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I knew him, laying on the cot


he rented, on the stinking sidewalk


till he died.





I watched his feelings


in riddles around him


and his feet


fall from the embers


of not enough wood.





He was a poor man.





























The ghosts





Haunt me.


The faces of the prison camps


the want in the eyes


of all those children


starving for love


food, attention water


simple medical supplies.


The little crosses


made of perishable wood.


Yore has it


their yes and nos


still have meaning


after they’re gone.























And somegood soul


�


set up a birthing clinic


where too many people


pass the AIDS virus


to their young.

















Oh, I’ve seen worse.


I’ve heard them say it.


Do you like shock treatment?


Black eyes, pits of destiny


shallow breaths


rotting limbs.




















You say it’s not in character


male thoughtful liberated not 


taking his 50% share.  His responsibility


in the birth of himself.  I assay this, and respond


the birth is the knowing inside, of what


best serves the spirit.  It is irresponsive


not to listen and care


what the soul


says to its wearer.























And the hungry eyes look out


starving for freedom from the “responsible” decisions they


wished they hadn’t made.  Engendering


themselves.  Over and over/yes


the revulsion is


hard.�
Couldn’t sleep


haunted by


destiny.


Because I treasure you


and always have.


ONE NEVER KNOWS TILL IT HAPPENS


But one knows, down deep, anyway.


Out of mutual misunderstanding


we still feel love


and isn’t this enough?


It is sarcastic


to fight


feelings/pleasure


when these arts are so reared


in a driven, projected social world


claiming to worship, what it secretly hates.


IT IS ENOUGH TO FEEL, AND KNOW WHAT YOU WANT.


Because most souls do not.  It is irresponsible to feel your destiny’s path


and ignore it.  You and I are not destined to have a child together.  Can you feel this?


Outside the ‘never knows’?


Because I fear


I can/will


and won’t argue, or act on it.


The time we’ve spent, I’ve treasured.


I realize there is fantasy attached.


Years I spent, remembering your body.


Touch caress.


Mine.


Yours.


*


I am not one to possess


anyone.


*


So easy to forget.


I am a lone wolf with a glimmer of truth.


As are


we all.

















Surfeit Lesson


�





What I didn’t tell you


is birth equals death.





Death we’ve seen


smelt felt…





Birth is the mystery


assumptions like


to attach to.





Life is the puzzle


we assume birth will answer.


Don’t believe it.





Never expand


when you can contract


defines the state of suffering


the universe ties


our knots in.





Expansion silos


birth.





Now say your peace, and shovel


the sacred spade of dirt.


