Distaccati

I found a telescope, put my eye to the lens, 

and there I was, in a dark that doesn’t end,

and I was sitting on a star as on a beach,

watching the black current roll like a centipede’s feet,

watching the golden silk spiders float on the sea—

Walt Whitman laid his blanket next to me

and said, “The more you know the smaller you grow,

You may remain fat and sane

or follow me.”
We swam from nowhere to nowhere until finally Whitman stopped, 

and, pointing to nowhere, he said, “There, that spot,

that’s Job in a heap of dark matter.”

And Job was shouting, “God’s not a green cloth hanky on a silver platter,

or a parking space, or an empty bladder,

and you won’t reach him from your step ladder.”

Then Whitman lit a match and Job’s face blew like a horn

 “Darkness, darkness, darkness, curse the day that I was born!” 

So I blew the flame out and dove head first into a black hole,

and time came crawling after me like a paralytic mole.

I landed, like a screw unscrewed, on the other side,

in the middle of a boxing match, a bare-knuckle fight

between Castor and Pollux, when one accidentally punched me in the mouth.

I fell flat and my consciousness went out.

Next thing I’m on a spiral staircase going round and round—

without knowing if I’m going up or down—

until I reach the bottom or the top, and there appears

the Unmoved Mover, laughing to tears,

and, pointing a camera, he says, “I don’t have a script,

so I want you to act terrified but tranquil—pretend you’re on a ship  

that’s going down, you know your life is going to end,

and count up from one to ten.

We’ll put the words in your mouth later”

Desert Music

The sun is a boot spur in the sky reflecting sunlight.

Mercury rises, a magnesium horizon glows white.

Across the emptiness I undulate in and out of sight.

I let go, and from a distance watch my body ignite.

A lake appears and disappears, just a mirage like the soul.

My tongue hangs down past my feet and scrapes against the dry gold.

Downwards through the black sea, infinitely, I feel the globe roll,

the golden edge of earth the rim of a Himalayan bowl—

I want to make her sing. 

As Is

When one bird isn’t singing,

there’s another bird somewhere that’s singing.

And if all the birds are quiet, 

then there’s a cricket creaking.

There’s no such thing as silence.

There’s no such thing as birth.

There’s no thing as death.

Look here, one just came.

Look there, one just left.

When one sun is setting,

that same sun somewhere is rising.

And when the light burns out

there’s other stars still glowing.

There’s no such thing as darkness.
There’s no such thing as birth.

There’s no such thing as death.

Look here, one just came.

Look there, one just left.

New York

She’s got magazines piled up by her bed,

a brain lighting up like Time’s Square in her head,

where she dreams billboards and runways and mirrors,

and has nightmares where her torch disappears.

None of her lies leaves a trail.

And nothing she buys is on sale.

And all of it comes in the mail.

She never looks down at her feet,

where the masses huddle and weep.

She doesn’t like to sleep.

And when I ask, “Babe, what is it he has that I don’t?”

She says, “Diamonds and trash on the side of the street.”

So I studied a map of the subway lines,

and I read Walt Whitman until he undid my mind,

and I bought a subscription to the New York Times,

but it never once brought her by my side.

So, I put down the paper, got dressed

up like a taxi, put an ad on my chest

for some sort of toothpaste that keeps your breath fresh,

started roaming the streets late at night,

looking to give her a ride,

but nothing I’m selling she’s buying.

And when I ask, “Babe, is there any way to your heart?”

She says, “A wrecking ball is a good place to start.”

To a Meteorite in a Museum

Traveling across the white land,

I find my love in situ;

you were a cold and foreign meteorite,

the morning that I found you.

Nearly frozen to the arctic earth,

you said you’d come a ways,

from a place as dark and deep as space,

where you’d had a different name.

You insisted you were chipped-up rock,

said, “There are billions just the same.”

Told me I could never understand

unless I’d come from where you came.

To prove your worth, I brought you to America,

and held you in the lights,

shouted to the crowds, “Come see my mystery,

this love I found in ice.”

They took you, love, and put you on display,

I know you liked the way they dressed you up.

You liked the way the people stood and stared, but not a soul could touch.

Still, I come to see you now and then,

and talk about the past,

knowing it will never reach your heart—

Oh, Stone behind the glass!

Come back, fallen love. Come back soon.

You left me like a footprint in the moon.

The Moon Looks Back
I could have been

the Amazon,

the Sahara,

the Pyrenees,

the Barrier Reef,

a football field,

a shopping mall,

the holy land,

the end of man;

but what a cosmic dice roll—

that damned collision

where one aggregates,

and the other’s kicked into outer space . . . 

Oh, God! I’m just a pockmarked memory—

living through the sun,

tugging on the earth—

all that blue and green

that I could have been!

Instead I’m resigned 

to my deadness and my

orbit in the dark.

A Stone Questions its Sculptor

Should I feel grateful he’s chosen me,

to give me a shape like his own?

How jealous or fortunate are the ones he’s left alone?

Should I stay still when the hammer strikes,

as he forges me his ideal?

When the eyes of his worshippers chisel me, too, should I yield?

Tell me, creator, what words you have

for that which at best imitates—

what solace is there for a stone forced to bear your mistakes?

Tell me, creator, what I should feel

when they fasten me to the floor,

when they turn up the blinds and stand guards at every door?

How will I know the trees?

How will the light waste me?

What if I want to rot?

Shaper, have you once given the Shaped a thought?

Should I feel grateful he’s chosen me,

to carve me a face like his own—

forever dissatisfied with his own failure to clone?

Cotton

It’s cotton fields on

both sides of the road.

Hey, driver, slow down.

Roll down the windows.

White, white taste buds,

on the green tongue of the earth,

lick the sunlight.

Be jealous of the worms.

Alabama.

Eve of Halloween.

We’re all dressed up in

Things we’ve never seen.

Ode to Green

Sitting on the center of the spectrum, my own twin,

not reflecting any more than what I take in. 

Hear the music of the sun vibrating in the dark,

playing harmonies in cosmic concert with the other stars.

And the conductor, dressed in a green tie and green pants,

waves his hands and all the trees in their green dresses start to dance.

They took my brain, stuck a tuning fork in my head—

no more polarization, no more blue and no more red.

The stars spin webs and we’re a fly trapped in infinity.

So, don’t be worried, child, you have no reason to be.

Maria

I had the eye and the telescope,

I had the nighttime and a cosmic hope,

but so much rides on visibility,

and when the clouds disagree,

they disagree, they disagree.

I had the suit and the oxygen,

I had a flashlight and the whole ocean,

but so much rides on visibility,

and when the waves silt the sea,

they silt the sea, they silt the sea.

