 Dogwood Blossoms
When the hammer’s head flies off, the nails laugh.       

– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Clambering up the latihan house steps, the trail goes on and on but inside. The gutter choked with oak leaves serves as cupboard for crow’s crusts or crackers, the thin creek long underground, the park grass wet from rain in the spring of no spring. Cedar’s song is silent here, except when the wind stops maybe we can hear its sap run. Who can bound the knots of being, sit with me a moment and watch the white May clouds lose their fear of omniscience?

I’ve given up on Cold Mountain, given up on Spring (almost) given up the chase after freedom from the mind’s fragmentation bowing to the omnipotence of velocity’s charms, the nails bent in laughter, the Buddha body I began making stopped at the bellyful of wood-fired chicken- sausage pizza with heirloom tomatoes, horseplay the closest I get to equanimous mind, or the poem moment or lost in the presence of artful stone.
       Dogwood blossoms 
                      in Mr. Washington’s backyard
     elevate the bloodline.

Riding the one vehicle that’s no vehicle there is no traffic jam just streams into memory’s stretch. AH he’d say and she’d 2nd that and everything would still be empty except the crow’s belly fed on gutter crackers before we try to discern the meaning of this latest rain and remember to rebalance all the backyard stones knocked loose by one more errant and laughed-at hammer. 
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