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OVERLAND TO THE ISLANDS

Let’s go—much as that dog goes,
intently haphazard. The

Mexican light on a day that

“smells like autumn in Connecticut”
makes iris ripples on his

black gleaming fur—and that too

is as one would desire—a radiance
consorting with the dance.

Under his feet
rocks and mud, his imagination, sniffing,
engaged in its perceptions—dancing
edgeways, there’s nothing
the dog disdains on his way,
nevertheless he
keeps moving, changing
pace and approach but

not direction—"every step an arrival.”
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THE PALM TREE

The bright moon stranded like a whale

the east yellow

and the mistral furious
out of the back hills scawards in black flames,

How the mule-cared palm, half paralyzed
has quickened overnight! Scraping

leaves beating!
(strained flags . . .)

The palm tree in frenzy!

At once the mind, agape,
scavenging:

What’s human here? what hope is here?
thumbing the dry leaves

eager, eager, for the fabulous

poem there may be

in this delight or battle

day coming and the moon not gone.



And all morning the palm tree
thick trunk immobile
abandons
its awkward leaves
(all its life awake

in struggling leaves . . .)
And only after the wind

is quenched
the tree dull
a quietness come

does the scraping mind perceive

what is possible:
there are no miracles but facts.

To see! (there might be work

a challenge, a poem)

The squat palm!



THE WAY THROUGH

Let the rain plunge radiant
through sulky thunder

rage on rooftops

let it scissor and bounce its denials
on concrete slabs and black

roadways. Flood the streets. It’s much

but not enough, not yet: persist,
rain, real rain, sensuous,

swift, released from

vague skies, the tedium
up there.

Under scared bucking trees
the beach road washed out —

trying to get by on the verge

is no good, earth crumbles into the

brown waterfall, but he backs up
the old car again and CHARGES.

The water flies in the halfwit’s eyes
who didn’t move fast enough
“Who do you think I am, a horse?”

but we made it —

Drown us, lose us,
rain, let us loose, so,
to lose ourselves, to career

up the plunge of the hill



ASTORY, A PLAY*

Not to take
that which is given, to overlook
the grace of it (these fragments
of lives, broken off for you, or
you might say drops of quicksilver

alive, rolling for your eyes’ pleasure)

not to take—that’s

the morality:

only desire for money is proof
money’s deserved:

only expected echoes

merit attention

not generosities: that the one (“pointless™)
lights itself, its whole span,

minute to minute, “perception

to perception,”—no crises

dearly bought, forced up by leverage—
but all of certain

minutes of a certain life,

while the other (“unplayable’)

lets you in—in!—to the presence of

two, alone, who speak

for a long time, a long

time hardly moving,

as people speak when alone, late, at last,

at last speaking.






THE DOGWOOD

The sink is full of dishes. Oh well.

Ten o’clock, there’s no

hot water.

The kitchen floor is unswept, the broom

has been shedding straws. Oh well.

The cat is sleeping, Nikolai is sleeping,
Mitch is sleeping, early to bed,

aspirin for a cold. Oh well.

No school tomorrow, someone for lunch,
4 dollars left from the 10—how did that go?
Mostly on food. Oh well.

I could decide

to hear some chamber music

and today I saw—what?

Well, some huge soft deep

blackly gazing purple

and red (and pale)

anemones. Does that

take my mind off the dishes?

And dogwood besides.

Oh well. Early to bed, and T'll get up
early and put

a shine on everything and write

a letter to Duncan later that will shine too

with moonshine. Can I make it? Oh well.
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“But
not with nature—she won’t fight—not
this battle. There’s no
sequence, beyond that they both exist as
elements of a city: your whirlpool, and my
boars stuffed with dollar bills, ‘alive’

only with maggots.”

“What then?”

“Whatever’s animated: that fights back. Not
the neurotic thrust at subway doors
but, well, like the kids from Junior High
yelling when they let "em out, chattering in
quick Spanish. Their faces change
from moment to moment
both the beautiful ones and those
deformed by want.
They yell and stamp
and cuff and wallop and shriek
as the bus sways off with them
and some before the enraged monitor
risk death each day
to cling to the backs of trucks, waving, and some

are grave, demure, but have earrings that shine & tremble.”



monster

ctims
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some mushrooms,

Early, early: the sun

the square house left
sleeping, filled with

up the dewy hill, quiedj.
Mushrooms firm, cold;

tussocks of dark grass, ;lumof ,
turf soft and cropped. inetﬂnllﬂd’

no hills: clouds about o



‘Look!” she grips me, ‘It is
Eryri!
It’s Snowdon, fifty

miles away!’—the voice
a wave rising to Eryri,
falling.

Snowdon, home

of eagles, resting-place of

Merlin, core of Wales.

Light
graces the mountainhead
for a lifetime’s look, before the mist

draws in again.
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CONTINUING

From desire to desire
plucking
white petals away from their
green centres. It was thus and thus
repeats the head, the fantasist.
No matter:
that wind sweeps forward
again—Ilife itself.
Gather them, flawed, curled
veined like a child’s temple
heaped one on another
irregular
displaced at a breath: secrets . . .
So
one smiled, another turned pages:
steady, heartbeats apart; many
continuing variously—
And the stripped green? Alert, hard
on a thick stalk. So.



splash the hissing :

Birches lean on the air.







A SUPERMARKET IN GUADALAJARA, MEXICO

In the supermercado the music
sweet as the hot afternoon
wanders among the watermelons,
the melons, the sumptuous tomatoes,
and lingers among the tequila bottles,
rum bacardi, rompope. It
hovers like flies round the butchers
handsome and gay, as they dreamily
sharpen their knives; and the beautiful
girl cashiers, relaxed
in the lap of the hot afternoon,
breathe in time to the music
whether they know it or not—
at the glossy supermercado,

the super supermercado.



A SONG

Red flowers on a leafless tree.

All day the light is clear
the baker boy with his basket
comes and goes in the sun

his bicycle shines in the sun.
Red flowers on a leafless tree.

The dust of the fields is blowing
the cattle are eating dust and grass
all day the light is clear

the flowers shine in the sun.

Red flowers, shine for me.
The dust is gray and comforts me
a woolen blanket of soft dust.

I want your red to anger me.
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THE SHARKS

Well then, the last day the sharks appeared,

Dark fins appear, innocent
as if in fair warning. The sea becomes

sinister, are they everywhere?

I tell you, they break six feet of water.
Isn’t it the same sea, and won’t we

play in it any more?

I liked it clear and not

too calm, enough waves

to fly in on. For the first time

I dared to swim out of my depth.

It was sundown when they came, the time
when a sheen of copper stills the sea,

not dark enough for moonlight, clear enough
to see them easily. Dark

the sharp lift of the fins.




ACTION

I can lay down that history

I can lay down my glasses

I can lay down the imaginary lists

of what to forget and what must be
done. 1 can shake the sun

out of my eyes and lay everything down
on the hot sand, and cross

the whispering threshold and walk
right into the clear sea, and float there,
my long hair floating, and fishes
vanishing all around me. Deep water.
Little by little one comes to know
the limits and depths of power.



LONELY MAN

An open World
within its mO

plain lifting

fine strokes

g themselves to breathe

untain rim:

trees on the
their heads,

of grass stretchin

the last of the light.
Where a man

riding horseback raises dust

under the eucalyptus trees, long way off, the st
£ st

is gray-gold, a cloud
of pollen. A field
of cosmea turns
all its many faces

-open flowers west, to the light.

of wide

It is your loneliness

your energy
paffled in the stillness

gives an edge to the shadows —

the great sweep of mountain shadow,

shadows of ants and leaves,

the stones of the road each with its shadow

and you with your long shadow

closing your book and standing up

to stretch, your long shadow-arms
stretching back of you, baffled.






PURE PRODUCTS

To the sea they came—
2000 miles in an old bus
fitted with brittle shelves and makeshift beds

and cluttered with U.S. canned goods
—to the Seal
on which they paddle

innertubes
from which the old woman hides her head

—and the lowhovering Sup!

under what looks like

a straw wastebasket.
“Yep, they cured me alright,

but see, it made my breasts grow like a woman's,”

And she: “Something hurts him in his chest,

I think
maybe it’s his heart,” — and her’s

I can see beating at the withered throat.

To the Sea some force has driven them —
away from a lifetime.

And in this windless heat they purpose
to walk the 8 miles of shadeless beach to the store

to ask in Spanish (of which they know
only yes and no) for wholewheat flour

(which is unknown in the region) that she

may bake their bread!
They are dying

in their gentleness, adorned
with wrinkled apple smiles—nothing

remains for them
but to live a little, invoking

the old powers.
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jLLU gTRIOUS ANCESTORS

The Rav
of Northern White Russia declined,

in his youth, to learn the
Janguage of birds, because
the extraneous did not interest him; nevertheless
when he grew old it was found
he understood them anyway, having
listened well, and as it is said, “‘prayed
with the bench and the floor.” He used
what was at hand—as did
Angel Jones of Mold, whose meditations
were sewn into coats and britches.

Well, I would like to make,
thinking some line still taut between me and them,
poems direct as what the birds said,
hard as a floor, sound as a bench,
mysterious as the silence when the tailor

would pause with his needle in the air.






SUNDAY AFTERNOON

After the First Communion

and the panquet of mangoes and

pridal cake, the young daughters

of the coffee merchant lay down

for a long siesta, and their white dresses
Jay beside them in quietness

and the white veils floated

in their dreams as the flies buzzed.

But as the afternoon

burned to a close they rose

and ran about the neighborhood

among the half-built villas

alive, alive, kicking a basketball, wearing

other new dresses, of blood-red velvet.
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