouths are their eyes,

and their eyes are lying.

              *

Night’s scar, pretty, but fixed.

Here, the moon washes its face

and stars rattle their bone chains,

each point a centrepoint,

Cosmos growing morbidly large,

the universe absolutely famished,

but its mind sparkling and clear,

its thoughts focused completely

on some dark matters ahead

being balanced with a difficult past,

time swearing to crash the future,

now, or what portends to be now,

like odd comets, signs, alien empires,

the crown weighing heavy

on its god’s pointy head,

constant, but inconstant.

              *

The last leaf fell

from the last tree

in the last forest.

Or was it the Manitou’s

crooked footprint?

A phantom’s hand?

A painted fan

made of ancient paper?

In the graying meadow

are cherub’s bones

bleached by summer,

the sun a word

in the mind-jar,

at the tongue-tip;

its small name 

soon forgotten

come winter.

              *

The fourth trimester . . . 

And by such cold hands

the infant is cleaved from its host’s flesh.

That violent seizure you’ve witnessed

is the newborn evicted from its little house,

red rooms and corridors imploding.

Such is its shock at its own daring,

the first breath is shaped like a scream from a mouth.

Having eaten mummy from the inside out,

the mother and child are parted.

It’s such a brash light, little symbiot,

little parasite, little cancer.

              *

Today is August, February, June.

It’s twelve ninety-six, sixteen o one,

it’s the year nine thousand.

And a man is going in, and he’s coming out,

through a simple archway, a wooden door,

the key in his hand burnt silver and red,

the motion retelling itself, unrepaired,

a fogged theatre of the moment, singular

backdraft caught in an eddy of time,

a man forever idling in his hell, inert,

or the worst version, vainglorious heaven,

the glitched instant repeating and repeating . . . 

              *

Plastic metal, loam novellas,

a frying pan made of sandalwood.

I’ve also invented the water-

carpet, intangible sofas, 

radios that run on mercury,

and the one-fingered head-glove.

In business we find a niche

and then exploit it fully:

Cars that run on hope,

bombs composed of corn flour,

the inflatable toothpick.

And my greatest invention yet,

the portable funeral . . . 

              *

This is all going into a book,

every other letter blacked out.

A book being thrown across the room

and taking an eternity to arrive.

Someone is writing of a mind on hooks,

telling a story about the grammar of sand.

A finger underscores a verb,

the way eyes cross or lips move reading.

It’s a map of the Olympian underside.

A mash note to God’s underlings.

A prescription for poppers.

A tale about a tale about a tale.

A diary of nincompoops.

It’s a book about to be banned.

Or unearthly skywriting.

              *

Voice in the dark,

you’re like a bag

of beach-stones

thrown with purpose

from a penthouse.

You’re like a toad

treading in pondwater.

Like a bushberry,

deadly and sweetened.

Voice in the dark,

your child is weeping.

The moon is a glass

of cold kitchen-water,

a last coal glowing

behind the skirt of hills,

the empty plate

you would eat from.

Time is drawing its line . . .

So listen up, Mr. Bloody

Voice In The Dark;

it is always bedtime.

Go to sleep, and quickly too.

Go to hell, or I’ll hurt you.

              *

I’ve got thin walls.

A flooded cellar.

Papery hammers.

Rubber saws.

Nails made out of air.

I’m no carpenter,

with slivers of light

in my hair.

I’m no builder,

being one shelf shy

of a kitchen.

I blame the architect,

his black and blueprints,

his unreasonable plans,

the zoning by-laws,

the lay of the land.

              *

That buzz, 30,000 saws.

That buzz, minute vibrations

in the stratosphere

or mosquitoes complaining.

The perfect frequency.

The exact pitch required

to get a dog’s full attention.

Damn it Martha, that buzzing,

it’s like a bumblebee,

but one the size of a cattle-car.

It’s the planet ringing

its countless earthen doorbells.

It’s the voice of the molecular mob, 

demanding and demanding.

              *

I have always heard the light‘s hinge creaking.

A word between two other words,

it pours out its cold and barbed honey.

It is a god blowing smoke out its magnificent ears.

Like spectral breaths inside something hollow

or the sound space makes when it’s torn into two.

Light is a cloudburst, its gems various colours.

The fine dust left over after Creation.

Light, the glittering shadow of the Ultimate Fire.

Like warm snow being eternally woven into a shawl.

Like a towering dream, its emotion suddenly recalled,

half thing, and half moment.

              *

More and more the wind complains.

More often crumbs bawl in the kitchen,

the waterdrop yelling in its fly-bitten lair,

an eye crossing its fingers.

You’ve only begun to notice

the bullfinch harrowing the nearby nursery,

that there’s an ambulance part way up the stairs

and a mammoth pair of trousers part way down,

your thoughts a clock being thrown at a wall,

the heart’s doves demanding their revenge.

              *

Just who are you to carve up my bluebird?

Some high-balling metal-worshipper?

A cigarillo’s transparent listlessness?

A wet cat feuding with a fusty bassoon?

Grey smoke among spent cannon shells?

Bootmaker to the tyrant?

              *

Can I get you a bellyache?

An infant’s aspirin?

Another glue-gun?

Or we can go into the garden

and throw stones at stones.

Insult the geraniums.

You’ve got a horse in your throat.

Better warm up the glum.

If you get sleepy

the bed is in the freezer.

The light switch is under

a flap in the air.

The toilet is down

the road five miles.

Soon you can sleep, little hamster,

as sound as a pound.

              *

Life’s unspoken koans.

Life’s river of light and time.

Life’s eye opening.

We who shape cradles

and live in the fable of hours,

making a chainmail of days,

talking the summit down

from its high places.

Our unfathomable fashions,

droll humours and morbid curiosity.

We, who are the souls of a feather;

the sun sings us like a song,

stars for our scant psalms.

How, like a sentence, we end.

              *

I entered a pub, the Guts and Garters,

the river Thames singing sweetly in my ear.

I saw the war through the bottom of my glass.

I was the exact consistency as a worn planet

and had screeches in my hair.

Such were my existentialist dilemmas.

              *

Blood-spattered, nerve-riddled, belittled . . . 

I walked in another man’s footprints.

I went into a musical emporium.

There were sad chairs in C minor,

the zygotic twins, Tragedy and Charity,

vowels cuddling by the side of the pool.

I took long strides out of myself.

Back in the brothel it was 1903.

The first aeroplane was hinting at greatness,

but I felt like a sandwich, a closed road

from this Earth to another Earth.

I looked like death’s rerun, its leftovers.

I was like a banquet hall being torn down.

I felt my skullplates itching.

              *

I kept going along, happy-go-lucky,

the moon shedding light on a little-known fact,

the wind up to my ankles,

rain making impertinent threats,

saying it was going to come down steady,

confessing its many regrets,

telling me of its hard-kept secrets,

all of which, but one, I’ve forgotten.

              *

The rain came and bustled the birches.

The rain hunched in its jacket.

And I said to the rain, I said Rain,

which caught its attention.

And its eyes, they sparkled.

And I said to the rain,

rain rain rain, you’re really something,

like empires falling, like coins in a well,

like angely feathers.

And the rain stood weeping

for thousands of years, 

until all the dry places were under the sea,

and in my birch-bark ship I sailed

over the hills of the world.

              *

You come to a door in the earth.

              *

Your face fits in three sizes.

Make that infamous bee-line

for the television’s remote control.

Expose a shoulder blade

to the harsh realities of spat-out gum.

Challenge the breakfast nook

to a quick game of hooky.

              *

The cellar’s cellar, time etching carbon,

time swallowing; where it’s rumoured

a Roman legion once disported. Where

the old boiler turns over twice, its giant

paw swiping at that which is wholly

unreliable. Where the devil washes his

glossy red beard. The basement under

the basement. Like Switzerland or Sweden.

Like now gone down the long halls of time.

Like a thing disposed of by the edge of

town; depending on where you’re standing

or from what eye you’re seeing this.

              *

Sundown, a page being turned over,

starlings crowding the banks to the east,

the east darkening, aging visibly,

the west flowering, so proud of itself,

of all the works the Earth has accomplished.

One moment catches sight of a moment ahead,

short-winded and breathless with messages,

seeing the old made new before the slang of our time,

written on stone, but their mysteries sealed always.

              *

The last star was seen

stumbling into darkness.

A copper moon went down

and never returned.

Planets abandoned Heaven.

The stars surrendered,

all but the bravest, the last

star in the last night,

its sandals pathworn,

its robe stitched with filth,

its soul flung backwards.

“Oh,” said the astrophysicist,

disproving the last star’s

tenuous existence,

the night cold and pale,

the last star shimmering

in its easy chair.

The last star glowering.

              *

I like a bridge 

that doesn’t say much

or dress too loudly.

That spans the unconscious abyss.

That challenges the imagination.

That whistles in the wind.

Not your rubbery bridges

or ones made of sticks.

Not your invisible bridges

and their ghostly traffic;

but an old-fashioned down-home

simple bridge with wooden slats,

with possibly a train trestle,

likely including a lone figure

staring into the water’s depths,

the bridge no longer a metaphor

but a hyphen linking two words

you’ve never considered together.

              *

Roads vein. Organs swell.

Mice are scampering

in the scalp’s root cellar.

There’s sea-salt in the blood

and the sensual passing of water

A man is made, without within,

light knitting his brow

to the sight of the sun.

Make no bones about it,

we are the red of the red clay,

the dust of ashes; being

part star, and partly of darkness.

              *

You’ll have to reach higher . . . 

So I climb out of my fleshy hole,

the air thinner than cheap soup.

I’m hanging on by one of God’s hairs,

winds blowing over Mons Pubis,

the blood in my head fire-engine-red,

clouds caught in my sky-drenched beard.

I’m burrowing under the sun,

curious about my fellow humans;

or I feel their unbearable sadness

making sparks, bone striking against bone,

the brink approaching quietly and quickly.

              *

In concrete villages countryside

is a theory, a well-informed guess,

a father’s promise. Greenish gnomes

rock an iron cradle, our faith

not quite asleep, our dreams spiked.

To noise, we surrender, making wishes

upon the last star-pieces and sharp angles.

Fancy takes to the wing, a gold-plated

base metal, hope within hope,

the legendary forests to the east of here,

this industrial playground, the sea sawing

somewhere over there, a place

we can’t get to, a sacred plot of land

six feet by, roughly, three.

              *

Passing through the earth,

from this world into the next,

where bees reign

and bulls woo maidens.

Forged by creation,

let’s you and I run up that hill.

Two shapes in the background.

The distances thinking.

              *

A poem wakes in a stranger’s bed.

A poem is difficult to pronounce.

A poem is a coat of blue paint drying.

It comes in the guise of a flower.

It bargains the price of strawberries down.

Right now, it’s soaring over Havana,

four years old and studying its lines,

magpies pecking at its flicking tail,

its shadow a rift of imperfections,

its breath reeking of blood imported

out of Africa, of grapes on a vine.

              *

The innate features of infection.

A monster musing on fear.

A canary startled by its own breaths.

An artist staring at his hands,

waiting for the shockwave,

a bit taken aback by his disbelief,

grace said to be its own virtue,

on his third or fourth second chance,

the part-time executioner

whistling Dixie.

              *

No, this isn’t a poem, it’s a big why.

This is a ladder from one death to another.

This is a bubble in a carpenter’s level,

a bolus of indigestible word-gum.

Douse your fiery head in it.

This is the anti-poem: Begin writing . . . 

              *

In twelve forty-one the Mongol hordes

under Batu Khan ravaged Hungary.

Going on to Silesia. Then Legnica.

Coming out of the ground 

I lent death to those dying.

Dividing the grey air, I breathed death

into the mouth of a fly.

In a black rain I came dancing

to the end of the day.

O harvester, your violent sunset,

brazen thunderclouds parting

west from west:

How beautiful is thy death.

How black is the red.

And leaning on my spear’s shaft

is the fine-headed Henry.

              *

Solar system for sale,

hardly used,

comes with instructions

and full satellite array,

spare void

and box of comets,

clouds of entanglement

enclosed, like new,

extra cesium atoms,

absolutely zero

maintenance required,

a variety of planets

and moons never opened,

four billion year

warranty still valid. 

Will consider breaking

up the set.

Gravity not included.

              *

A universe inside a thimble.

An entire universe, moons and all,

sitting pretty in an egg-cup,

snuggling under a licked stamp,

a black beetle rolling its dung-ball

over midnight’s borders.

The universe crossing a shadow,

disguised as an i,

smuggling the countless numbers

it needs to drink to survive,

space-time hitching a lift

to the next warm inn,

starlight churning its butter.

The tiniest cosmos imaginable,

heavy with cold gases,

lining a pinprick with its black gold,

being nibbled on

by a mouse in the heather.

              *

Let’s say the four winds pulled them apart.

Let’s say the sun was their moon,

their bodies coiled ropes of smoke.

That atoms splintered, pigments flushed,

the tough angels laying into them; 

bowels, belly and balls.

Let’s call them billion-year-old teenagers,

the mother of time, a wine-stained father.

Like carving a tree from deadwood.

Like planting a cross in the desert.

Then sunrise, cold dawn on a faraway world.

You can hear the silence expanding.

You can feel the sand under their lips and lids.

Midnight, cramped, with a stitch in its side.

Then noon, to which the four willingly surrender.

              *

There was a tree in the shape of a man.

All the tears of the world went over the falls.

The founding fathers’ dust accumulated.

It’s just a town neck-deep in the ground,

the rock of ages singing lowly its hymn,

black demons in the birds’ hair, red devils

swarming round the townsfolk’s honey and hives,

something unspeakable twirling in the water,

a dark thing writing an even darker poem.

I’d spent two years scanning obits, a funereal moping.

Apparently the dead had forgotten to lie down,

the past too piss-faced to haunt me.

I left via the underground, gnawing a root,

the town following my footsteps, ten leagues back;

like a bloodhound finding a scent it could trail,

like a blind horse, or engine left running.

              *

We’re coming to a dark forest,

and this lasts for a thousand years,

forever stammering, stuttering,

two moments frozen in a kiss.

We’re walking for centuries

in an eternally blurred photograph,

an eye-blink, civilizations fallen,

epochs and eons slow-dancing

to time’s celestial waltzes;

and this we endure with some humour.

              *

Light disguised as darkness.

Reality’s masquerade

curled like a fern frond

or face-down in a goldfish pond,

murdered by its own weapon.

Two-ness. The two sides

of the same story told twice,

noting the parents of twins,

two ones in the same place,

identical but different.

Or an old-fashioned snow-job,

beguiled by the witch’s

most beautiful spell,

a shadow-puppet versus

the light of the world,

so a rock is a rose

and heaven hellish.

              *

Jesus on the body of a moth.

Jesus in the facial fur of the family cat.

Jesus on a corn chip, a slice of toast,

in the drywall of a house under construction.

Seek and ye shall find 

Jesus in the wine stain on a tablecloth,

on a drawn shower-curtain,

lurking among wallpaper’s intricate designs.

Christ in the clouds and constellations.

Christ in a ghostly photograph.

In the dregs of tea leaves.

Everywhere is the face of Christ

where God isn’t.

              *

The wolf drank from my throat.

A footprint hung in the dolorous air.

A twig snapped, its mind cracking.

Winter is dead, but things happen.

A mouse swindles a snowdrop

or nut from under fat Thor’s thumb.

Carp giggle in a frozen stream.

An owl dresses for the weather,

a snow leopard running along

bright trails into morning,

the first star being the last star,

shimmering woods in the grip of decay,

mist clinging to the shivery branches.

Like arms supplicating an iron age god.

Like fog fractured, or the dead dancing.

              *

We begin at nothing and end at nothing.

A man puts on two coats, two souls, two sorrows

He builds a city of smoke behind a waterfall.

He enters the coyote’s mind, finding it delightful.

A new creed forms, and the crows agree,

their fishwife-voices hawing in a fogbank,

pouring their cold tea into the cup of the sea,

ocean calling to ocean, the Earth’s top spinning.

As for lightning, it’s a mad god’s hurried signature,

reality the eye-haze of going in and out of dreams,

time and space two dirt roads crossing themselves,

heartbeats like pages flipped in the Book of the Dead,

phantoms reading through the glowing tips of fingers,

the titles underlined in kohl, entire chapters excised,

whole passages smoked out.

              *

I’m telling you slippers

and rhubarb and spice

were once rare on the ground.

About the bang before all other bangs.

I’m telling you this rat-eyed

algebra is heavier than toothpaste.

I’m telling you goats

and beetles and chickens.

And no thinking aloud.

And pigmented water.

              *

Someone is pouring me away.

I hear a drain sucking.

I feel the earth turning

in the heart of my blood.

Clouds form circles,

the sun spinning her gold –

threads for the puppets of heaven,

hairline fractures in the china of time,

sentences of imaginary poets,

or taut fishing line, the body’s

leviathan caught on the hook

of the mind, body and mind

wrestling in mud and in oil,

in the snows of tomorrow,

on hot beach sand,

the rollers eroding memories,

my strength gone out with the tide,

the seasons continuing

their arduous climb.

              *

A virus is winning its pitched contest.

While you were waiting for the lights to change

a gene kicked itself over, an unstoppable mass,

a natural alchemy staking its claim

on whatever burns brightest.

In the warm bath of night

a tiny probability is scaling the heights,

clambering into a battered cell

for a spot of delinquency, a bit of bother,

the executioner delighted 

with the grim task at hand,

its host drained of resources.

              *

Searcher, what flusters you?

Have you lost something dear, 

or is it you who is what’s lost?

Look, and see for the first time

the ecstatic flower all your life

has been spent in wanting,

the alterable fabric of moonlight,

the air’s tenuous string-work,

a lover’s form in the snowfall.

You’re like a fish rushing into a net.

The wolf in you follows the self’s trail.

You go willingly, singing the song 

of the snare, the snare’s drum-song.

A true master, you would answer

to yourself, and to yourself only.

              *

The love song of the seagull,

notes drunk on a stave,

the fog uncurling its fingers,

the strait tucked into bed,

any breeze pulling the fish along

on its stinking bit of string,

a grey morning devolving,

its dank soap opera,

quietude with mass and dimension.

              *

I’m at the edge of the known,

a watery world’s-end,

a geographical ledge and high window.

I’m hanging on tightly,

the Earth turning turning turning,

unable to put into words

the existent honeycomb, the bees’ instances,

thoughts like fireflies, there but not there,

moving to an alien music,

night permanent and everywhere –

the new sun that’s coming a proven liar,

each day an illusion, a moment

under a sunny searchlight

and then the end of the fire.

              *

This is about existence.

And this is about death,

each the other’s shadow,

echo dwelling within echo.

This is about a red fence

and two different waters,

the bone meeting flesh,

death clinging to a breath,

the two like wires entangled

in a goldeny mesh,

one divided by two,

half of the ark’s odd couple,

two locked at the lips and hips,

expanse marrying expanse,

one the colour of dun lions

and its sister the dirt,

like scribbled messages

from the known to the unknown,

mother and darling child

entwined monsters

and the eventual soil parting.

              *

The pub crawl of days into years,

sentience a blip in oblivion,

awareness a death sentence

commuted to life, all minds mad,

the Almighty Troublemaker charged

with reckless abandonment,

the Creator, or so we’re told,

washing his hands of his invention

and very sorry about the suffering,

the flesh’s mortal inconvenience,

the soul branded at conception

with the myth of Original Sin,

the clock-bomb’s incessant ticking

actually itty-bitty footsteps,

a half-creature in a cartoon tip-toeing

comically out of the dragon’s lair,

then straight over a cliff-edge.

              *

The machine, drowning in its sleep,

in a greasy bed of oil and flywheels,

on an altar of metallic charms

from which no god has ever returned.

The machine, its angular mandibles,

feelers flicking like an aerial’s whiplash,

millions of legs, billions of heartbeats,

its voice an airplane crashing.

It begins where mankind ends,

fingers replaced with an alloy claw,

its mind a nest of wound cables and wire,

its purpose to devine the divine;

thundering, sunless, dreamless,

re-inventing itself constantly,

swimming in electrical-blue waters,

praying to the god of the human hand,

despite the obvious tensions.

              *

Sin sat at the edge of the Earth,

twirling its mealy moustache,

dividing moan from groan.

Sin’s eyes twinkled.

It was knitting a handgun,

fondling its pearl handle.

It was sowing teeth,

making a lace of the green sun,

drowning a vague recollection

under a black light,

making a false confession,

the penitents’ heads craning,

seeing under their pall

an infectious discharge,

a dog sinning against a bone,

snails sinning in the foliage,

sin trifled with in both ashen rain

and the light of the sun.

              *

Lover. you’re like a glass

half filled with half-empty,

your moonish mysteries eclipsed

by a floating billboard

advertising denture crème,

your crystal hinges creaking

with ancient stardust lowered

on a filthy string

from the garrets of low heaven.

Or maybe, just maybe,

you’re a real cute chicken,

the henhouse overexposed

to deathly doses of radiation.

Sweeter than a tin bucket

filled with rattlesnakes,

icy death on your breath,

lips permanently puckered 

with lemon juice and alum,

your expression weightless:

part ecstasy, part fury.

She who dresses in the dark,

trying on each sorrow,

but none the right size.

              *

A letter is like a poem that doesn’t get written.

A letter, like a wet dog shivering in a zinc washtub,

which arrives on the doorstep with an enormous god-thump,

just lying there, like indoor-outdoor carpeting, waiting

for an errant sunbeam to come along and snare.

A letter is coming, via Arcturus and Cor Caroli.

It’s got moondust on its silvered hinges,

snowdrifts in some of its most secret places.

It sounds like paper twinges and vociferous inklings.

The letter, in town, accompanied by a bad cheque,

seen to be wayward, often rotten with regrets;

so many things it would like to say over, or not at all.

And quite lithe, able to lick its own envelope,

dodging a left shoe thrown with no less than disgust,

capable of slipping in under any door, 

even with its stamp on upside-down,

its address rain-smudged and hurriedly written.

              *

This is a poem with you in it.

You’re its architect, its rolled blueprint.

You’re the template, the first measure

by which all else is measured.

O ether, as one poem ends the others begin.

And you’re a starling tracing the wind.

Your poem is building itself.

I am just a child, my foot

inside your prodigious footprint.

Your mouth inside of mine.

              *

The new poetry is flint striking flint.

The new poetry is a pail of milk.

Like a grass tower. The ants’ din.

Like icicles sizzling in a frying pan.

Like a Babylonian love song.

The new poetry, as was the old.

Seahorses prancing in the shallows.

A stiletto hidden in ice-cream.

Shoes nailed to a cypress tree.

Those who hear it never return.

Those reading it are sent mad by the gods.

The new poetry, fresh from the oven.

It’s in the margins of the Song of Songs.

It’s steaming letters. Scratched into wet cement.

Launching barbs and furious rockets.

And what has never been written

can never be read.

              *

Nothing is left over.

Whether a burning finger

or dead woman’s dentures,

there’s always a drain 

or black bog we can flush,

there’s always a shaft 

leading to the Earth’s core,

to the source of the cancer,

living garbage come home

to its bug-ugly god,

anthem of waste,

a chemical Molotov cocktail,

the bomb going off

in the bomb-maker’s hand,

these too to be recycled

when the sun goes bang,

when the cosmos booms

and God complains

that he’s through.

              *

One sage, in a plastic raincoat.

Two floozy-like effigies.

Three waistbands in escrow.

Or you can meet me under the horse-blanket,

four eyeholes, a bit of stitching,

indeed, some cross-webbing,

five minutes waiting for a helicopter,

six hickory sticks,

seven, count ‘em, seven ways to Sunday.

Or you can go all-Eskimo,

pushing out the flaming wine barrel,

eight days out of nine agreeing,

ten if you’re lucky,

and you’ve never been, honestly, lucky.

Eleven more reasons to say no.

Twelve, all in a pretty row.

Thirteen, but who’s counting?

              *

I write and drink and die by you.

You pull me out of the wilding river

a fingertip at a time.

You drag me into your hill-house 
and introduce me to your daughters.

              *

Gods playing pinochle with dog-souls.

Gods toying with the laces of the damned.

Gods hurling thunderbolts at a fiery nursery.

The gods made foolish and free.

How they’ve fallen from their celestial perches.

The Magnificent One now a fattened girl.

He Who Cannot Be Seen, a screaming shrub.

The ex-Titans picking shoppers’ pockets,

smoking dust’s bones, murdering life in an alley.

You see, the problem is, they have no religion.

Their faith is a fish in newspaper.

They drag sackfuls of bronze age beliefs behind,

seeking even a single gumball of hope,

their curses cursed with a long echoing,

the wind in their voices pleasing to themselves,

the pleas of the innocents a tainting of breath,

our prayers bringing with them much humour.

              *

To speak his name is to gnaw magma.

The very mention of it is a neck being slit.

His followers walk around with torn mouths.

Their symbol for the nameless one, a pig’s elbow.

They make the sign of the broken finger.

Their facial muscles twitch in divine order.

The one-who-cannot-be-named’s name

was assigned to him by the demonic abyss.

It can only be written in bowels and cicatrices.

We human atoms dare not announce him.

The thought of him destroys men’s minds.

He who’s name is that of a horsehead.

Who’s name is a kitten starved in a thicket,

gobbet of papal semen, arterial blood-shred.

His name, bastard child conceived in a ditch.

Like satanic prayer. Like death swearing.

              *

Someone was banging on a star,

hanging light’s portrait,

making a necklace of sovereign medallions,

little tinfoil cups and saucers

the ghosts of children drink from –

real ghosts, real children,

the quality of reality in question,

what it’s for, what it actually does.

Then a herd of clouds came down

to take a sip at a fountain;

followed by ten thousand hours of languor.

A number of yew trees

were heard to be coughing up

robin redbreasts, birds’ nests, kite bobbins –

like the rustling in coffins,

and the consequences be damned.

              *

Twinkle, little rosebud.

Ride your pony

into the breeze-shaped light.

You are God’s breath

cradled in mint and pine.

Get all what you can

while it’s still warm

and forest-fresh.

Soon the years

are inhaling you whole.

Soon you’re a monkey

in an accident.

Soon you’re a shadow

lying by the side of the road.

God only knows

what happens to your soul.

              *

Between worlds, like a three-footed man.

Going into one sleep and rising in another.

Treading the dark matter of reflection.

Between worlds, shadow inside of shadow,

pebble flying from water to water,

sandgrain tunneling land to land,

photon on a voyage into windy footsteps,

in cahoots with the chain of cosmic instances.

Between worlds. Between two moments

diving from the mind’s high cliffs

into an ocean of impassable air.

Flinging yourself around this impossible corner

light and dark have constructed.

Looking deep within yourself for a signpost,

for a milestone, for a kindly suggestion.

Nothing above you. And nothing below.

              *

Read about a hole in the sky,

that it came to earth with a tiny thud,

the hole that made a hole

where a star used to be,

like a space for rent,

like a fond absence.

It’s in this book about holes.

It’s buried amongst all these letters,

the hole with the Earth inside it,

where outer space used to hide,

ducking out of the bitter solar winds,

marred by the stellar twinklings.

              *

My dream is a stone

in the hand of a stranger.

A fish reciting a poem.

Triumphant dog-bark.

It dwells in someone else’s head,

moody and adolescent,

abandoning the narrative trail,

traipsing forest to forest,

creating peninsulas,

dragging out its feather bed,

shutting its butterfly-mind.

              *

She awoke in another language.

She rented quips. Borrowed a mouth.

When she spoke, birds flew out of her house.

She had a smile riddled with doubt.

Centuries accumulated behind two molars.

She mispronounced root and route.

She said pounds, but she meant ounces.

She repaired pouts.

Each sentence was a blue mountain.

              *

They’ve sprinkled moonglow on my cinnamon.

There’s a shoe on the road reconnoitering Wednesday.

This is a leash with a universe on the end of it.

Then a voice in the marshes insists I make sense.

A fly in a plastic ice-cube begs for reason.

A wisecrack entertains a terrible notion.

              *

There were two dreams bumping heads.

They were discussing life in an elevator,

going up and down in the soul’s veins.

At each floor the doors opened. It was morning.

The mind yawned in the way lions roar.

Sunlight was rolling its yellow ball.

Daybreak was a corner with light turning

every imaginary direction.

One dream said something to the other dream,

their noggins nodding in unison, in four/four time.

Finally the two dreams reached the top of the hour.

They were like glass and mirrors.

If you thought hard about it awhile

there’s a chance you’d recall their passing,

their names long lost in the lemony waves,

noon an ocean of hot sunshine, the two dreams

silenced by the sweep of the day.

              *

I’m writing to you from a tear in a parachute.

I’m informing you of a digital stain,

that you’re attending the death of the declaration.

Its Rosicrucian crush. With continents drifting.

Two rubbery planets in collision,

roaming the incomprehensible flush

of poetry and warm emotion,

a warrior in the story dying none too well.

              *

I went right up to the snow and I said . . . 

I came to a wall of icy breaths.

I came to a sea of ledges,

with a sleighbell-heart, mind of a sledge-runner,

soul of the snowman;

and not one angelic benefaction,

no celestial neighing,

none of your ethereal guff.

Under bleached clouds I ascended.

Beneath the blizzard’s skin.

From zero I go

snow to snow, rolling

snowfield to snowfield,

crippled with cold’s grief,

frost in my hair, my ears, my whiskers,

flying into the arms of a snow-jesus –

like an angel that a schoolboy made

before the wind carried it away.

              *

A stone laughing at a stone.

A post that longs to be a pillar.

A relentless blizzard of high-speed particles.

Snow squalls wiping away footprints.

Big death eating little death.

              *

Reality is unreal.

Reality is a gassy cloud of consciousness.

It’s full of little brown holes.

It works on any number of levels.

It does what it wants and in the way that it wants.

It is divisible; and indivisible.

In a crowd, it could be mistaken for non-reality.

Non-reality is what hasn’t been understood yet,

so there’s a lot of it about.

I’m there now, swimming in quillions

of other realities that are making a water,

a sea of what is and what isn’t,

the substantial and intangible exchanging roles,

abandoning what we refer to as sense.

Where light defines the darkness.

Where darkness is everything, and nothing.

Pure nothing.

              *

Look faster and dream harder –

ignorance is begetting fear.

Fear, soused on the liquors of knowledge.
Wisdom down to its last illusion.

Oozing promise. Shy on bliss.

              *

Love was sucking the eyes out of a moan.

Love was hurling the brick of insults.

You could smell its chalk walls crumbling

under the weight of such huge expectations.

You could taste the metal fatigue of introspection,

the world’s eyes on us like a legion of hands.

In another room, love wrote a love poem to itself.

In a clay bed, love was heard turning its head.

All over town was the stench of genuine yearning.

That’s love mewling in an ash can,

singing flat, soaking in a long bath,

attired in blue hearts and purple apparel.

Love, which is always seen facing south.

Love, red veins afire, its motors purring,

its lips trembling and smoke in its hair.

Never more certain. Never more unsure.

              *

We take you to the outposts of Assyria.

We’re morphing into corn dollies,

the rivers of the world reversing their charms.

Somewhere, a dream is being poured out –

like a shout in a bottle.

Or we’re changing the channel, blind men

in a desert and flogging our mule,

the scent of celery on its honking breath,

a nearby ant in love with the moon,

the future pulling up short.

              *

Bars on the inside of a glass cage.

People feeding themselves to the vultures.

The hand of the monkey ruling a faraway land.

Cover your mouths – the serpents are mating.

Divert your glances – the beetles have discovered

the hidden reality under the insect-o-rama.

In the lost jungle, a lone leaf falls.

Time crawls. Years go by in an instant.

King Silence rules in the last real forest.

The planet shudders.

              *

The map clearly shows a nation

shaped like a soup stain.

The map’s wrinkles are mountains in relief,

unfathomed crevasses into the underworld,

or simply ripples in time.

You fold it, like a restaurant napkin.

You point at it, wondering

about the quality of light there,

about the faraway places

indicated by a circle or a line.

The map represents, on plane surfaces,

a region of the earth or sky.

The map is a metaphor.

The map is a tattoo on the wind’s ass.

In other words, the map is a lie.

              *

Please pardon the excess furniture.

Every effort is being made to shift our focus.

It is a challenge, exchanging a hill for a hill.

Although I feel like a walking lobotomy,

I’m determined to see the project finished;

certainly through to the final stages.

I’m dancing just as fast as I can.

              *

It was night in a single teardrop.

It was noon in the alcoves of Limbo.

It was 3 a.m. for thousands of years.

It was midnight, with a broken rib.

The dark spoke to the hungry god.

The dark rain nipped at a sinew.

I came to in a smoking alleyway.

I came to a deep stone canyon.

There were voices under my skin.

There were tables flying out a bay window.

Then nothing ended for a century.

Then nothing ended.

Then nothing.

              *

Chansons of the chanteuse, mais oui.
A frozen spout in the wind-tunnel of rhyme.

Cowlicks of the gods.

God-spiel, as in accordance with Simple Simon.

Bunches of flak and a load of old hooey.

The misshapen juniper bush and its forgotten berry.

Lip-balm and gassy molecules embracing,

clasping to their chests tightly a forbidden love,

holding to their collective brow a worried rag,

their curved spines glistening with perspiration.

              *

A heave of flesh and a sigh in the bone.

The reliquaries’ trance that’s filling a dark forever.

A corpse hobbles in soil’s night.

It’s up to its eye-holes in breathless vegetation.

It’s playing the fiddle, tunes to the worm,

strained hymns to the blackness.

A green corpse, riddled with madness, scented

sour and sad, the stink of a tom,

like a nodding begonia or towering absence.

I’m thinking of you, who once lived and loved,

who took in long breaths and avowed their passions,

now a gutted seashell, even the sand abandoned

and the tide rising . . . 

              *

Things he said to the wind:

The heart is the source of the soul’s disrepair.

He who rubs two salt grains is next to divine.

A mind of an anthill, the closer the drain.

Ever the poor deserve the luxury of emotions.

Not a lie so much as a fiction of the mouth.

Heaven is a casino in the back yard of hell.

A pen: A fool on one end, and a forest on the other.

Behind every great epigram is a platitude, pushing.

              *

December-song on my lips,

haunting musical passages

sung in the storm’s heart,

stave of hawk-feather,

starlings on the line

lively laundry pegs twerping

the song of nirvana.

Under the night’s bowl,

my tune in need of tuning,

winter’s quiet lament

up and down the octaves,

throat-singing and hawking

ragged chants and mantras,

chopped pop, ragamuffin reggae, 

notations from a libretto

yet to be written,

nightsong in a hard world,

and then day breaking.

              *

The mind of the snowball is withered sedge.

The mind of the snowball is a stone silence.

You travel there via a tenuous sigh.

You enter through a door in the baby moon.

You take the second right after the blue sun.

You can’t miss it.

A thousand times I have been lost there.

A thousand times transformed by the wind.

Into a snow-lined pocket.

Into a mouse plowing out a high drift.

Into an avalanche of diminutive proportions.

The mind of the snowball is thinking.

Not great thoughts, but thoughts nonetheless.

Like a daydream caught in a tiny blizzard.

Like a thin patina of black ice,

so you can’t see that it’s there.

All you’d hear would be snow falling.

A sudden chill, then the voice of a bell,

distant, but clear.

              *

A land of butter

crammed between two mysteries.

Jammed behind a knife-drawer.

Slammed like a screen door,

the four winds peeking in

through a basement window.

A map like a finger stroking camelhair.

A map like a bobby-pin

dropped from a passing jetliner.

The roads snarling over dinner.

The streets tied in a pretty pink bow.

Its borders are viscous,

an entire nation stuffed

into the trunk of burning limo,

like a baseball thrown 

by a former child-star,

flown over a picket fence

and into a neighbouring garden.

              *

A country of air. A nation of smoke,

its story being forged on an unearthly typewriter.

Skies pounding with blue.

A country that changes names, supernal

émigrés crossing over into its sleepy realm,

a land no bigger than an ice chip

scumming a rain barrel, that casts no shadow,

silence its national product, its anthem

soil being turned, its citizens apparitions,

their voices like wind through a veil

A nation of water surrounded by water,

floating six feet above the earth.

The ocean’s basso profundo, where dusk

and daylight collide in a shower of sparkling

stars, the sea hiding in a teapot and tangy 

as fish stew, its grey carpets rolling

out a watery welcome.

              *

Consciousness rises at the foot of a hill,

immigrants rushing the borders

of pure darkness and linear day,

life-deep in the bones of buffalo,

or the soul painting a fence

of inscrutable hexagrams,

or the mind gone down to the waterfall,

walking from Sorrow to Joy,

sewing boundary to margin,

the mind dancing along the brink

and daring night to fall.

              *

A blast of devil’s-breath

and green temples wither.

A brush with the anti-sun

turns the flowers to stone.

Trillions of seeds groan

in the underground.

Satan returns, swaggering in,

a plague of black vapour,

his toxins fog-shaped,

our garden a plane of ice,

acidic permafrost

staining the Olde Worlde,

where animals are bones

stumbling into the nowhere,

the lost wind’s voice

a crying out in the desert,

a slick tide trembling,

stars paying mute witness

to our final despair.

Nothing grows in a red rain.

No one hears the grotesque thunder.

              *

Got me a cool million.

Got me a blue-sky tomorrow

with radiant angels.

Wry elation in a high orbit.

Pi, to the last numeral.

I possess the good thing

living at the top of the stairs.

I own the house of immortals.

I’ve won a new colour.

Folks, it’s all whistles and kisses.

In a storm with so few harbours.

In a world of delicate snowfall.

The universe expanding.

This constant flower growing

among untouchable riches.

Glorious, and hardly diminishing.

Remarkable, not darkening.

Perfection, but undimmed.

              *

The story starts in the middle.

The first chapter combs through the chaos.

Part two is Time’s swirling mist.

The author would like to apologize

for creating a state of suspended disbelief.

For the number of sentences hurt

while building to a climax.

Then a paragraph becomes enraged.

Half-formed characters appear.

They toy with dialogue and emotion.

Two words clash at the bottom of a page.

They find the reader, somewhat confused,

in a field of starry-eyed asterisks.

Now the plot is really cooking.

Sales can be said to be hot.
The book is burning.

              *

History begins under an almond.

It rushes toward a failed prophecy

before having its kinks straightened.

People desire to make sense of this,

drawing lots, choosing colours,

reveling in opiated senses,

building either cesspits or cloudy matters.

              *

Say I’m thinking of an accident,

there’s a crashed sedan on its side,

its wheels smoking and spinning.

Or my mind wanders into a lost garden,

encountering an elderly man, his throat burning,

bluebirds singing in the vines of his eyes,

music pouring from the untilled earth,

foxes barking at a puddle of blood,

the view of the rose nothing less than spectacular;

only to awake on a string cot,

the distances obscured by donkeys and bears,

people like apes, apes like people,

sleep’s balm escaping like a gas leak

or a butterfly caught on the mills of the wind.

              *

Southampton, via the moon.

The funhouse at the edge of light.

The pier’s stink perpetually yearning.

The stars sinking like a bag of nails.

I remember little of the night in question,

a county of owls hitch-hiking,

a bit about a comic’s silent stint,

the latest issue of The Cerealologist,

three miles of road inside every mile,

the sea throwing roses at our feet,

the sea not the sea, but the idea of sea,

what sea-ness ought to be like.

I remember what I want to remember,

three lads named Paul and I

caravanning over limey countryside,

navigating by ancient starlight,

chit-chat of crop circles and cider,

darkness putting down its shadow,

the man-made earthen mound looming,

scraping night’s tufted underbelly,

time’s breath sealed in its moldy tomb,

the million handfuls of soil giant.

              *

Good-night cruel sleep, its fish gasping Oh.

Sound soft sleep, the origin of yawns

stirring its thick brew, the tongue’s languour,

the blood’s torpor, birds sleeping

at the top of the earth, singing sweet songs

to the crib of an ear, a bedtime story

for the sore of heart, sleep hushing the dead

in their blood-warm pyjamas, straw effigies

in a fiery bed, the child terrified of the mind’s dark,

of death’s life-long rehearsal.

              *

Little nightmare.

Leaf in the wind. Stone on a road.

Nocturnal underthought.

There, on the outskirts of a big night.

There, in a dark dark corner.

Spawn of rough-house chemistry.

Dreamy symbiotic. Terror’s winnowing.

Question made answer.

Pepper seed in the soul’s soul.

Brain-candle, with a blood-red core.

Banished to sleep’s fair realm.

Who is it haunting the spooks in a bed?

The littlest nightmare, screaming quietly.

The head’s doctor, its cure its curse.

Its icy voice wasted in light.

Its heart-wrenched mirror.

Its lesson an anthracite dread.

With two messages in mind,

being one of hope and one of horror.

              *

I put on a toe, my teeth, an elbow.

I climb into a storm of wet leaves,

flying over the ceiling’s other sky,

soaring in tilth and corn stubble.

There’s a planet in my head.

It resembles the sound two sounds make

rubbing out a word or the shuffling

of old feet in tired slippers.

I’m walking in a rain

of broken haloes and actors’ cues.

I resemble a drop of vinegar.

I’m dissembled by a passing demonology,

soaked with wonders through and through,

sodden as a yellow pencil.

The harbour is a burnt mirror

that teardrops and held-in breaths rush up to.

There’s fisticuffs and wine.

Night is dealing a straight flush in diamonds.

A voice is twisting in my ear, a page turning;

the last few snarls of parables 

departing and warm.

              *

Canaanites, Phoenicians, Philistines,

all dust with the dust,

all greeted by death’s grin

long before history was invented.

Why are we born when we die?

Why are the countless atoms moving

to the tide of what can and cannot be?

When pain is constant.

When breaths stab

and upon our eyes is a sharp twinge.

Still we smile, the smile of the ages.

Birth entering the ring,

death sharpening its stiletto,

all this busy, petty stuff

a moment of madness.

Then it too passes.

              *

The past is history.

The last century

walked into a desert

and never returned.

The past begins now.

It is an unmade bed.

A city of dark rooms.

Tree rings and sediment

are its books and bones.

I marry its sand.

I carry snippets 

of the bygone eras.

The present moment

is a choke-hold.

The future is dream pie,

time making me small,

smaller than small.

So I’m forced to bury 

things, events, people; 

right up to the eyeballs.

I may be going 

to the grave, but I am

not dancing.

              *

I’ve been talking to a crack in an iron gate,

to hands tied behind a chair,

to the exhalations in God’s keyhole.

My patience is being tried by this baby-chasm,

the one next door to the mouse’s ear,

where Alexander’s hidden his golden sandal,

the cavern of glass where an oracle resides,

her voice like paper being torn by the wind,

being ripped for countless millennia.

              *

Let’s speak of how we came together,

tangents on a planed surface,

estranged twins disjointed by twisted fate,

odd creatures abducted by a passing circus,

two prisoners in the world’s cell,

all the people of the good earth

waking in the same small bed,

sharing a morsel, a tin cup of brackish water,

pawning the children’s children,

murdering a final few breaths,

killing love, oblivion waiting,

its wings ruffled and dread.

              *

I close the door a thousand ways.

I carry on leaving a house

which consists of a number of numbers.

Years collapse. The key under the mat

becomes a tooth under a pillow.

Earth collects its shadows. My life 

is a jar I’m filling with spare atoms.

I’m pouring out of a mathematical

construction, a room where two plus

two equals two by four, a door

you open by shutting, like an eye, say,

or front cover of a bible. I’m half

way in and partwise out. A cool wind

waltzes around a raggedy keyhole.

The sun marvels on the lawn. It’s like

nine divided by three or seven plus

never or less subtracted from more.

I carry the five. I continue leaving.

              *

My self-portrait has too much paint

in places, or there’s not enough canvas.

My self-portrait has lodged itself

into the porticoes of heaven.

You can almost smell the flowers in my hair.

You can practically feel the fingers.

My self-portrait has altitude sickness.

It was cobbled together in a high wind.

Those aren’t my eyes, those are smudges

going back and forth through time’s portal.

That napalmed jungle was a recent coiffure.

I’m framed by the best of intentions.

My self-portrait, but of another man

on another world in another’s lifetime.

On a wall hanging from a nail,

each brush stroke a thought in my head.

I’ve signed it with my thousandth hand.

The red is mare’s blood.

The black is eternally damned.

              *

I ask only for an alchemical cologne.

For the witch-hand stirring blood-stew.

For the signet ring’s lasting impression.

I ask only for the sheen of Buddha’s brow.

A dish of water for my rabid dog.

A brief glimpse into the heart of the mountain.

All I want is a door in the light-slit

so I can unbutton a few of these fumes,

to come and go as one pleases,

making my daily rounds, taking a little bit

out of the Earth, putting a little back in,

the scales on my eyes balanced.

              *

Gone under a knife. Seeping money.

Given birth. Giving death its wide berth.

Taking measures. Paying toll. Grinding a crust.

Burning like phosphorous and magnesium.

Bombs in your mind. A war on your brow.

Life pushing its way to the front of the queue.

The heart beating itself senseless.

The story of your soul, its theory

gone off wandering in a deep valley,

time doing its star turn, and everybody hurting.

              *

She’s building a shadow.

She’s crawling in and out of herself.

She blows at the sky, a waif-thing

juggling mud in a hog’s pen,

running wild in a strange house,

one that’s without corners.

Or she’s re-inventing the sigh,

strung out on a whimper and a moan,

shouts caught on her larynx,

commiserations hanging from a lip,

from their small and ruby kisses.

Can’t get her out of my hair,

the girl with the iron thorn

in her hand, who’s voice is making

a cage of hounds baying.

The girl with the sword

through her mind –

an allegorical sword, mind you.

              *

I was looking for a good thing.

I was tempting fate with chocolate and ribbons.

I was blushing and shy, turning a deep red,

sipping politely from my cup of spittle,

nodding and grinning from time to time,

doing the wrong things for the right reasons,

at the right time, but in the wrong way.

I was tempting the impossible.

              *

I wish for a rainbow in the soul’s kitchen.

I wish for the moon in night’s pocket.

I wish infinity would take a little breather.

That eternity would lighten up a bit.

For a candy-red Italian sports car.

I wish for Nothingness.

For a flaming mind-set. For a life-sized ism.

I wish for dancing apes and the secret of fire.

For some ease in the productions of Rhyme.

And a romp in the gladiolas.

I require adulation and pie.

I desire the patience of a stone spider.

I wish you peace.

That when death arrives it whispers.

              *

I said to the snow you know

there’s somewhere warm

you can go and the snow replied

blow blow blow

the dear snowflakes falling

a squall brawling

furious flurries

hurrying off somewhere

in the arctic air

but not there

not here not where

I’d first suggested.

              *

You’re in a dark place.

Night’s deadliest colours can’t compare

with light’s utter destruction.

You feel among black lace

and blacker foam.

A tower of hands, you touch

what you can reach, and nothing less.

Time becomes stone-still,

in league with darkness

spreading its void stain.

You begin seeing through your skin.

With eyes like two blank eggs,

you begin seeing.

              *

Would you just look at me,

a ghost in the hailstorm,

a feather lost at sea,

a hint dropping its stitches.

I’m all windpipe and downy talons.

Remember the scarecrow

scattered to the wind? Like that.

Or I’m a damp sponge with the sniffles.

Like a wisp
of furling incense fumes.

Like teeth chattering.

I’m an old phantom,

with nowhere to go and nothing

to do when I get there.

More and more I get little.

I feel less and less

a part of this world.

You certain things –

please pardon my passing.

              *

Dancer, abandon the dance.

Slip out of that wet hollow

and onto some dry land.

Employ the mole’s jargon.

Listen out for the spectral hisses.

Ballerina. Bouncer. Chancer.

Come down from that tree limb.

There’s moss on the dance floor.

A barnacle’s caresses.

Better we paint rainbows

or learn how to sew

flowery party dresses.

Oh dancer, the danger

is relatively relative.

It’s you who’s the stranger.

              *

The weather along Shaftesbury Avenue

folds parameters and verbs,

guards the newsvendor,

attempts forays into the passionate.

There’s weather everywhere.

Skies the colour of bruised snowdrifts.

Sunshowers coming on like a drug.

Besotten lightning undoing a zipper.

Hailstones in its hair-do.

It’s just bumped me in the head.

It’s battering the kittens.

That’s the weather chewing a cud,

champing on the rag of indifference,

gnawing the set bones of the Earth,

the knuckles of land meeting water.

Air is fuel for the sun’s engine . . . 

So drink the sweet mercury of rainwater.

Take a long sun-bath.

Make a new word out of the wind.

              *

Perhaps Paris sneezed and Helen tittered.

Perhaps a voice in the frogpond. Or the snow wept.

Nothing is certain at a distance.

From this spell, nothing is written.

It’s where the science of coal meets pi’s religion.

This is bedlam’s feather.

The germ exposing a nebula to a harsher reality.

A bubble crushed by cruel opinion.

It starts in your hands, you’ve probably noticed.

It begins in a little backwater township.

In a rock factory. At the mouth of a lazy channel.

It appears under the rosebushes fully formed.

A bullfinch’s mind and a bullfrog in song.

A catastrophe of an inchling’s proportions.

A cartoon ruse. A wolf’s sputtering fuse.

Like a rockslide enraged with a garbage scow.

Like a rain of breaking glass or a walk on the sun.

Like that. But different.

              *

You’re part of the moon’s broth.

You’ve invented the soapberry,

fashioning snipes and snapdragons,

editing a new morning

from excess verbiage and foliage,

It’s your Earth we’re making,

every stone potential godhead,

every sand grain a star-seed,

every ocean a well.

You’re pulling a cosmos from oats.

You’re combing the sun’s hair.

You’re conjuring air out of pure air.

All night you’ve been sewing

the planet’s new slippers.

Out of your huge oven comes

all sorts of gingerbread men.

Your hand is designing my hand.

I’m one of your finest inventions.

             *

How about a firestorm and N’s glass trousers?

Or perhaps a psychrophile. Or a proton decaying.

I can see an eye the size of two or three skies.

A lonely pill bottle and death-ray stare.

Samples carved from a broad cloth of light.

Or it’s a honeyjar that’s about to take wing.

It’s a petrol-bomb bumming dimes in a bus station.

A volley of gunfire chanting ‘U.S.A.’.

Then how about a sharp rag or cup of bent hair?

The paper sideboard where Harpies once dined.

Or a couple of frosty space-bubbles

doing death’s beastly hand-jive.

That’s what it’s like, a boisterous chortle

submerged under a lime-green bowling lawn

or pigs’ screams in an industrial meat-house.

It’s an unsightly gash in the fabric of time.

It’s a glass half filled with half-empty.

Novella-shadow. The brink of a postcard.

Floral sighs and delightful festooning.

Like a long pause among unearthly ruins.

Like cricket-chirp. Or a lint sarcophagus.

              *

I had wheels on my feet.

One of my shadows

was sunning itself in the dark.

Time sucked on my ring-finger.

A blackboard appeared

in a roomful of smoke and cinders.

Catullus, Villon and Brecht

hurled various insults

from a table of set fractals.

Then I entered a junk shrine,

a temple of hair.

The password was nylon.

Of course this poem

is about my mother’s death

and sister’s tragedies.

It’s about my father

and his cruel hands.

Of course, this is a poem

about everything, all of the time.

              *

I’m writing through the back of my hand.

A letter of sub-earthen turmoil.

I’m laid out in the frost-driven lichen,

the Earl of Spoons decomposing a poem.

I’m writing ‘I love’, a doubtful sentiment.

At each stroke of the pen an empire feels.

I’m thinking like pencils.

I’m sending you a lacey birdcage.

A note weighed down with sediment.

I’m lying in owl’s clover.

You recognize the implosive signature.

Each page is drenched in rare perfumes.

I’ve sealed it with a kiss and a crowbar.

A letter to the pigs’ moon.

A shortcut through the sea of reeds.

I’m writing the word penmanship

then wracking my brain for a rhyme.

I’m scribbling on an iota, writing ‘forever’,

but I’ve run out of time.

              *

Part of my soul is asleep in the blueberry bowl.

Part of my soul is an African dewdrop.

It’s left its imprint in sunlight and wind.

It’s strolling alongside an emerald sigh.

The soul defies comprehension.

That it washes its feet in the sea.

That it is beautiful,

beyond any notion of what beauty might be.

Soul, the many things the one thing,

swarming round the all-mother of bees,

dipping its hair in a mountain stream,

buffing the sable’s fur-gleam,

half way between concrete and a scream.

So part of my soul is caught on the throat’s hook.

The rest is moonlight underwater.

It’s divisible, but undivided. The soul is free.

That it’s partly of you. And it’s partly of me.

              *

A wolf howling in my sternum.

There’s a tombstone in my chest

and each breath is the tearing of ribbons.

Below my ribs are death’s keepsakes.

Beneath my skin is a bone tattoo.

Under me, the pulsating Nothingness.

I was assembled by a flock of hands;

which would explain the vast expanses

My thoughts turn on a magnificent lathe.

There’s a schoolhouse fallen down in my head,

a tower of sublingual chatter.

In my throat, cries of submission.

In my blood, molecular galleons

bearing gold and the promise of pox.

In my eyes, the night’s vision,

where I see twenty mile high letters

and the stars misspelled.

Every possible blue an implausible purple.

              *

Up in the velour hills, a monastery

composed of thoughts and wishes,

incense dawdling in the walls and windows,

silence sculpting a fever-dream

out of ungodly apparitions.

Where sin is asking tough questions

the infinite hurt is trying to answer.

And that’s some spicy prayer on their breaths.

That’s some demon in the lignum vitae.

And for angels – protozoa with blackened haloes.

Believe what you will, what you can;

heaven the exactness of hell.

              *

Mystics closing in on an outraged spikenard,

who’ve a taut leash on their passions,

My brethren, veterans of the rosary wars,

their psalms ringing in the belfry.

Blessed victims of celestial mudslides.

Survivors of The Fall. The stuff of legends.

That sound you hear is them nibbling on the Holy One.

That smell is the stink

of moldering souls in arrears.

These are the Lord’s beekeepers.

But what you snack on, little Junebug,

is not the taste of honey.

              *

Earth was going to Hades in a bone-basket.

The townspeople were assembling the perfect fear.

A black snow, like spurious fallout.

On their eyes grew a thick and blank sleep.

Days such as these we turn a little mad.

We stop to kick off our shoes, let go a few rounds.

We’re at the end of a string,

half way between the stars and excrement.

In a lull only violence transcends.

Losing a hand. A right leg up to the knee.

Sacrificing a good son. The last daughter.

Throwing money under a burning wheel;

but that bomb is coming and our terror’s sublime.

              *

The world is too much at times.

Or there’s a curse on my mind,

one placed there by a fallen angel

or angry god or bloodied universe.

And so much to mention

we leave the most of it out,

setting aside our personal hells

for the narcotics of a heaven.

And sleep our sweetest valentine.

The world is a no-thing.

A lost gem in the darkness.

It’s book is written quite well:

I’ve seen how it ends.

              *

One day on the sun is equivalent to a bucket of raspberries.

Knuckles were once thought the seat of the divine.

Music was invented by sea slugs colliding over centuries.

A mountain’s thoughts are like two years of electricity.

Rome was born on a train traveling from Istanbul’s party.

Kant never existed, created by ad men back in ’79.

The word scullery was raised on plum porridge and rice.

Scientists suggest astroparticles are in fact dainty morsels.

Time is indeed the gods weeping into their satinette hankies.

              *

To the left of me is a golden lamp,

to my right, an invisible city.

Everywhere I go I am greeted by the souls

of lost frontiersmen, by an ancient light

the Prime Angel considers her sole water.

All my life the word has been pouring

through me like a hot wine.

And love, love has abandoned the Lower Precepts

for some finer air, for a break

in the constant battle between Triumph and Care.

All around me the truth reverberates

and eternity lies fractious, the ethereal

and physical locked in metaphysical struggle.

All around me is mind, mind like a mind

or the truth’s metaphor.

              *

A brief chat with pain.

Hearing again its relentless promises.

Trading jibes and courtesies.

Gossiping salt and iodine.

Exchanging hurtful glances and vows.

The conversation becoming an interview,

the interview an inquisition,

and the inquisition pure torture.

Comparing scars like notes,

weighing separate agonies,

joking, “A little pain

never hurt anybody,”

but it shall, and it does.

Discussion over.

              *

An odd noise clinging to a trolley track.

Smothered in hot spices and chili.

Steering a juggernaut around a parking lot.

Brushing insects from its scraggly hair.

Ogling the wet-nurse’s stocking-top.

That takes quick naps in a laundry hamper,

shadow-boxing its own ridiculous balloon-head.

It’s when two sounds collide violently over centuries,

that’s the noise you may or may not be hearing.

It’s its own island and inhabits a small pension.

It stinks like muskrats under the veranda.

It’s pawned the residues of lilies and desire.

Be still, the noise is thinking of tin,

about a constant thumping, its obvious failings.

A noise before all others.

The noise of countless wishes expiring.

You’ll never look as deeply into such blue eyes.

You’ve never seen an orange peeled so provocatively.

My friend, you ain’t seen nothing like it.

              *

After the apocalypse, a superwind.

After the apocalypse, an unceasing absence,

our last few words graven in stone.

And much room for improvement.

That’s when the blackened roots of our demise

reach into an even blacker sky.

And no mention of the absolute silence.

The apocalypse, last book in a new testament. 

When raggedy-assed spirits return

to argue with demons over remnants

of what might have once been you or I.

Neither prophetic disclosure nor a revelation,
but a final concession to pain.

The end to death and war and love

via eradication of humankind;

sufferance entered into unearthly quarters.

              *

The invisible houses. A village in splinters.

This nation, cold and sweet as God’s water,

our planet a windblown speck in a moth-eaten storm,

the solar system Time’s bauble, a portable cosmos

and how it appears at a great distance.

Or zoom back in, to a room in the world,

focusing on a breath, a single tear’s stain on a pillow,

its exact formula for salt, hurt and want,

examining closely the individual molecules,

the atomic fields of energy contained therein.

Then returning to the point where pen meets paper,

yo-yoing out of one dimension into another,

bouncing from an unknown to other unknown,

concluding there’s no such thing as a reality,

that only Nothing is real.
              *

A poem about dragons and rabbit snares.

There’s an ogre in it drawing a pyramid,

a fold in the Earth, but no one to see this,

to say what they’ve seen.

A poem abandoning its principles.

That longs to be an origami dove

or go square-dancing with cherubs.

Part of this so-called poem

is rubbing another part of itself out.

Now it’s a poem about asteroids and pill bottles,

the author unnamed, unloved, unnoticed,

who’s found work, nine to five,

who’s gone on to higher education.

So be very quiet now, the poem is revising itself.

It’s no longer willing to submit

to any further humiliation.

Move along, folks, there’s no more to see here.

The poem is finished. We’re through.

              *

I’m not here. I’m over the moon.

On the wrong end of the sorry stick.

Under the heel of a wicked master.

A cricket’s new shoes. Eagles darning a feather.

While I’m off killing the hydra, sawing a head.

I‘m away on business. Serious business.

Or I’m someone else.

A peasant digging spuds and jealous husband.

An ancient cosmonaut. A court jester. God’s baker.

I’m a hunger pang. A crick in the neck.

A hollow bullet with your name on it.

I’ve gone missing from myself.

Like nude language. Or a kiss on the breath.

Like winter’s shadows.

              *

The hand’s shadow follows it closely.

Through Pin Forest. Around mountains that sigh,

that hold in God’s breath and shudder.

It’s the hand’s reflection admiring itself.

A single image seen in multiple ways,

crying out, “Come in, little burden,

we welcome you home.”

Ghost of a hand. A shade drawn

by another hand; by yet another.

The spirit of digitis impudicus.

It’s cold grip. Its icy finger.

The one pointing at the map of man

then pulling out its eyelashes,

poking at a knuckle made carbon by fire,

made crooked and beckoning.

“Come forward little man,” it says,

“And let’s see what you’re made of.”

Twin of the hand. Its mother’s secret.

The sibling sent to a rival camp.

The hand’s wedding, where it marries itself.

But the honeymoon is over.

              *

I’m all at sea in a cup,

bright sayings an offence to me,

a clever spark a crime against nature,

whole jungles a smoking char,

cities enflamed, mankind-of a travesty,

an ironic parody of godhead.

We once were angels shooting the breeze

of impossible purples, light’s pun 

in vapour, clay and guttering;

who now find flesh pleasantly disturbing,

to be appealingly provocative, enticingly wicked.

The waters of the soul run down to the sea,

every crime a crime against humanity,

every hurt or slight a mote in the god-eye,

every tear a planet of magma and brine.

              *

Like shit through a goose, the hour is dread.

Focus instead on a necklace of burnt effigies

or the urge to kill Christ.

Swing for a horse rather than a dollar.

But isn’t there some middle way?

No, says an industrialist, blood in his eye.

Or yes, if the punishment were to fit the crime

or was eight million stories long

and all things Egyptian were to come into style.

Other than that, a damned good leeching

and poultice of boar’s vomit,

sinners, both sinned against and sinning,

doing solitary standing on their heads,

emblazoned with a scarlet letter,

completing a long stretch in the prison library,

no sin going unrewarded.

              *

A germ lurking in a moist crevice,

its own mother and father

and dividing itself into long math.

No germ’s masterpiece or squirming anthem.

No famed germ or germy invention.

And its close-up bordering on the satanic.

Try to imagine a germ’s physics

or how it figures a third dimension.

Picture this tiny knot of nightmares

scurrying past the door of your soul.

Like an infectious last supper,

the germ munching molecular matter.

A legion of bacterial orcs –

like A-bombs in the bloodstream.

Every fop and sot and harlequin

plays host to the uninvited, les invisibles.

Small wonder I wash my hands,

pray nightly, spit at the sea.

It’s just sitting there, on the babe’s lips.

Like a wolf at the wedding.

              *

We’re taken back in time to the first stone,

to the breach birth of the Primal Atom.

Before God’s god and the primordial wisecracks.

Before the cosmos forged clouds of iron and tears

and light began its cute little shimmy.

There’s nothing but nothing, inside and out,

dust attracting dust, fire forming, the start of darkness.

Where, out of smoke, mind and heaven are formed.

Then Now arrives, departing in a flash of instances.

We’re being flung wholesale through the present

and into one of those distant and unimaginable futures.

Pulling Love along. Taking with us Life’s story.

Carrying the last remnant of a soul

and a final thought’s rounded fragments.

Without lifting an eyebrow we come to our end.

              *

Write about light rushing into the Earth’s arms.

Calmly execute life’s sentence.

Talk about a need for silence and gags.

You see it’s a very short story, this world,

a number of things going unsaid or hinted at –

in the way wind describes trees and brushfires

or the humming of angels.

It’s another rainy legend  told ‘round the stove.

The making of monkeys into men.

A running commentary on psychic wellbeing

and rogue state of emotions.

It’s like whispering too loudly

or starting an argument in an empty church.

A whole book in the margins.

But you enjoy long walks and conversation.

We saw you addressing the Vox Angelica herself.

You were debating motion, a movement passing

through one of your rare dreams.

You were said to be shouting

over the roar of motors and moments,

your hand cupped to a tin ear

and tying, uncarefully, a tongue.

              *

Pulsations wired to the sensate.

You don’t end at the skin, you begin

your long feeling toward faux Nirvana.

You journey inwardly, a byte and a bit,

the human/electronic whim,

where God is a button

and His word is a sine.

It’s the illusion of magic.

Head-doctor E, the dream implants

are moving on a screen.

I’m sensing the Great Nothing,

a grey-green sea of information,

blue sparks joined to uber-mind,

wiry tendrils linking light-speed

to the oversoul of phantasms.

A kind of consciousness,

but with no conscience.

A sort of life, but without the living.

              *

Making life.

A few pelvic thrusts and it’s done,

quick as you like, a night of sin

and a bun’s in the oven,

one marked with B for baby and me,

breeding our right, and not a privilege.

And dying is easy too,

holding in a breath for a few hours,

head divorcing a neck, lungs drowning,

humankind the gods of God

playing fast and loose with the concept

of impermanent conception.

              *

You need a quick fathering.

Some moody altitude.

Ample and numerous pressings.

Never mind what the cat said,

you need your prunes tuned

and a damned good mooning.

What you want is a square world

and a rounded pyramid.

An aerial salute to the soul of the maroon.

Me, I like a good sneeze, but you,

you want a tidal bore and palm salad.

You could use a bloody hard shellacking

and a few barbs and thistles.

You need a luminous masthead

and some platinum knickers.

And another chance at being hog-smitten.

But don’t look to me 

for the source of your river,

I haven’t a knuckle to spare.

This is a journey you make alone.

You’re almost, if not quite, forgiven.

              *

A physical farce in the house of infection.

Your candy-red heart in claws.

Bad water rising in the body’s lowlands.

Why not play doctor, practicing a small death?

Let age write out a final prescription,

your pretty little pillbox filled 

with purple suns, cerise comets, black moons;

all of misery’s delightful concoctions.

That jigsaw of bones hung in the physician’s office.

That disembodied cough flying land to land.

That lung-shaped stain on a white cotton hanky.

And soon, a bubble in the veins,

the surgeon sharpening his trusted scalpel.

Patience, he says, I’d rather you felt awful

than felt nothing at all.

Barber! I cry out in my medicinal bed.

Heal me through the wrap of bloodied bandages.

Pierce the skin with a silvery needle.

Dilute every tincture with a bottle of rum.

Find, with life being fatal, that there is no cure.

              *

Always I come to a wall of terrible thinking.

Always I make marks,

and these represent the idea of words,

great thoughts as sure and noisome

as blacksmiths hammering tin,

building their false god with every purchase.

              *

No forest without wood or green hinting.

No city without nails and mud-plaster.

There’s no darkness in light.

That to have a thing implies a having-not.

Like an abundance of droughts, say,

absence in balance with presence,

water finding its level, it’s said,

even a leaf going eyeball

to eyeball with sunny equilibrium.

Meanwhile in a room,

a jungle of jumbled belongings

and heartfelt misgivings.

The wind chiseling,

words like fingers gouging the ether,

an ill-conceived mind its own misconception;

so that’s us scuttled.

              *

Waitress, I can’t swallow this coffee.

Waiter, why’s this biscuit moving?

There’s too much sex in my soup.

Which reminds me of blue stew in a food-fight.

A busy restaurant in Ghost Town.

A lucent diner underneath Hell’s ocean.

So yes, I’ll have the mouse porridge,

plum-on-a-skewer, dog’s breath, lighly sautéed,

and a steaming side dish of shoe.

My wife would like the incurred wrath,

glaring instabilities, very rare,

and a salad of flowering notions.

And then we ordered more pudding.

We sent it crying back to the kitchen.

We didn’t complain about the service though,

because there, poco a poco, wasn’t any.

Just the maitre de. And his errant hair.

              *

I’m reading porcupines were once considered

manifestations of the creative principle.

That hares are the souls of grandmothers.

How weasels bring life from the dead

and fireflies signify diligence.

I’m lying here and I’m reading

caterpillars were thought to be Satan’s tears

and butterflies were souls and witches.

It says the ant is the serpent’s messenger.

That a bat in the house means rainy weather.

It’s raining now, and I’m reading in bed.

That in a wolf’s eyes are lamps

lit by the very devil himself

and bees are the tears of the sun-god Ra.

How bears represent God’s vengeance.

Who knew the mouse symbolized Apollo,

the panther Osiris, and the goat Aphrodite?

Lying in late and reading the badger

is the symbol of dark arts and deception.

Seeing how our long covenant was broken.

              *

I’m a deliberate artist. And really surreal.

I have a serious sense of humour.

I perceive, ultimately, misperceptions

and am coming out at the elbows.

Somebody’s asking me for a story,

one beginning among cloudy uncertainties,

actual characters possessing fictional charms,

a storyline of gum and postal string,

a happy twist-ending in the rubble and rime.

Dear reader, my brief biography.

With ample longings and loathing.

Gifts of good and evil in equal turns.

A casual leaning toward illogic.

The usual sprinkling of damned profanity.

And plentiful rope-burns.

Because I’m writing in a lime pit,

a satirical tragedy tinted with brine.

I’m rising in curlicues of incense.

A life made up of other, smaller, lives.

One life, but with a sudden end to it.

Or mighty denouement.

              *

The first sentence contains subtle nuances.

These may be explored at your leisure.

The third sentence is to be fully exploited,

which takes us directly to the fourth line.

(And, if you turn to your immediate right,

the Pliocene Era, seasoned with a sad irony.)

On to sentence number (lucky) seven.

Deeper, even our local spelunker edgy.

A ninth line, sometimes referred to as Elvira,

the reasons for which lost to antiquity.

But still the curious mind enquires.

Twelve months, apostles, sentences.

(And this one, which we’ve agreed doesn’t exist)

Or the makings of a trite sonnet.

              *

In those days the moon went by another name

and stars had vertical striping. Yesteryear was

merely eye-twinkle then, the Devil, or so we 

were told, sleeping, God, or what God is meant

to be, yet to be invented. Back then the Ancients

weren’t even shaving, with only a few chest hairs

and the odd hankering for flesh. Of course all of

this was before the world broke open and trouble

flew through the night, before God twirled and

sin was our finest creation.

              *

I’m older than that. I’m older than time

and the god of the ants. Than the first halo.

Mother, my light. Fathered in darkness,

the cosmos an idea when I came in,

a black hole in my ur-soul, heaven a theory,

and hell yet to be invented.

I came first, before the chicken or the egg.

They broke the mold, then they made me.

I said before any, “Adam, you need a damn good gal.”

I’m myth. Like Proteus.

With so much to recall. And the others fallen.

              *

Finally the gods were reduced to odd bits of glitter,

less substantial than a handful of jeers,

and so light a single pharaoh ant could lift them.

They’ve lain down in the hay, becoming golden stalks.

They reside in funnel webs. In a convergence of ditches.

They are the self contained, a light-beam their prison.

When the gods are angry now, only the crickets listen.

The ages forged a path, all else forgotten.

Idylls in tatters, the gods still think in hallucinations.

They still dress in the camouflage of human emotion,

in a patina of lichen and mossy god-skin,

chimeras chirping in their hair-pieces, shod in slippers

sewn from centuries of decadence and sin.

Still they pine for the occasional phantasmagoria.

Still they miss the black wines of power.

Which is what their despair is, this winter chill in the air.

Time is playing their god-bones like broken instruments.

No longer are we at the whim of the gods’ laughter,

the stars blowing through them like poems made of wind.

              *

I’m sketching interplanetary gumballs here.

I’m drawing water, pitcher-perfect.

I’m painting tomorrow in Rome

and two lightning bolts mashing the dim Mysterium.

It’s a picture of the Shah in Phoenix.

A hypothetical conundrum. The parson’s earlobe.

I’m drawing on all my experience.

A portrait of a fetterbush smooching lamp-black.

A landscape, but without any land in it.

A still life of an Atlantean fruitbowl

exercising its various deceptions.

I’m painting a nude abstraction hurriedly,

trying to catch the dying light,

working on a new line in perspectives.

What began as a doodle of lake Superior

has taken on monstrous proportions.

But it’s art, for chrissake; I’m expressing myself.

My favourite medium is language.

My favourite language is water.

My favourite water is fire.

              *

I wouldn’t want to fudge with the fuss,

muck with the fluxion, bobble equations,

topple poise and/or counterpoise.

I wouldn’t want to screw with the system,

undoing the Do, or tamper with the temperature.

Whether saint or screwball, prince or pawn,

I didn’t come to botch up a delicate symmetry,

the levels of scarcity and fragile surplus.

I’ll not be upsetting your darling applecart.

What’s a little entropy anyhow? A bit of chaos?

I won’t even mention the slight fault in equilibrium,

the gathering forces of an indirect opposition,

the counterweights in counterbalance.

It all comes out in the wash, they say.

I’m not the message or the messenger.

And still it all works out. In the end.

              *

Putting a circle around chaos,

turmoil back in its pen,

a ramblin’ rose in the garden of Even,

a servant to time, loyal to his faceless master.

Waking in Morningland, an ape in its tired expanses.

All night I dreamt of waking, of falling into sleep;

then the startled sobriety of a stark cell, drying out

after sleep’s binge, wakefulness a godawful hangover

after sleep’s weightless stupor, before gravity’s shore.

I’m drawing a line in the metaphorical sand.

Morning is when to divorce sense from nonsense.

Light’s clearing-house and personal auction.

The big Now, when I question death, life and fact,

exploring a number of truisms,

the what is and isn’t of what can and can’t,

a new day like a leaf of virgin foolscap,

where one writes a physical and emotional inventory,

an actual systems-check and counting of fingers and toes,

bidding a ‘good day’, wading into warm shallows,

the mists clearing and seeing, for the first time, the sea.

              *

A city adrift  . . . 

Between stargleam and some earthen bits

a city arose, an updraft, an ember,

a flower floating over the world’s myth,

a stone and steel bubble.

It’s shadow crossed palms,

touched the savant, wafting over Limbo.

A shadow shaped like a city

flew out of the ground.

Diamonds cut sky-glass, scratching.

Cherubs slung ribbons.

Crystal spiders harrowed the concrete fly.

Yes, it was that ridiculous,

a city in the air and not a single Harpy

to assist with it, not a wire

shifting in the lift and drag.

Just a few uncomplicated birds

eyeballing a hard cloud, a rainbow 

complaining about the loss of innocence,

the city itself unaware of both the rapture

and its slowed ascension; Heaven being

that rumour, that warning, that vow.

              *

I swear on my blood, apparitions making love,

spook on spectre, and a wind out of elsewhere.

In my mind’s eye, the eye of the mind.

On my brain, a conspiracy of water.

I inhabit the heart of a flea,

hog-tied in a rope made of old souls,

moonstruck and partially spellbound.

So each wave on each sea is a fiery notion.

Dust is a sweep of jittery houses.

In every speck is a bottled Orion, jarring.

Believe you me, I have an insight,

a bad-boy poet nursing verses and curses,

the untouchable one, but touched in the head,

blackguard mutant of magic and sex.

It’s the gift of prophecy, so help me.

Cross my heart, I feel the Earth turning

and can read the thoughts of planets and stars;

which are sheep, I think, and their shepherd is far.

              *

The moon made me up.

I was created by stars

and their starry essences,

Cosmos & Co.

bootlegging the soul

and this fleshy counterfeit,

life and living

the penultimate fiction.

All my years

are a testament to breathing,

apes’ blood

gone black in the forge

and the heart’s sickness,

our bones’ bones

making a high friction,

the universe churning us out,

assembling dots and passions,

pouring the hot steel

of creation and re-creation.

Daily, the sun’s inventions,

wonderful stuff building palaces

among obscured intentions;

as if life were a blood-sport

or a terrible waiting.

A refined insanity.

Slight madness.

              *

The sky, its sea ebbing.

I paint it black with yellow.

I sew its bright edging.

The sky, God’s doorway,

the big blue road under heaven,

sparrows and light falling into it.

The sky is the title of another universe.

It begins right here, beneath this gold button.

You can’t touch it or fold one corner.

It moves by not moving.

It’s round, but it’s not there.

I put down my head on its comfortable pillow.

I stare a long while at its true meaning.

The sky, grey, or very very colourful.

It’s luminous hush. Its unstained blanket.

Wind and shadow breeding lightning and light.

The sun raining, The world’s circle a fire.

              *

A meteorological diary.

A fishy memoir. Avian gossip.

A vegetal kiss ‘n’ tell.

The cosmic talk of the town,

the sky writing all over my hands.

My head is a comet’s signature.

A moonbeam makes a fine pen.

The pencil is my cathedral

and we must all fall down.

In the counting-house of pages

confusion mounts up.

In the aquarium’s library

a roar is being put down dogwise.

In the corridors of letters

a stroke of the quill

means either death or surrender.

Syllables imported from Italy.

Indo-European punning.

A word invented in the arctic bawl.

The semantics’ yelling.

Which is why I’m rubbing it out.

A million steps into heaven

and I’m scrubbing the stairs.

              *

I see Mars went missing,

Jupiter packing it in soon after.

I hear the sun shattered upon impact,

marring a wooden counter-top.

I understand it’s winter,

that on Bellatrix it’s snowing fire.

You, you nervous astronomers –

the silence is what defines you,

your predictions ending in sex or death.

So instead of stars, a string of pearls,

gobbets and costume necklaces,

astrologers posing with comic eye-rings,

comets putting out the anchors,

the worst case of asteroids in all my years,

the wretched moon on the fritz,

Pluto planning his revenge,

a dish best served at absolute zero.

In my telescope I see Venus bathing,

Mercury rising, and Uranus –

that joker-god at the bottom of the deck,

the night mottled with starry laughter,

enamel ornaments, glass fruit, fiery windfall.

              *

Temporal bulimia. Cosmic anorexia

Everything’s starving. Crescent moon

and sun in eclipse. Theoretical sparks

off hypothetical cutlery. Dessert

a thesis on the macaroon. What reality

needs is a damned good stuffing of

space and time, each star an eyelid

closing, oblivion’s dog gnawing a wing-

bone, on a last shank, forever over.

              *

In my heart is a ghost town.

In every window is the light of a wolf’s eye.

There’s a bucket clanging in a black well.

God is a mirage, shimmering,

a form taking shape in the formlessness,

the spiritual entering the void-made-visible.

But where does Death go in the great Where?

What is Life meant to be doing?

Because there’s no answer in gruel,

no voice in your bowl of hot grasses,

little light in the bone’s earth

or ladder the undead come in on.

Only stone inside of stone inside of stone,

light turning inwardly, the Ancients reborn:

In the Unknown is a presence being made known.

              *

The man says he’s his own map, gets lost

in himself, pleats his self up, casually bending the skin.

You are here, he says, hand over his heart,

among the thunder of unfolding and folds.

In a world made with a crack

straight down the middle of winter.

              *

It’s been hard rowing for the fictional woman,

light pitching and yawing before slowing to a stop.

Regardless, the woman tips a wink at the cosmos.

Her cup is lifted to lips neither purpled nor quivering,

a thought stalling in mid-air, flashes of insight

creating and destroying one another in an instant,

an intense memory arriving, an immense suffering

etching its blue veins onto her breasts and hands.

The fictional woman is weaving tapestries in the nullness,

dulled by corporeal friction, worn to the imaginary bone.

Butterflies enter her mind, hovering between forever

and never, wind inventing itself over an interstellar plain.

She builds a word. It’s composed of the infinite.

Calmly, someone, or some thing, is bridging the eternities.

              *

My wife lives on television

and drives a non sequitor.

My wife is a giant elk

in the information industry

and has brass talons.

I love her like mud,

like Siberian diamonds,

like bread pudding.

She makes every circle

I’ve known seem square.

My wife once gave birth

to a fifty ounce steak

and backwater nation.

She’s an old cowhand

on the Rio Grande,

eating onions like apples,

shaving constantly.

I met her buying a wheel.

There was war in her hair

and she wore fur stockings.

The perfume she likes

comes in canopic jars

and gallon drums.

If her friends say, “Sister,

leave that bum to it,”

tears well in her eyes.

The master bedroom

is another story 

for another time.

“Love at first bite,”

I said, and then she bit me.

              *

It was London, I think, or

Toronto. Maybe Vancouver.

It was a program sponsored by

the makers of cheese. I’m not sure,

but I believe you’re mistaken

about the qualities containing

self-righteous indignation.

Another inconsequential blood-

letting, I guess. Or else it was

Rome burning. It was Paris,

but the one that’s in Tennessee.

I’m not quite certain, though,

about the platinum talents;

in fact, it’s quite the opposite.

“Obscurantism,” said an obscurantist,

“is obscure by its very nature.”

“We wait for light, but behind

obscurity.” “That faith in no agony

shall obscure in me.” Belonging to,

or inhabiting, darkness.

              *

The bat, also known as the ‘flutter-mouse’.

Souls of the dead. Symbolic of light and luck.

Which predicts rain. And drives away locusts.

To carry a bat’s right eye

is to make one’s self invisible.

Tying a bat’s heart to your sleeve

will bring good fortune.

For a love potion, a drop of bat’s blood,

kindling a great desire.

              *

Foxes sipping the Elixir Vitae.

Sleepers asleep in rounded rooms.

A black mind doling out its darkness,

polling night’s stations.

A dream about a dream,

a sea of stars in motion, world-winds

winding up and down

the octaves and dimensions,

midnight going for a stroll,

eternal dreamtime mingling

with the stink of civet and musk,

night’s flower spreading its charms,

a rain of small hours and house-nod,

people snug in their snoozy opium.

All is still in the carbon swell,

willing myself through 

a lightless dominion, spelling

words aloud, rowing inwardly,

dawn’s bombast and high rhetoric

written in the third person.

A telling of tattle. A singular tale.

              *

I am an artist, of the Apache school,

with renegade leanings.

Patience, little starling, my brush is a feather.

I like to paint colourful swatches.

I like to draw water, of the rhomboid movement.

And I think in triangles; for what is a soul,

if not an attempt at catching the light.

Before all else fails.

              *

Because of a poem

you can’t say outright life is death.

One mustn’t, must one, infer or imply

that truth is lying through its teeth.

How unbecoming, if I were to suggest

that we unbecome, life an unraveling

or death in drag, the babe fated;

to say at length how little prospers.

Nor will I mention the absence

of light and the dark presence.

Because of poetry I can’t deny you

free passage, a last night,

or your brief existence.

My voice is a waterfall,

the wind running away

with a virgin moon and the stars falling.

I’ll not be mocking God’s attendance.

              *

Screen-candy and pixilated sparkling.

A sugary but spiteful messenger

speaking in sublingual tongues,

dark-thinking at light speed.

You’re in the presence of a great absence,

distance swallowed in the instants.

You’re before a grim god,

a screw-worm turning in its brazen head,

its laws a nocturnal muttering.

Nothing works in the whole tiswas,

program devouring program, light into light,

a wholesale bartering of information –

and yet nobody knows.

There’s a fifty foot high mural in cold freon,

a final image of the click-and-shift,

a camera in every eye in every house.

There’s a glorious breaking down.

All around us is a mighty foregoing.

              *

The afterword tastes like chicken.

It has one goosebump and three temples.

There’s snow falling backwards.

The afterword is licking its fetlocks.

It speaks of estranged algorithms

through the roof of its mouth.

It enters a footrace

toward more tortured linguistics.

It’s runny. It’s buttered.

The afterword, glowing

with health, with supernatural vitality.

Like a valise of old heifer dust.

Like a haybag up a gum-tree.

The afterword, prince of parsnips,

in tongue-shirt and salsa underthings,

hellishingly bleery-minded

but immensely patient.

In its house of syllables, in its greasy chair.

Idling like motors of the damned.

Waiting, but not waiting.

              *

In the Mighty Whatever

are two moments crossing paths;

everything else uncertain.
A wolf inside a whale inside a worm.

Or they’re murdering the azaleas,

they’re speaking in house-dust and chrome.

A manifest challenge 

is presenting its arse-end to the world.

The world is a harsh abstraction,

the world not ‘the world’,

but a smudge of energy and matter;

an oily hypothesis of the Great I Am’s.

So I’m walking into the sky,

dreaming in water, gilding the anthill;

like a ding in the master plan,

my planets and atoms damaged,

the god in me despairing.

              *

I’d prefer snow over teardrops,

golden checkmarks more than fist-sized hail.

I’d rather see a deer’s soul in flight

than yet another portrait of a woman’s scorn.

You know what it’s like between storms.

You know how I am after sneezing.

It’s better to be a bone clattering

than a silhouette’s nose.

Better a ring-tailed hawk than chicken.

Not like anyone’s asked me this before,

but if I’d the choice between hot pins

dipped in honey and bile, or God’s footprint

on my doorsill, I know which I’d choose.

Not that it comes up much in conversation,

but I’m never going back to the sandman again.

              *

An audience of fingers.

A baying crowd of doggish snouts.

Fame nuzzling the heart of a cabbage.

History making a scene.

Fate embarrassing itself.

Destiny wearing a monkey-suit

and sipping flat champagne

from the tillerman’s boot.

My children,

you are not my children.

I curse thee with blessings

and would rather feign and fawn

than to be at your worship.

Which is how you find me, here,

in the Theatre of Void,

the stage a vacant plane,

its drab curtain really two lovers parting,

the critics like bloodhounds in an uproar.

Their response, like wood, is deadening.

              *

I’m a cry for help

and need you to rescue what little

is left of my dignity.

I’m a knife without any edge.

A one-man cult.

A malt-worm invoking

its rights and privileges.

A ravenous wolf pack

falls upon my lamb.

And I’m a shore eroding,

the ability to maintain my illusions

wearing away.

I am bound

by certain geographical confines.

I tremble, quite poorly,

my infrastructure unable to support 

this dodgy façade.

It’s like not being liked.

It’s like tying your fingers together

or kissing your own lips.

Or it’s not like that –

that’s what it’s like.

It’s unlikely.

              *

He has hats on his feet

and a shoe for a pillow.

He’s biting his elbows.

Buttons astonish him.

Beautiful fool. Unsteady monk.

Illumined buffoon, three knots

knotted in a checkered tie,

his paper shirt on back-to-front.

Who’s pulling a finger.

Who’s humming.

The one touched by God’s pranks

dawdles and bobs, weaves 

majestically, knowing a joyful sorrow.

He smiles, like a fire in a storm.

He sings, like a bluebird.

One caught in a flue.

              *

My face is a coiled rope.

My heart is a string dangling.

For a soul, a thread tied

between two affinities.

But are we not all twine,

in a delicate braid,

the billion strands

making a fine lace?

The little knots of my blood.

My breath tightening.

A mind fraying,

time sawing on a major vein.

But what hand is it,

tying and tying?

The penultimate line, 

who tows it along?

              *

The Earth is a blue Buick.

You’re driving through green mountains

and granite forests of doubt.

You’re traveling sideways into Hell’s corner,

shaking a stick at the stars,

the highway a river of money and shoes.

There’s blood issuing from an earhole.

The animals are dying.

You look into your mind’s rearview mirror,

seeing a sonic boom following closely behind.

Sirens wail among the stones in your pocket.

You’re passing through Myth, Mystique and Mystery,

the towns of Ecstasy and Eros,

racing against the moon’s bullet,

your journey poured out like midnight’s wine,

your foot heavier than thunder,

your musings lighter than sin.

It’s as if everything you’ve known

and everything you’ve ever loved,

is being chased from the world.

On the radio is your master’s voice.

In your thoughts is a speed-trap.

Then all the roads suddenly end.

And the night drives faster.

              *

I haven’t slept for twenty-six miles.

Since Christ was a lance-corporal.

It’s dark all over the world,

but I’m like a stuck window.

I’m just a bag in a big wind.

My dust is aligning,

eons piling high on the lawn.

I blink therefore I’m tired.

I’m getting very sleepy,

my eyes are heavy,

they outweigh planets.

But I can’t sleep, dreaming

tiny nightmares about insomnia,

the sirens in my mind tearing sheets,

night skies devolving into words,

an alphabet of fiery lettering

the pre-dawn is writing.

I close my eyes three times.

All these nocturnal rumblings,

and I’m at one with the mites,

sleep approaching in wavelets,

crouching on all fours . . . 

              *

A dreamboat floundering,

its crew an intense fire,

its sails made of old wishes,

its anchor a sigh.

There, in the blue harbour,

like a bad cough

or mistake you can’t hide.

There, over the waterfall

and into the next horizon,

its ropes whistling in ice,

the tiller winking at a spicy sky,

its keel sewing water

to a cuttlefish eye.

It’s a floating hobby

shouting at the shore,

a stray breeze peeking in

the underwater portholes,

our captain drinking heavily,

the dreamboat listing upwards,

the sea inviting it in,

miniscule pirates gnawing

on a rubbery yard-arm,

the craft’s knots twisted,

arthritic, swollen badly.

Then a riptide comes along,

and the sea is no more.

              *

Nothing added to nothing.

Molecular folding and unfolding,

space entering even smaller spaces.

Writing by the stars’ tired light,

throat swollen

with a day-job’s invectives,

hell not other people

but self vexing the self.

Scribbling furiously,

choking on a chain-letter

to the self-righteous gods,

my karma in the red,

precepts and doctrines

falling by the wayside, fusing

in a slow rush for the door,

vanishing like a line

in the distance or a heat mirage,

taking the world down with me,

no more worthy than water,

the rain towering, adding up,

zero plus zero, divided by no.

              *

My ditch is seven walls,

five hearts, nine fingers.

My ditch is a straw hutch

on the edge of a dale.

It’s full of holes and promises.

The banned germ goes there,

the vanquished bug.

Tourists visiting my ditch

remain tongue-struck.

A veil of beauty covers their eyes.

I like to share my ditch’s

essential qualities equally.

I hand its water around.

I pass out its hands,

the sea entering my veins,

my tributaries and channels.

Everyone drinks from this,

my ditch’s red tide.

              *

There’s little to amuse Sunday,

blissful in its station.

There’s not a lot to announce

to the grass-green and houses.

It’s what’s under the soil

I want to cite most,

the earthen ladder going up and down,

gravity’s clotted substance,

the constant tugging

of granite and cave-water.

It’s what’s below that shapes nations,

the little hidden hells,

the pignuts and earthstars

slumbering snugly.

In all this bright air

one scarcely speaks of our fall.

The underworld under this one.

The world of the dead

below the world of the living.

              *

Bringing the light in.

Pulling forests into the house.

Fitting the sun and moon

through a chink in the mortar.

Exploring mountainous solitudes.

In this room is a world

of straight lines and clean edges.

Dogbane and hornwort

grow under the bed.

Fields of winter wheat

mar the kitchen’s horizon.

In every lightbulb a rainbow

is spilling out its gold,

the dark banished.

I lay down,

the sky a cloudy ceiling,

a few figmented wolves at the door,

the only storms in my head.

Look very closely.

In this house is a glorious weather.

              *

Summer in a blue boat.

Summer returning from Sumeria,

walking on three fingers,

a rainbow in its heart,

casting a fine net

over the miracles in water.

The queen of seasons,

she’s hoisting her pennants,

green on her breath,

fuzzy to the touch,

the cicadas rising

over a pleasant land,

clouds puffing their cheeks,

breezes chuckling softly,

as warm and sweet

as martyred incense,

the lush meadows burning,

and noon breathless.

              *

The song of silence in a linen drawer,

taking that long climb from the lion’s den,

pleading with light on the side of a hill.

The song of silence, its unreadable jargon

running free in alpine pastures,

half filled with half-empty.

Like wind leaning on wind,

the song of silence is singing itself hoarse,

a catchy melody

the hellhounds are humming,

sung by the atoms in an angel’s beard,

wrung out of dark matter,

a construction of cotton batting and floss.

We love its beat, if not its lyrics.

We hear without listening,

a tune beyond cradle and grave.

So that if it is, it is not.

And if it is not, it is.

Crowing in the flaming rafters.

An ancient howl from the back lot of time.

Eternal, but instant.

              *

In life, in the liveliest of times,

I think of the dead, their sticks rubbing,

making a black flame of the night’s embers,

a thousand dances down in the red,

their polished marble souls

like bird-voice tangled in the high branches,

contemplating death’s advantage and game,

the lost famously tight-lipped on the matter,

the enchanted ones in the spell of a silence

which is as perfect as it is absolute.

The known becomes unknown.

The dead forget the real names of mountains,

forget incendiary numbers, myth’s reason,

the true face of the god-particle.

They no longer embrace cash and vanity,

succumbed to the honey of torpor.

They sleep through the infinite,

their deaths definite, their deaths undefined.

Which is what life despises –

all this black humour and dark talk

won’t buy the baby a new bonnet.

It’s Good Friday today,

where death and living begin

their arduous tasks and marvelous workings.

An odd couple married to the fortunes of time.

              *

I love you like fifty billion stolen dollars.

You’re a nifty sports car in a desert,

a half-price sale on vermilion,

a new tooth in the baby’s head.

Shall I compare thee to a yellow butterfly

or bowl of spicy space-pudding?

A blazing tower of enticement?

Flowery knickers,

as peeked at by the summer winds?

It’s you, you’re the everything

inhabiting zero and crushing the roses.

It’s your tongue in my mouth,

your breath on my breath.

I love you like speedboats and free honey.

I love you like pigs whistling.

Like hair-charms. Like sandwiches.

Let’s you and I make a delicate friction,

our kisses like insects,

I mean incest, I mean incense.

Let’s you and I rub terrible tummies,

dancing over the northwest passage.

I want you to lie down in green pastures,

to lie down, to lie.

I want you like water. Like money.

              *

A night divorced from the moon.

Foghorns needling the low branches.

The mist, downhearted,

slumping in the dark’s sharp corners,

loose talk clinging to the thatchwork.

Time hung like a bell

in an old Spanish mission.

It was far to go in my mind.

A distant train was passing,

its yowl calling matins,

the shadows falling-over scared.

It was like opening a letter,

or visiting the grandparents,

inheriting their mind-gaps,

the leftover crimson and chills.

All small matters on a long list.

All going to a terrible plan.

              *

I’d forgotten about the rain,

the condemnation of rainfall,

its conspiring intonations.

The wind too had slipped my mind,

all this weather in my head,

the sunshine’s clotted handwriting,

the fogbound letters.

To save my life I don’t recall

the storms blowing out of Heaven.

Not a leaf has turned.

There’s not a word from the heather.

You’re telling me it’s snowing

in the land of Never-Never.

That the air pressure is writhing,

hailstones beyond measure.

You’re saying a warm front is passing,

and it’s six feet long by three feet wide.

All over the world the sky

is rushing towards the ground;

and yet, to save my soul,

I don’t remember . . . 

              *

Walking from one Earth and into another,

as one would when exhausted

by the mind’s striving.

Here’s a man with wheels on his feet

and his voice in a can.

Here’s a man struggling

against a teaspoonful of warm water,

walking a thought on a taut leash,

stomping over indigo.

Gravity is wolfing down his bootsoles.

The planet is doing its damnedest.

Just where can he go?

Walking on a high wire,

barefoot over a hot bed of cloves,

heading in any number of directions.

A man with a plan on the back of his hand.

Who’s looking for tomorrow.

Who’s being murdered by motion.

Don’t wake him, he’s dreaming of falling.

Never startle those sleeping.

Avoid their breath-bombs.

Give them anything they ask for,

as long as it’s red.

              *

The future is a sweet cake.

The past is a pale breath.

I’m in the present,

and it’s made of pig iron

and old stone mountains.

I’m going under the sky.

I’m being born

and all the while dying,

the heart a stadium

once filled with chanting fans,

the soul a city

abandoned by the ancient ones,

my body a meat temple.

But I’ve said too much already,

the quiet taunting me,

the failings of the flesh

a symbol for God’s weakness.

You, who’d walk beside me,

who’d walk a little behind

before turning down a path:

Haven’t you realized yet?

Nothing ever returns.

              *

Let’s build a new city

from roses and paper cranes,

breaking the sod with a whip,

making shatterproof our foundations.

Let’s build from zero

a city of divine proportions,

squared spirals, intricate tiers,

and very delicate triangles.

Let’s build towards heaven.

A cluster of mansions.

A clot of violet sheds.

A construction of mythos.

We’ll build in buttons and bells.

A fair-haired property,

a bit of blue-eyed real estate

we can sell by the gram.

Let’s build to the sky.

In each kitchen will be a soul.

In each window a buckle and a bow.

In every attic a fine demon.

A place like no other place.

Like nowhere to go.

              *

I was born in a valise and raised by wild chickens.

One of my fathers invented square dancing.

My sisters were the same woman, twice.

Our schooling consisted of reading cereal boxes.

All we had to eat was cutlery and our own words.

One night a storm dispersed our family to the wind.

Like we were in a Becket play. Or a cheque was waiting.

              *

Who put love in the equation x equals n?

I thought love had fallen at Thermopylae.

I thought love had joined the carnival

or was proven never to have existed.

Love, flushed like a toilet,

an evolutionary proxy

ensuring procreation.

Love’s signs and wonders

subtle as a freight train.

Love lying through its teeth again,

exercising privileges

the lovelorn never quite comprehend.

Like a spider in the bath

or an airway’s constrictions.

Dog and master,

we love out of necessity.

All my life I’ve threatened to love,

body, mind and soul, somebody;

shored against the heart’s eviction.

Not lonely. Alone.

              *

A night as thin as a hen’s face.

The night with twelve nights inside.

It’s one of those nights

a thought takes flight over Paris and Rome,

seeing into the world next door,

sensing the indivisible

and a light darkening,

acknowledging Time’s big nothing.

There are three stars within night,

two moons, a waterworn planet.

I’ve smoothed over its surfaces.

I’ve built a city without edges,

all else lost to the moment.

Drunk with blindness,

it’s nights like these I fly

on a broken wing, like a sunken eye.

Fleeing into the farness. Touching tides.

Feeling a dark thing inside me.

              *

All my life is spent under God’s window

waiting for sunrise to happen.

Swaddled in magnificence,

I’m waiting for the darkness to stop,

my hummingbird heart aquiver.

Then a cloud falls over. Or a cat whistles.

Instead of this slow unmaking of the blood.

In a sleepless state between night and day,

and I’m chewing on wasps and nettles,

damned by breathy cognizance.

The dreaming is over.

              *

Let’s speak of morning,

of the galaxies of pennycress

and pearly everlasting,

of the soft airs and angels’ breaths –

a new day like a fresh sheet of paper.

I know you’re tired.

You’ve slept a thousand years

only to wake worried.

Even in your dreams’ dreams

are many wearisome burdens.

That’s why I’ve come,

rising from a fine blue sea,

flowers for hair,

a light in my mind’s mind,

talking about hopscotch

and thriving pennywhistles,

singing an Italian sonata,

a song about love,

about being in love with love.

I’ll not mention the gun

I’ll not say ‘the ecstasy of betrayal’

on this fine June morning,

before disaster has tipped its hand

or a mine’s collapsed.

Let it be said only

that ‘nothingness haunts being’,

then ascend from your black bed.

              *

A haint in the thorny bush.

Riding the wooden Cadillac.

Solving the great mystery.

Passed through the unseen curtain.

The celestial discharge.

One hundred billion lives,

but death is singular,

choosing its words very carefully,

a constant state

of undoing what’s to be undone.

So we stroll down to the river,

the sun on its banks,

admiring the cloudforms,

life being quite insistent,

but with winter on its breath,

a taint in the world-blood,

a cry in the well, 

emotions ranging

from rage to despair.

For all the meadows in light

and joy-filled song

we are born into dying.

We are death’s metaphor.

              *

In the mind’s eye

is a house of ice

and raggedy moon.

In the mind’s eye

is a tide of numbers

and iron door.

In the mind’s eye

is a brontosaurus bone

or path into thunder.

A veined glass,

it sees the sun’s twin,

the American redstart,

the Danube counting.

Red and welling,

the mind’s eye

is fluttering wows,

blinking uncontrollably,

dilating wildly.

When the light falls out

another eye opens.

When the mind’s eye shuts

the world is no more.

The cosmos closes.

              *

The world is being drawn badly,

the sun like the sun,

the moon like the moon,

stars likened unto other stars.

Here’s a town as a smudge,

a sea smeared, hills painted

with outlandish perspectives,

a few stick-figures added

on as an afterthought,

giving us some idea of the scale,

of the limited grandeur.

The shape of this world

is predetermined by those

who would shape it.

A signature signed by millions.

Mere likeness.

Like two easts in the west

or empires slipping under the sail.

Like a god with three fingers.

              *

I hear wheels of a poem

burning in an ear.

A poem about nothing.

A poem about poems and poetry,

that last refuge

of a mind being shorn by the wind,

a mind marinating, a mind fallen,

that’s walking in a firestorm,

racing against the traffic and time.

I can hear a poem’s gears grinding

civilization into powder,

pressing the pale heart

for its inessential oils.

And the mind flows, like mercury,

like a hillside after heavy rains,

the mind a Kilimanjaro

that’s there to be climbed,

an Ararat, the beasts departing

two by two, men on all fours,

God on his back

and admiring his sorcery.

A poem that ends

where the mind would begin.

              *

A word came up and bit me on the mouth.

A word was mumbling to itself.

A word like a bird’s name

or recipe for chitlins or holograph 

in the nineteenth dimension.

A word with anger in its eyes,

crow-naked, losing its ability to reason,

foregoing its persuasive powers,

talking a mile a minute.

But no syllables. And no letters.

The word was a light

torn from the mass conscience.

It’s the colour blue

tortured by various decisions.

What? says the word,

upon hearing a pencil scratching.

Who? asks the word, already out there,

beyond the school’s perimeters,

being tutored in another language,

it too looking for the best word

from a series of others.

Older words, but of a new order.

              *

In one story mice are

talking to a pumpkin

or seeds of ice. In one

story a blue pagoda

falls in love with a light.

In one story another

story tells itself to death.

There’s a queasy feeling,

like cats dressed as dogs

or the moon terrified of 

a bullet. In one story is

a mud planet going

girl-crazy. The dust is

pining, or it’s dancing

a pavan. The words are

taking small soft steps.

The heroine’s taking a

milk-bath. The world is

fudging important exams.

Even the sea is baking.

It’s the story about some

disarming coincidences.

The story re-written by

a mule. The long story 

before all other stories.

              *

I’m taking it apart,

separating never from forever.

I’m inspecting our fall

from a higher to lower realm,

paring matter from matter.

I’m chopping away

at a windy forest

so I might understand

the incomprehensible goo.

This is the house

where we burn time,

an infectious state 

to be studied quietly,

an asymmetrical asylum

designed by the mad

for unknown purposes.

My ignorance is immense.

I’m forced to break

what can never be repaired.

I’ve little red demons

tangled in my wiry hair.

I’m in a deep and cold water,

the enquiring kelp beds

explaining, “To drown

is more than just a lack of air.”

Splayed on a web,

the struggle is everything.

              *

You’re in the wrong cosmology.

Ants move the Earth.

A whisk broom sweeps water.

The stars are ice cubes,

or maybe woolen mittens.

Light is being murdered.

Here, time is a solid,

atoms conspiring

against the follies of Man,

outer space a page

being continually turned,

God a concept, 

God a giant shrew

invented by water,

your death a bit 

of inconvenient friction.

You’re in a spare dimension,

one that’s hidden

in pleats of secretive sand,

that’s invested heavily with love.

Your every thought is a gas,

every hope a stigmata,

every dream an itty-bitty planet.

Your soul is a compost.

Your god is the wind.

              *

Tragedy’s small packages.

Its accumulative weather.

Blood in it’s hair.

Tragedy dancing in a graveyard.

Its cracked laughter.

Its devious modus operandi.

One day hell arrives,

a tiger among the roses,

a Christmassy shoot-out,

a school falling down.

We’re helpless,

moving our hands wildly,

the sun’s rays in our eyes.

One day, we pray, all of this

will be very different.

But again, tragedy’s shotgun

or bus in a ravine.

Its slow poison

and assured burden,

our sleep tainted

with cannon-volley;

and the sorrows mounting.

Which is why we sing.

Which is how we become,

shaping into lions.

These lamentations,

sad little flower, this is 

what it means to be alive.

              *

The past hasn’t happened yet,

but it will, it will.

The past, like a hog thinking,

like a bag of wet mice.

The past before this one.

And the next one after.

I seem to recall the past

was heavy as a dead priest.

Snapper-rigged. A sockful of air

or yard of pump-water.

That these scars

are from the far far future,

this diary yet to be lived in,

these poems stillborn

since hell was a grass fire,

that nothing ever happens.
I mustn’t say ‘forever’,

it’s buried under the willows.

I’ve traded my used pasts

for a few magic beans

and a pair of red dancing shoes.

I’ve let it off the leash and it’s fled

back to its original master.

You can’t reanimate the dead.

So too the past is a copy

of the present moment.

You don’t live again and again.

There is no dust, There are no ashes.

              *

I’m losing my mind.

It’s sewing moonbeams

to the southern winds.

It’s walking sideways

on the world’s wheel.

It’s talking to God

through a rip in the mantle.

My mind is the visible

being made invisible.

A lost mind is a war

of fog and angels

A boiled dishrag.

An unsent letter.

My mind turns over

like a tractor engine

on a cold morning.

Like a drunken lord.

It’s a mountain

of doors slowly closing.

An infant in a snowstorm.

There’s a village burning

down to the bricks.

It’s o-dark hundred.

The numbers are counting.

Soon my mind’s hoofprints

are to be covered over

in blowing sand.

Soon its lantern will dim,

a last moth at the flame.

All too soon

come night’s shadow.

              *

A sea of salt and a sea of sand.

A perpendicular horizon.

Vertical landslides. Secret canyons.

Walk with me.

To a field of bright calling.

Through an arch in an iceberg.

Along a Tanzanian fault line.

Around the well five times,

a shadow on our heels,

the empire toppling.

Walk on your hands. Your knees.

A hole in your sole.

The tongue of your boot crumbling

in a forest of rock maple,

in jungles of time.

Walk with me, against breaths

blowing out of non-existence.

On coke and razorblades.

Along the usual borderlines

between fright and madness.

Soon we’ll be there,

arriving in the third person,

one of a billion apparitions

going hill to hill

in the land of footsteps.

You’re walking beside me.

I’m traipsing behind.

We’re racing with the infinite.

              *

A road made of butcher’s twine,

less chosen, and for good reason.

A path into the red forests,

fire the symbol of a pointless death.

A wooden town named Nowhere.

Once, we were drunk in the barn.

We used to throw seawater around.

There was more than enough of anything.

Red carnations. Sweet green tea.

A few acres you’d someday retire to.

And not this addled highway,

this bucket of ruins,

this imperfect lawn of fool’s-parsley

we graze on in a muddle.

A black moon in a black sky . . . 

But I feel bad about feeling bad.

Some people have no mind, no eyes,

no fingers or bones.

You have your health, they say,

and you have everything –

a phrase long gone out of fashion.

              *

All this wave-particle duality

is getting under my hair.

My mind’s a burning pillow,

a chip off the old stone god

building its nightmares

from windsong and willows.

The world is a construction

of wavebands and frequencies,

of numberless colours,

and all of them red.

Light squeezes

my addled braincase,

the mind a lemon,

language a mouthful of air,

perception an aftertaste,

the universe in flux,

entropy doing its terrible thing.

Surround yourself in light,

it’s been said that it’s been said.

Just think about that awhile –

angels in darkened corners,

and all of them damned.

              *

The little gods of particle physics

are setting fire to frozen molecules.

The tiny deities are crashingly dull,

gorgeous equations filling a starling’s skull

to the brim with wild-eyed notions.

A cloud forms countless other clouds,

a thing which is and isn’t, immiscible

but blent, actual, but a non-reality.

A memory appears out of nowhere,

a singularity pursuing forgetfulness,

a thing so heavy the little gods can’t lift it.

A thought appears at a mindful window,

peers into numberless dark rooms,

becomes mist swirling in the thorn-bushes.

In my heart are unseen matters.

Down on Earth it’s all meat and potatoes.

The mind may attempt imagining a tree

or godlette which doesn’t exist.

It might dwell on a summer in love,

never once regarding blissful eternity,

incapable of knowing the infinite,

unable to say ‘everything is water’

while soul-deep in the sea.

              *

The Big Mister speaks

through a multiple of other mouths.

He throws his voice 

like a ball or a shadow.

We perch on his immaculate thigh,

clattering a jawbone,

but only talking abut talking.

The guy-in-the-sky made

witches-broom and winterberries.

Something which doesn’t exist

inhabits our imaginations

the same way spiritus fill a room

or like water inside of other water.

And we need a satan too,

one putting a finger to its lips,

Heaven see-sawing with Hell.

Good thing the Mighty Alpha

chucks us under the chin.

It’s right to believe God chuckles –

that’s the way we laugh at ourselves.

Those aren’t tears of sorrow

the archangel Raphael’s been weeping.

              *

Prayers are how angels dream.

A prayer is a show tune,

its melody wireless, elusive.

There’s a prayer shouting itself hoarse.

A poor prayer-creature

is trying to tell us something,

something we’re incapable of grasping.

A prayer extends love’s meaning.

Some prayers inhabit fairgrounds.

Some dance upon our eyelashes.

Some prayers have never been said –

we can’t get our minds around them,

our lips pouting a red honey,

our tongues frozen to water and wine.

A prayer for Terra Nivium.

A prayer for star thistles and despair.

The one without any sentences.

Disguised as an orison. Covered in hair.

Or our secretmost utterings

sprinkled over the heads of the dead.

Or the universe-as-prayer,

our thoughts too small to hear

the supernal curses and muttering.

The prayer as cosmic joke,

the one Demiurge told to the seraphim –

and yet nobody gets it.

Just there, on a last breath,

its terrible punch line.

              *

The face in the mirror

is watching for comets

and tragedy’s chimps-with-wings.

The face in the mirror

is chewing on a windowpane,

preparing for a long excursion,

a journey over the sands of No.

A face within a face,

one looking out by looking in,

a candle lit for souls lost at sea,

a cat waiting for Nirvana

to reveal its deepest secrets.

It’s not some sticky photograph

or unbearable likeness.

It’s surely no oil painting,

although it might be moon-magic,

one of any number of specters

living with old women,

washing their shirts in dew

and feeding on tubers and berries.

The face in the mirror

is weeping upside-down.

It’s like a curtain hanging itself

from a hook in the wind,

a series of rings beginning

from its bright centre.

So it’s not a face at all, it’s a raindrop.

It’s not really a mirror,

but the voice of the sea.

Please, isn’t anybody listening?

              *

Everything is south of here.

I go down to the earth’s interior,

a road of fissures and dark.

I run away from myself,

crab-walking sideways into Giza,

building a twig manor –

but they’re not twigs,

they’re the bones of mayflies,

they’re skulls in the maggot-bed.

Their dreams are a burden

and I carry them in deep pockets

the size of the wind.

I travel in a forest of wrist-hairs,

skirting a towering dominion,

guided by fractions, thigh-high

in the muck and the murk,

up to my eyes in darling bedrock,

up to here in it . . . 

I’m walking above a road,

starlight shattering a cheekbone.

I’m being jarred

by the lava of indifference,

a paper gun to my head.

I’m mooching a lift into Darktown;

a place so far from the light

it can never be read.

              *

The outside brought indoors,

a dreamy rain-shadow,

hanging valleys, Spanish moss,

a few spare tumbrels

to be fed and watered,

sheltered from night’s storms,

the outdoors asleep now,

dreaming by the fire,

dreaming of lightning spikes

and rumours of thunder,

dreaming green stuff

before the coming of man,

before man the animal

laid down its dams and fences,

their considerable scarring

hatched over Nature’s back.

The outdoors come inside.

Groundswell and marmots.

Meadows and voles.

Tidepools and trembling aspens.

Some in a closet

or under a washstand.

Earthen cupboards

in the forests of a kitchen.

A sea tucked under a mat,

wolf-howl hunting 

the halls and mirrors,

a scent in a bedroom,

like blood on the trail.

              *

The places in this poem

are neither here nor there.

They may or may not have

ever actually existed.

Their locations are a kept secret;

by who and why, also guarded.

Road signs, maps and directions,

at least in this poem,

are the rantings of a lunatic,

are, on the whole, irrational,

the houses, and people in them,

unfinished, indistinct –

as if seen through water.

The places in this poem,

so-called places, so-called poem,

are impossible to get to.

We could be talking other worlds

or works of fiction.

We may as well be whistling

out our fundaments.

Or living a lie.

              *

I’d forgotten about the harming-tree,

the hierophants of the oligarchy,

our picnic by the old mill.

I’d forgotten the rush into danger.

Like a bad commute,

mind wants to slip the mind,

loose the tethers anchoring

a thought to the world.

That stint in the cathedral.

Almost drowning. Eye-colouring.

The green snake in the greener grass.

All memories to be set free,

like a witch moth under the moon

or balloon at the circus

or minnow indentured in a tin.

I’d forgotten that red room,

until you mentioned it.

The way to the surgeon’s.

The travails of December.

They all went into the book

my parents have entered.

Joy has been abandoned

for the sureties of sorrow.

              *

It’s about an island fifty leagues under the sea.

It’s about a boy who doesn’t understand himself.

Christ All-Friday, it’s about a hammer and a skull,

a review of moonlight and all-night parties,

an assembly of life rafts and lists of concubines,

a fine-how-do-you-do with a line in countertops

and pies, that’s devining chemicals and horseflies.

The mood is shifting, crawling toward San Marino now.

It’s raining apples, little blue apples falling asleep.

You can feel a hand pointing inside of you,

a hand that’s painting another hand, and so on.

There’s an overtone of undertones. It’s pining.

It’s throwing a tantrum. Its pout is infectious.

They’re building a house over a very fine house.

They’re making a shed to hide old poetry in.

You, you’re talking too loudly, a lot of wry inferences.

You’re showing a shaman a stone in your shoe.

The whole thing’s preposterous, like a ridiculous word.

“It’s about to end!” a girl cries; but she isn’t crying.

              *

The hour of the fig.

The apprentice’s hour.

Two hours thumb-wrestling.

An hour drunk

on Christmas kisses.

Like a knock on Sunday’s door

or secret passages.

An hour like an hour

and a quarter.

What an hour’s suggesting.

Too little to see,

the hour goes AWOL,

swimming in retrograde

toward a perceived notion,

toward bedlam

and borrowed Mecca.

Like a racehorse

or the sun in your eye.

Like a sandstorm

or ramjet’s flames.

The hour is.
The hour is sighing.

It’s filling the emptiness,

bridging light and consciousness.

It’s flying like a stone.

It’s leaving you behind.

Already it’s arrived.

The hour is coming.

              *

I swear on a saint’s bones –

the first hour and last hour merge,

forming a silken bridge,

a highway made of ants,

building a city of wishes and whims.

My oath, this is deep construction.

They’re hammering softly

in the fourth dimension,

the neighbours cutting sleep a deal,

standards slipping under the waves.

They’re sawing a saw in half.

Someone’s got it in for a nail.

A fractious faction’s in plaster.

Yellow and black diagonal lines;

and a complete lack of compassion.

Their plan is to wait and see,

a series of finely tuned accidents,

a bloodline of coincidence

traced back to the Neolithic.

Then, an inconsequential lunch hour,

bodies in a state of rest,

the self tripping in a quiet garden,

even the absence stilled and watchful.

That space between spaces

where everything goes.

              *

Awake to the idols of mind

and the owls’ matins.

A fine black mist clears.

It’s a room built with darkness,

pre-dawn a gun-metal blue,

the seaside wide with sleeping.

On the floor are used dreams,

like onion-skins cruelly abandoned.

The bed is sinking in oozing grey matter.

Time is proving itself to be irrelevant.

Awake, with no story to tell,

no anecdote to spell out

or homely fireside narrative.

There are no good causes

or things to be desired,

no demons, if there ever were,

or bickering angels,

no baby down a well or ship’s bell

calling the drowned from the sea.

Somewhere, war and despair.

But not these idling shores,

nothing to sully the few moments

before the bones and soul rise

from the black edge of their bed.

Today belongs to the dogs.

It’s the day of the dolls.

A thought trespasses

in my smoking head –

that you and I, we have no reason

to be here . . . 

