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BONES 
 
Your boyish skin  
has finally given in  
to your restless bones’ demands. 
Even the knuckles are on the attack 
whining for a little slack. 
Bones are stubborn 
will not bend. 
They spread about the body, distend 
without consulting the soft bits 
which puts proportions  
out of whack. 
Clack, crack, clack, your gangly stilts 
can barely bear your height. 
Balance is off  
and your upper half  
has yet to catch up to the legs  
that just     don’t         step 
right. 
Obstinate, crafty bones! 
You’ve been crawling under his skin  
for weeks. 
He can’t     keep  
still. 
The bones are bulging at the knee. 
How odd his frame’s  
topography. 
My little boy 
who’s leaving me.
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OMOSHI * 
 
You will find it dozing on the third shelf 
of the rust ridden dilapidated shed 
under a clot of oily rags. 
Wrench it loose.  
Feel its heft in your hand. 
Nothing you have held of equal size  
is as heavy as this timeworn clump of iron. 
Wrench your boys from the weightless world 
of the screens  
to share the rain drenched garden air.  
Toss it to them 
and see if they do not catch it with  
a flash of joy in their eyes.  

 
* (An Omoshi is a Japanese weight made of stone or iron)
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TRAILBLAZING  
 
I slowly traced the great network of interlacing trails 
You made with your hands through the sand 
On your knees in the park 
  
Your last kingdom 
This raw play of imagination 
Moving your body through endless space 
  
Now that the screens have claimed your attention 
I miss cleaning the dirt from your knees 
Smelling the fresh grass stains 
  
And wonder what is lost in this forging of new trails 
Through vast electronic fields 
With you, immobile, staring into flat space 
  
I've heard the cyber prophets say 
Bodily play is falling away  
With ever more to explore far from where we are 
  
I’ll remember your face, utterly absorbed 
Fulfilling innate earthly desire 
Trailblazing
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SALT  
 
Gentle sound of clams purging sand 
As ice cracks in early spring registered only by tiny attentive ears 
Sensitive to sound with time in life to listen 
 
No need for extraneous ornamentation 
With richness of line, pattern, shade of shell together 
Forming mosaic rivaling sand mandalas  
 
Salt as balm stirring life 
Salt as evil stifling it  
Take your pick  
 
But either way, as mandalas are brushed away 
Something terrifying about last gentle movement  
 
Before boiled death  
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BIRDHOUSE  
 
Boy teetering on tiptoe, head tilted down,  
his aquiline nose shadowed by the v-shaped roof.  
Just enough height to glimpse them 
through the little hole,  
their only source of light. 
 
Boy to man: ‘They look like little dinosaurs.’  
Man to boy: ‘They’re related.’ 
Boy’s elated. 
But to the man, the frantic movements  
of the five gaping beaks,  
necks strained as if gasping for air, 
unsettles. 
 
Birds teetering on tips of claws, heads tilted up, 
Their aquiline beaks shadowed by the v-shaped roof. 
Just enough light to glimpse him - 
the boy’s glistening eye  
almost filling the aperture  
through which they will be fed tonight. 
 
The sum of their lifespans but a breath of geological time. 
Connected for an instant 
in the dusk. 
Man to boy: ‘it’s time for bed.’
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THE STAR GAUGE  
 
After Su Hui’s (ca. 304 – 439) poem of the same name  
 
The tiny inkblot paper thin 
Impossibly lets light within 
 
Renders real within the brain 
All that’s seen in light’s domain 
 
As mirrors play their tricks on light 
Inverting letters left to right 
 
Here the world divides 
 
Inverting letters left to right 
As mirrors play their tricks on light 
 
All that’s seen in light’s domain 
Renders real within the brain 
 
Impossibly lets light within 
The tiny inkblot paper thin
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MARIANNE MOORE 
 
 Marianne Moore  
wore a black cape and a tricorne hat 
     that sat on her head 
         a little off kilter 
          when she wandered through the village 
attending to each spot of light that fell 
 on the face of everything. 
 
 She coaxed New York 
to reveal its stories without blushing 
     and recorded them 
         in rhymeless jagged lines 
          that ring as odd to us today  
as I’m sure they must have to Ezra Pound 
 back in nineteen twenty-five. 
 
 Was it her eye 
or her eccentricities that gave  
     her work such vigor? 
         Through her we learned to look 
          at the elephant’s trunk, the piece of string, 
the filigree and stars. She challenged us   
 to see the thingness of things.
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Three Garden Poems 
 
 
MY GARDEN CREATURES 
 
hobble 
tipsy towards heat ripened fruit  
to copulate.  
Their limber legged couplings 
at dusk 
dazzle the children  
who arrogate 
dominion over this compost kingdom  
like little Roman emperors 
decreeing to each and every bug 
its pleasure, 
its fate. 
 
 
 
A DROP OF DEW 
 
I am the tear sack your fig leaf lugs, 
the course-backed red wasp’s crystal ball, 
the pearl-white pierce 
in your iris’s ear.  
I cling to this rose petal 
as you clung to your first lover. 
Look but don’t touch. 
Even children know 
my tiny naked teardrop of light 
hanging from this frond 
is harmless, 
that I will burst if brushed 
by fingertip or tongue.
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WHO HAS TIME  
 
to follow the gentle sway  
of my pedicels and umbellets 
but the children,  
their birdy eyes and fragile fingers 
delighting in my decay 
in the breeze that tilts  
these fourteen crests of seed, 
my progenies’ survival 
held in these handsome stilts  
soon to be tossed as weed 
or set in suspended animation 
preserved in liquid amber jars  
for my limonene and manganese 
my seedling’s tiny stars  
my fronds a sheer chemise  
my last lonely dance,  
a little strip and tease. 
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I WANT THIS POEM TO SOUND LIKE ANDY’S WARHOL’S SHOES. 
 
Cute as a pie crust. 
Lazy as these pens I can’t throw away. 
 
As light as this day 
hiding from night. 
 
Quick as a bell. 
Shy as a hallmark hug. 
As supple and smug as this earlobe I tug.  
 
I want this poem to sound like Andy’s Warhol’s shoes. 
 
Soft as a star. 
Quiet as a buttonhole. 
Gay as her pink cloud of candy floss fluttering  
in the breeze.
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PEONIES 
 
It’s been three months  
since you planted the peonies.  
The weeds are marshaling their forces 
and planning their attack. 
I think they know  
they are in for the long haul.  
 
The neighbors now pass on food  
and stand a little too long  
at the door asking after you— ‘But, six months?’ 
sneaking glances over my shoulder  
to confirm cleanliness, order. 
 
Has it been a year  
since you planted the peonies? 
You’ll be happy to hear the weeds  
have declared a truce  
and are now in retreat. 
 
You would think after two years 
the neighbors would lose interest 
in us, but they won’t let up – 
“You must cut those oily mops  
of hair, clean their pants and fingernails  
and buy them a new pair of shoes.” 
 
I haven’t heard much from the kids  
over these last ten years. 
The neighbors no longer meddle. 
The garden is thriving. I think the peonies  
will be in bloom for your return  
in the spring.
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Six Shorts 
 
 
MY LOVE 
 
You are the itch  
Between my inner ear and tongue 
The woman I would choose 
If I had to share a lung 
Your kisses send me out to sea 
Like a dandelion’s kite 
You are my tree, solid as wood 
Against the starless night 
 
 
ODE 
 
Oh, Lava Lamps and Baudelaire, 
shampooed hair and spring! 
Garlic toast and garden gnomes, 
Schubert songs and figs! 
 
Even the sad things satiate— 
pinning this photo to the wall, 
playing Bach on this piano you passed on to me 
and that last walk on the beach 
how the tide stole the water 
from under our toes. 
 
 
PEITHO 
 
With eyes like stars in disguise 
Through the pallid night light stalks 
Steals her men away from their wives 
On orphic evening walks 
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NEAR MY BED WHEN I DIE 
 
If there must be a clock 
Spare me the analog tick and tock— 
I dread those clicks from three to one 
Dying, dying, dying— done 
The smooth unbroken hand of time 
Is comforting to me— 
I’ll go as the planets turn in their graves 
Dreaming of eternity 
 
 
SCAVENGERS 
 
Fellow scavenger, with the soggy fry  
dangling from your beak, 
you are luckier than me today. 
All I have to show 
for an hour of rummaging  
through the thesaurus is “entreat”— 
a listless simile  
I cannot eat. 
 
 
LOST VOICE 
 
Last seen in a field far from here. 
Chip on shoulder. Spot on ear.  
Heart on sleeve. No tag. Quite light. 
Responds when called and will not bite. 
The early night’s his hiding space.  
If seen, approach, but please don’t chase. 
Less sensitive to sense than sound. 
We miss him so. 
Reward if found.
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READING ENDYMION  
For David 
 
I love this hefty tome you gave to me, 
Its loveliness increases with every  
Step I take in this mock church; this vast hall 
That amplifies my voice, at the fall  
Of each phrase, reciting Endymion. 
I imagine Keats, finding beauty on 
The surface of almost everything, 
From the starling’s beak to the butterfly’s wing 
A dappled patterning of light through elms 
The setting sun and all that overwhelms  
The senses. And I’m even warming to 
Those countless gods and nymphs, that motley crew 
Crammed in to offer guidance I suppose, 
Over four thousand lines of iambic prose. 
I marvel at the beauty of these lines  
How sound and sense and meaning intertwines, 
Vowels, sibilants, tease the lips and tongue,  
And what a knack for rhyme in one so young!  
But as I reach the end of section three 
I fear this poem will be the death of me 
Over and over and over and over again 
These heroic couplets assault my brain. 
But praise him for that first line’s great endeavor: 
Indeed, ‘A thing of beauty is a joy for ever.’
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MOUTHS 
 
Released from the masks, 
our naked mouths gorge themselves  
on the sweet evening air 
like children wolfing watermelon. 
We peek our heads above our prim scrims 
to spy our languid tongues basking in the sunlight  
and delight in our glistening lips’ silent call  
to strangers they pass in the street 
for a kiss. 
How jealous we are of the raw power 
this tang of freedom has gifted  
our sweet carnal caverns.
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EMBODYING ANTONIO 
 
In memory of Antonio Carluccio (1937 - 2013) 
 
When I tease the oils  
from these pine nuts, rosemary  
and basil  
in this mortar,  
it’s your hand that holds the pestle. 
 
And it’s your hand that stirs  
my longing to master those age-old secrets 
of arrosolare, insaporire, trifolati; 
your finger and thumb  
that tests the green-ripe firmness  
of this olive I pluck. 
 
And when I curl my fingers to cut this kale 
It’s your knotted knuckles I set against the blade. 
 
Stranger still, 
after a few glasses of wine, granted, to hear  
you whisper your warnings  
through my mouth, 
those gentle admonishments 
you mumble to myself in front of the stove 
stirring your wisdom. 
 
‘Let the garlic sweat a little longer 
to help release the flavor of the dried porcini,’ 
we say. 
 
Then I lower my nose to the pan 
to close your eyes, 
and we smile together  
in gratitude for the senses that gift us  
this earthly pleasure.



 20 

PIROUETTE  
 
How long ago she managed to hold  
herself on toe, and twirl, and twirl 
with grace and charm, bold 
as the little ballerina girl  
 
who stares at her tonight, 
the sad ceramic leg now chipped  
and immobile. ‘Sleep tight’ 
she says ‘sleep tight my love’ light lipped. 
 
The little mirrors have lost their sheen  
a cloudy eye confirms,  
tracing leg line flecked with tourmaline. 
So these are nature’s terms, 
 
So these are nature’s terms.
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Two Poems On and After Emily Dickinson 
 
HOW ODD THAT DARING DASH 
 
Seven of them floating in a five-line poem— 
       A little bit fanatical, 
 being ungrammatical—  
            By such audacity you engage  
 our curiosity.  
 
Some called it a substitute for the devil— 
       Why your period had to die 
 is a riddle we can’t solve—  
            Nor need we bother. For we do sense 
 that suspension serves to  
 
arouse our pleasure and imagination 
       drawing attention to the life 
 you lived through— your caesura, 
            retained for posterity in lead— 
 traced on paper, the weight 
 
of your hand revealing such intimacy. 
       One has to wonder what is lost 
 in print, dash lengths analyzed  
            by the scholars who standardized 
 those mysterious marks. 
 
How odd that your idiosyncratic dash  
       through its cryptic will, moves us still 
 teetering and tottering 
            robbing time its ebb, and through its flow— 
 we hear your spirit sing.
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LIVING LIBRARY  
 
Less life than death in 
Faint scent of long-gone reader left in  
My 1948 living library Dickinson  
 
How the dead live through us 
Is a mystery 
 
Will the scent of my books  
Move my son 
Or anyone?
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HOME  
 
How nice of you to come today, anyways 
You must be busy with the kids 
Just put it over there 
Next to the flowers from Jenny 
 
You must be busy with the kids 
Yes, I think I still have some 
Next to the flowers from Jenny 
No, I’ve no need of that anymore 
 
Yes, I think I still have some 
Oh look! you can see the little bird from here 
No, I’ve no need of that anymore 
Did the kids pass their exams? 
 
Oh look! you can see the little bird from here 
They raise the blinds at 8:00 
Did the kids pass their exams? 
It’s Jen and David, right? 
 
They raise the blinds at 8:00 
I can see the children playing in the park 
It’s Jen and David, right? 
When can I go home? 
 
I can see the children playing in the park 
Cindy here takes good care of me 
When can I go home? 
You look like my son 
 
Cindy here takes good care of me 
Who are you? 
You look like my son 
How nice of you to come today, anyways
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SEARCHING FOR A SUBJECT IN A JAMES WRIGHT POEM 
 
I sit in the center of the poem  
and wait for the signs. 
 
The rattler’s hiss. 
The fetor of the carcass. 
The root  
of the moonlight 
through a crack in the barn wall. 
 
Man, bird, fish, 
all slip through my fingers like quicksilver 
without leaving a trace 
in this windless, terrifying calm. 
 
It’s so damn cold here in Ohio. 
Consonants crack like whips. 
Syntax cowers.  
Light contracts.  
Vowels evade the tongue and lips. 
 
Blindfolded  
I point a pronged stick at the parched red earth, 
walk in circles  
in search of the dead 
only to discover they are decoys.  
 
I head for the center  
where you hand over grace 
but the center has shifted – 
 
It’s not the same place.
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CIRCLES AND STONES  
 
(for Len) 
 
I have only one faded 
black and white photo of you 
hiking at Lake Louise. 
A tuft of white hair is blowing in the wind 
trying to flee from your rugged face. 
You’re cradling binoculars  
with the bony fingers of that hand I shook 
thirty years before  
your mind ebbed away. 
 
I have no photo of the circles  
we made  
skipping stones, 
just a thin memory  
of the ripples untroubled return  
to stillness.
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FIREFLIES 
 
Even their deaths are tactful and circumspect, 
rarely divulged by their spouses voluntarily. 
But I meddle. 
 
Sato-san’s wife told me  
while passing on the worm-holed planer 
he had used so deftly 
to bevel the edges of our shouji, 
that cold winter afternoon. 
 
She poured the tea 
in the very room Koji  
handed me the ukiyo-e prints  
that now adorn my studio wall— 
Hokusai’s iconic wave threatening to engulf  
Toshikata’s fireflies. 
 
The clouds have scattered. 
Children dash out of houses  
to chase their desire  
haphazardly jostling each other  
as they zigzag down the hill 
school backpacks wobbling 
their sunlit yellow caps bouncing 
as fragile as the flickering field of light  
we witnessed that last trip  
to Sato-san’s farm. 
 
I remember her spotted knuckles 
trembling as she held Joshua’s hand 
before answering his question: 
“Well, just like they’re blinking on and off now,  
one leaves us, but another comes along. 
Not so sad in the end.”
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MY SONS 
 
Do not go gentle into that good night 
Young ones who should sleep not play at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Though young boys at their start feel light is right 
Because their toys are lit with nightlights they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Good kids, the last book read, crying for bright 
Their fickle needs ignored, for want of play 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Wild kids who catch my love to flout the rules and fight, 
Who learn, at last, they will not get their way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Spent boys, near sleep, who plead with whining bite 
and bleary eyes will tomorrow have to pay 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
But you, my children, who I hold tight, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, OK! 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

 


