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The years








to Polly


The sun lowers soft yellow toward
the glowing waves.  Clear blue water
flows up the sand, covers my feet,
ice cold, flows back away with a

hiss.  The name of every grain of sand
is in gravity's open mouth.
Thin sweating runners sprint
along the beach, carrying black

batons, picking up speed as they pant
toward the Northern horizon.
The faster the sun goes down,
the darker it gets, the faster they run.

Portuguese Beach

"ontogeny recapitulates philogeny"

Before our spine grows, during the second month 

of pregnancy life, our fetus grows a 

cartilagenous spine called a notocord,

just like the cartilagenous spines in all fish; 

we human fetuses then also have gills.

Above Portuguese Beach on the Pacific just North of Bodega Bay 

the sun is down we are in afterlight; white water foams up 

around eighteen black rocks just off the coast here at Portuguese

Beach, the sound of their meetings a continuous soft rising and falling roar; a pickup truck goes by on Highway 1 winding along 

the cliffs above the water; the trailer the pickup is towing is empty; truck motor hums level, tires a soft hiss.  Bodega sailed into the bay

sometime around 1775 and invested in two-acre plots which have retired him, so he's writing post-modern novels in the 

countryside, green all around, above San Jose, Costa Rica, sky all blue.  Here the blue waves and sky, white foam out from this beach,

ancient gray cliffs forty feet high, the beach sand a dark gray as if basalt had been pulverized here long before Bodega and his crew 

came slicing sails full and billowing around this tossing emerald green turn; we swim we swim we swim; we slide through the water

we see it all from the point of view of an air-breathing fish on land

we swim we swim

Bodega stares out across the moving waters, the leaping white foam, writes down a first word.  The ocean says it is all a kind of swimming

It all turns over,

like lambs climbing across the wooly backs of a sitting sheep 

and ram, like two birds flying twirling in the air.

A young deer springs straight up into the air, mouth wide open, catches a bug, comes down, bounds up again, leaps through

the wild grass, disappears around the corner of the house.  On the

beach, out near the churning white-top foam, twenty three seagulls 

gather for day-end consultations, watching the ocean draw in toward them with a roar, fall away with a sigh; while across the arroyo, 

flowers gather in large cream-colored bunches.  A black bird flies west, curves back north along the rim of the sea, while a cloud the 

size of a city, all white and dark gray topped in light, floats ashore in the air, heads inland toward the lush evergreen-tipped mountains,

like white lambs climbing across the wooly backs of a sitting sheep and ram, as two black birds fly twirling, twirling through blue air.

Postcard on the farm, to Amy

March 10th, 2002

Last Monday, out the kitchen door, 

a twenty foot tall tree-bush flowered into white 

when the sun came out, while the weather felt warm,

like spring, after weeks of regular cold rain.

Thursday night froze.  Friday morning the car’s 

windshield was frozen - thick ice, white and chrystaline, 

transluscent, frost covered the wooden deck outside. 

Sunday morning, it’s not cold anymore.  The tree-bush 

is off-white now, while quite a bit of light green shows 

behind.  And toward the pond, a blue and red-striped bird 

sits still on the bare pear tree, while, on the pond, amid the 

small ripplings, a Canadian goose is honking, honking, the 

others walking slowly along in the grass pecking for worms

(except for Goostav who sits alone), while, on the near end of 

the pond, the white swan swims back and forth, his beak orange with black stripes, his eyes black beads that stare.

Museum

This museum with its bright red walls

open all day and all night.  No charge,

if you can find it.

This first picture, framed in black and gold,

a thousand rocks at the bottom, as old as the museum. 

Glinting water covers the rocks with white lace

which disappears in a moment.

In the picture, massive black rocks jut up out to sea, 

but the blues go out to the horizon and up into the sky 

where a few small puffs of white cannot wait - 

and glide along as if vaguely aware of

an eventual appointment with the night.

A low rising and falling sound emits from the picture

counting the seconds since the very beginning.

Brown bears in white ties and black morning coats

lumber down the museum's halls, responding

to questions, directing guests, serving guests tea

(stealing cookies and cheese from the serving carts),

whispering to each other:  "There is no time."

Works of art are displayed on ceilings and floors

in addition to the covered walls.  Penguin attendants

waddle back and forth putting pictures up,

pulling them down again to put up down the hall.

The penguins huff and puff.  It takes three or four of them

to handle the heavy frames.  It takes ten penguins to carry

in a net an explosive oil by Van Gogh.

Patrons tire sometimes and sleep on the floor,

or even move in.   Above me, a raven flaps past 

holding in her beak the canvas of a Vermeer,

the duke's eye in the unrolling canvas scrutinizes 

the gray weasels scurrying in the shadows.  

White art deco rats hang from the weasels' teeth 

by their marble tails.

Across the long hall is a painting of a family

driving down Highway 68

in an aging yellow van,

each family member staring

out a different window,

each seeing a different hall

in the museum

on a different day

in a different century

Back the night before,

I yearn for the huge silver airliners to pull backwards

out of the buildings they’ve slammed into, 

for the knives to retreat from the flesh as if

they had never thought of entering,

that the blades return to their box-cutting,

with no move to the left or the right.

I plead with the explosions 

to return back into their bombs,

their hand grenades, their mortar shells, back

into the airplanes filled with fuel for the long journey home.

I plead that the great expanses of rubble and broken stone rise

back up into the buildings they had been before the attack,

the roads back into being, leading again to the 

homes of loved ones.  I beseech the blood, the 

pieces of flesh, the eyes, the guts, the skin, the 

organs of love-making to float up from deep in the rubble 

and soil and weave themselves back into the

living bodies of family and community.

I cry that we gain the determination to climb

back before the deathly events, back the night before,

the night of September 10th, while the angry and oppressed talk outside, people are talking and listening with each other inside over dinner - how to live fairly with each other, how to live fairly with the planet, how to bring those outside in  - the next day the same people 

climbing onto the same airliners, flying successfully to their destinations, the balance of things swinging back toward a fair center, minds flooding with visions of a new century and 

millennium.  I reach my hands up toward the sky and plead

that cooling rain fall down, that a bright moon rise

into the black sky, that all the stars are luminous against the 

backdrop of utter darkness and that the families are all safe and 

home again, that the only fires are in the fireplaces and in the stars.

the hill road     the black leg

while I've been writing     cars careen down the hill road

the light inside has dimmed    i fill with fluid   the light outside has dimmed   starving for   and disappeared     the book on the shelf   it's done now.    it's over   the hill road    there's no way to make it

all right    starving for    i see the   

turn off the juice   pull down the sign   pull out the plug

there's no way to make it all right     my insides

scrape themselves out        everyone honks                starving for

the scrapers will leave nothing but tissue and bone

i fill with fluid     i can't breathe anymore    pull down the sign

it's ok     cars careen down the hill road i love    black leg

hurrying down the bones     the scrapers will leave nothing.

it's done now.  it's over.  there's no way to make it

starving for     turn in the key   turn off the juice

walked off     pull down the sign      pull out the plug

i can't breathe anymore     it's ok   there's no

air anyway    done now    it's over

starving for     what i pull into my lungs is cold fire   i burn, lots burns down      the scrapers will leave nothing

i fill with fluid   burns away      cars careen along the hill road

hurrying down the growing cracks

what i see is angels; everybody quacks

they take off their wings, drop the white robes          

the hill road     all falls off but white bone

the black leg begins to protrude from the book on the shelf

there's no way to make it all right

the hands on the clock clap and are gone

each one honks; everyone quacks

it's ok; it's not ok; the scrapers will leave nothing

it's ok     i see the black leg    the scrapers will leave nothing

i see the black leg       there's no way to make it all right

i see the spider

What God Thinks as He Contemplates a Love Affair with Lillith

I have ruled over all time and all space.

In my dreams at night, I have made 

everything, played it like a violin,

then left it on the ground behind me,

like a child his toys, and walked away.

How you entered my dreams I do not 

understand.  How did you enter my fabric, 

so that, now, when I look inside myself, 

I find your reflection everywhere I turn?

I have created everything, yet everywhere I turn

is you.  I find myself donning skin; I am 

overwhelmed with the need to touch you everywhere.

I, who spend eternities gazing down from infinite heights,

find myself aching for the breath of your speaking,

the movement of your lips, your tongue on the

nape of my neck.  When I look you in the eyes, I see

reflected the cosmos before and after all space and time.

I, who am forever, am dying into this touch, 

this moment of my left hand on your right breast, 

this movement which is better than all eternities.

I, whose name is solitude, why am I throwing away 

my peace like a cast-off doll, for this aching which 

has no boundaries and no name?  It is not fair to me 

that only you can quench my thirst.  I can no longer 

promise the universe anything; a wildness is breaking out 

inside me like a great fire - and everything is burning with joy.

I touch your hooded hunting bird with all the gentleness

of my aeons of time; I caress it, hood still in place, and 

listen for and feel its tiny heart beating, in tandem with 

my own, and want to cry for joy.  I whisper to it:

Fly up!  Feel sky, wind, space upon your wings.

In strong sunlight, I would shelter you forever 

with the coolness of all my worlds.  How odd that 

when I pick the worlds up, everywhere you are there.

I am ripped asunder, knowing that

without your wings, you would bleed to death, 

but with your wings you will fly away and leave me

to the solitude I had come to love.  For a moment, 

thinking of this is agony beyond anything I have ever, 

ever known.  Yet you are the rainfall which now cools 

my brow; and every drop that touches me is you.  

And I remember now that my own empty silence is also true.

At night, in my nightmare, you mock me and call me 

old fool, and I am both.  Usually, I am proud of my 

infinite oldness. And, as I am infinitely empty, I know 

that I'm a Fool.  But something about this putting on 

a body to meet with you makes me embarassed, make me 

feel small, untidy, and your words confuse me, and I stagger. 

I reach for my lightning, crackle its blue-red-yellow flames 

in the air, but roll it back up into a ball and put it away 

in my pocket, like a child's marble.  I could not, for anything, 

would not hurt you.  No.  Even though I am ruler of all the 

universe, if I hit you with lightning and if you disappeared 

in smoke, I would never ever stop crying.  The cosmos would be ruined and would fall away.

If I were to coil around you gently with apples of 

infinite sweetness, would you open?  What gift could I 

give to best  nourish you with my love?  All the suns and 

all green life are your name.

I am torn by impossibility - I must be one to be with you; 

I must wear this body.  Our touching is the reason for the worlds.  Yet you are everywhere, as well, and I can't caress you here and 

at the same time be everywhere else at once.  I don't know why not.  I know everything, I thought.  I am everything, I know.  Yet with you, I become shy like a young boy, and everything confuses me, though I am filled with joy.  

I smell your scent on the comet tail.  Yesterday, I found the 

luscious odor from your hair permeating that farthest galaxy of mine.

I know I've been everywhere all my life.  But when I don this body, so we can wrap ourselves around each other, I forget.  There is nothing in the universe like our skin together.  Our touch. 

I forget everything else.  I am become wild with desire for you.  In a far quadrant, I forget to maintain gravity and careen through light years in colors of chaotic array, like an infant on a tiny blue boat on white water rapids, and I laugh with an abandon I've never known.

Your lips are the reason flowers come into existence and bloom.  Every baby bears our names, both our names, for they are ours - and, in every size, shape, and hue, they will bear the ages of your beauty, your strength, and your meaning.  I promise to endow them with eternal home, with the energy which lights all the suns, and knowledge which whirls all bodies through all time.

I am filled to overflowing with desire; I have done this to myself.  

I have opened all my portals and allowed this wanting 

to come in.  I burn my treatises on perfectability.  

No toy comforts me.

I taste your tears.  Together they have an 

infinite sweetness and knowledge that I crave.

Everywhere I turn I see beauty.

It is night.  I dance entwined with you through shadows 

and through shafts of silver light from this moon.  

I want you to take off your clothes.  This feeling up and down my spine!  It doesn't help that I am everything, since I want 

everything with you.  And nothing else can possibly suffice.

I am bleeding from cuts on those thoughts of yours which are granite.  I want you so badly, everywhere, I can't think, breathe, speak, yet I must rise.  

Fly away as often as you are moved to.  And, while you do, 

I'll spin the stars, then plunge, as a huge fish, into the blue-black depths of every sea.  

Then, when we are ready, in those moments - those aeons - 

when nothing else will do, for me or you, like now, I swear you this: we can inhabit together every cell of this chalice of a cosmos, 

rolling over and over together down the gentle hills under warm suns, through deep green grass, among a myriad of flowers, 

caressing everywhere, you in me, my love, and me in you.

while Einstein, dreaming, rides a beam of light.

It is said that on the night before Einstein realized his theory of general relativity, he dreamed about a beam of light onto which he climbed,, like onto a horse, and rode.

John Seed:  "Give yourself bearing as with the authority of our five billion years of co-evolution."

Just how many beings, do you think, 

are alive on Earth right now?

Talmud, Hagigah 2.1:  "Whoever reflects on four things, it were better he had never been born: that which is above, that which is below, that which is before, and that which is after."
THE PAST

neitheronecould

notfromthestart


thepastthepast

1.
Brugge, Belgium

Caw, caw.

Shapes of the late summer afternoon blue sky light

show, in the moving water surface,

gray tan stone bridge

large brown tree full of green leaves

a small bird leaping up from the branches

a steep-roofed red brick house

white trim high chimney

old house after house on the right side of the canal

as the canal turns slowly to the left

in the distance going out of sight.

On the pathway to the Brugge railroad station:

Layers of sun and shaded

green sunny and shady grass very close

the undulating blue-green-brown patterns in the moving canal water

the lush green of the far bank for a ways 

an old walking path lined with grass and trees

bikes and scooters flowing along their own path

trees, very very old houses, late afternoon.

In flowing colors of the surface of the canal

accurate blue of the sky

accurate greens of the surrounding lush grass and vines

the brown trunks and branches of the overhanging trees

reflecting, like looking out through window glass in the rain

the blue texture of the water as it runs, rippling the mirror.

Along the far side of the canal, two couples walking arm in arm, both women's blouses white.

Some bicycling along the far side

in their own bike lane:  Japanese, German, French, Dutch, Belgian, Russian, some local kids

moving slowly in the lushness

feet circling silver wheels almost in tandem

Ducks on the shore watching the moving blue and green water, their ducklings in the grass huddled furry near the shore watching the big ducks watching the water.

2.


Last week, we went to the St. Peterbourg war memorial with mass graves left from Hitler's 900-day seige on the City:  In my mind I still see mass grave mounds one after another after another, each about fifty feet wide by 100 feet long, about 2500 townspeople to a mound, some mounds marked civilian, some soldier, some mounds marked 1941, some 1942, some 1943, rows upon rows, upon rows; I counted up to 100,000 civilian mass graves in one area (the counting took only a minute), then stopped and sat down, did nothing for a long while. 

"Hero-City" says a main metal memorial held in stone across the front of the last rows of mounds, "Mother, Leningrad".  

Beyond the mass grave mounds headed in one direction, the older St. Peterbourg grave yard going back some more...

3.
 

Morning lights the pages: dark curved library up then down the careful DNA  staircase, the oval stair wells, volumes, archives, computers, echos just like in a white marble building, at the main dark wood rolltop desk, gray and white marble you find the wall around you, large plants all around and paintings yellow and green, white and blue, red,  Einstein to sleep.

Some summer morning sunlight: Worlds share our sun, our Milky Way, all beyond all, way smaller than the atom, smaller than sub-atomic particles, where we and all are verbs not nouns (in the darkness great unknown Jupiters swim through space)...   The tired mind, eyes closing, drops everything, everything at all -- over and over, over and over.

In this skin of time, lumps of light arise, then burn, as so do we, while Einstein closed eyed raises up.  Einstein is dreaming.  Newton sees the apple fall; he sees the dancing, the undulations of the hooded neutebranks, the lightning, then Einstein... 

4.


Underwater valleys and hills for long distances, swimming, the sun's rays muted under water in morning light greens, light blue and cold.  

Other fish forms on both sides cast deep shadows, swim in shadowed parallel.

Above, tiny ducklings sleeping together on lighted Brugge grass; the moving water sounds, the shade.

5.

Coming up from sleep into the waking, looking out the back window seeing everything speed away behind and disappear. 

6.

I came out of Leningrad becoming-St. Petersburg a week ago this afternoon.  Then Amsterdam by train direct to Brugge.  Walking with my daughter who's in from Paris, sitting under a striped canopy in the sudden rain in the ancient town square, myriad tiny falling streaks covering the 600 and the 800 year old walls, centuries caught in stone.  Then the trains Utrecht to Roosdal to Amsterdam back again, back to the canals (the "grachts" the Dutch call them). Reguliersgracht at Kaisersgracht is my corner now.  Here are seven old stone bridges for the intersecting blue-green grachts’ surface in perpetual change.  I get out of the gray cab.  The green water in the Kaisersgracht shimmers up the image for me of vertical white shimmering  detailing the old brick canal-front houses on the other side.  

7.

How to ask all the past to come together?  So difficult to call just my own past together, one place, one time?  Species disappearing so fast, so much faster than before.

Rain late last night pattering above my sleep.

John Seed: "This rainforest was the place we've evolved for the last one hundred and thirty million years of our existence."  Mostly gone.  These are the years of our watch over these resources.
"About eighty percent of Czechoslovakia's forests are dying from acid rain," says The European, in a recent July.  "Radio broadcasts warn school children to wear breathing masks outside."  Czechoslovakia now.

Russians tell the story of an American fisherman.  Americans tell the same story of a Russian fisherman.  In each case, the fisherman gets up early, goes to his regular river fishing place, takes out a smoke, inhales, throws the lighted match into the water, and the river water catches fire and explodes.

Sometimes when Zalman Schacter would try to become silent to meditate during the years of the thermonuclear crisis, he would find something, some kind of static or crying, coming back this way along the pipe of time from the future.  It's as if, Zalman said, they were calling back to us pleading with us to stop the way we were doing things now...

8.

old frameworks dissolve; concepts reduce to sand  

Monday and canals, cars and boat horns.  It's one pm.  Sunshine.  I look away.  The clock jumps to 2:35.  let canal go, let grasses go  just let it all go  the clock jumps to Wednesday pm.  Then to 7.  The clock jumps to Thursday, 5:20 pm.  It's Friday, almost 8.

floating along the gracht

painting the venerables white and yellow,

painting the flowers red and white, then blue

the flowers painting each other

some days in another century

Belgian, Dutch, French, Russian, Rasta, Israeli, and others the past the past:  izvenezia, da, nyet, neva, parazhalsta, spaceba, eetcafe, eekhous, hoogstratt, getontothebus, stampitthankyou

9.
Maxim the Nevsky rhuba

I begin teaching my class Wednesday morning.  "Nachi Nayim", I say.  "Let us begin."

(Ya nee Neva rhuba.")  I am not a Neva fish.   But I know one:  Maxim.  I happened to meet the Nevsky rhuba when I was in Leningrad becoming St. Petersburg that summer.  He was swimming in the City's central river, the Neva.  It was hard.  Even once I had found a possible translator, the actual translation process was long and difficult, back and forth, back and forth;

Difficult not only that translating from the trout language was itself arduous, but also because this trout was Maxim, who was wearing a gas mask as he talked.  

He could not stay long.

He asked me to tell you...he says to us, he says:  Over two-thirds of our world's surface is water.   Over 80% of our own body's weight is water.   And, as for him and his colleagues and family, they are obliged to swim around in the Neva's water all day and night long.

He said that in his fish school he had heard historic tales of fisher families of ancient times when gentle angles of underwater hills were visible, clear in the morning light distance stories of seeing through the Neva for great, long distances, of seeing the distant underwater hills and bushes, early sun's rays down through which morning in the Neva waters his trout family's ancestors would swim.  

Maxim envisioned and wished fervently for that clear-water "heaven" again for them and their heirs.

"If only," said the Nevsky rhuba, "you'd listen.  If only, ...."

10.

the dna library in our bodies, subtle and dark, for our reading as we are ready, sometimes head, sometimes heart, sometimes emptiness or light

A young Indian man is burning sage now up on the stage in the Oakland Masonic hall.  I'm in the back.  He's bringing a group of 1000 into an American native peoples ritual.  I see the smoke, hear the incantation.  I sit.  A couple minutes of ritual take place.  Then whiff; I smell it.

This sage smoke is going out to summon into the hall all his Indian ancestors to the tribe's council, I imagine that going on further out to all beings who have ever existed in the past, of whatever species and category.  What if they could gather and sit with us here in our council, as we sit with each other, as we consider our ecosphere to come?  

11.

We sit, as small ducks sit together in a gathering, big brown and tan duck nearby, at the water's edge looking out at the current moving, shades of green; far water rippling, blue in the water nearby. 

12.

Vermeer 350 years ago paints a woman still reading the letter right now.  Her eye holds this moment's white light.

PRESENT
From across the water, the hours of the ending old Millennium

wave at the speed of light; white lace curtains in the windows

of the house up the hill on the left, hills rolling up ahead,

driving North just past Dog Town.

Dear Audubon begins a census of sentient beings

of all the sentient beings alive this minute: 

those in the air, those on the land, those in the sea.

All creatures have names for themselves and each other. 

What number?  all here this moment, and flowers,

on and off again go the single numbers, in the left grass the speeding

roadside car passes a dozen unseen uptipped, suntouched small blue souls among the green.

Says the Roshi:  There's nothing but the present.

Past gone;  future not.

Any hour can be the last one; pass the Wine.

13.

As I come towards waking, someone is speaking on the radio in a language I don't understand, perhaps Dutch or German.  It had been a symphony when I turned it on.  

8:32 am

This house in Amsterdam was built about 1800, 200 years old, in a neighborhood of buildings with some older than anything in modern American anglo culture. Older than New England, older than that.  Sixteenth and seventeenth century canals in Amsterdam?  In Brugge, some towers from the 12th century and a town full of stone buildings from 500 years ago.  It's summer noon and the old stonemasons are laughing as they work. 

European neighborhoods may be 1000-years old or more.  Some native neighborhood may be 15,000 years old.  Some campfire remains say about three million.  How old is yours?  Well, how do you know – or do you know at all?

14.

How many beings are alive now?  Well, 6 billion humans now.  But how many others?

Just on our planet, now as we speak, write, read, and listen.  How many now?  

Trailing rainbows of water, the porpoise arcs upward through the air.  

"Gorilla Fine Animal" says Koko, in sign language.  Koko the Gorilla.

Sage burning.  In this hall among us.  We need to all of us call ourselves together.  Is there still time to talk and plan and do?  From time to time, Joanna Macy and John Seed gather, as they put it, a council of all beings.  A council of humans sits down playing roles of human and other animals and sentience; 

I can see the sage burning cloud of light smoke begin to rise in the hall.  Joanna and John gather beings together.  Some crawl in; some fly.  All kinds of hair and bone and sinew.  All kinds of eyes.  All settle down and sit together in silence for a while. Sage is burning to gather souls.  Joanna speaks fervently of a great turning.

The sage touches my left nostril. 

All past lives meet with all present.

15.

I'll leave now to see Rembrandt about how light is upon your face

16.

it's after 6 pm Wednesday
Now past 10.  Now Thursday. Now Friday night.

The present is going once, going twice, 

FUTURE

17.

Looking out the front windshield, splashed with light -- All lives to come in the future:  Come sit with us here -- with all the past, all of the present, sitting with all of you yet to come.  We must talk.  Our watch over the planet is going badly.  It's your future.  What do you advise?

18.  The white and the gold

I am driving slowly down Ascot,

down our winding, wooded hill.

On the car's radio a piano is

playing, something soft and sweet

It is September 14th of Sarah's

16th birthday.  She sits on the right front seat 

looking out the window smiling holding in her hands 

a single white rose above four green leaves on the stem

in a half-filled-with-water translucent carton, 

a present from a friend since kindergarten.

The early afternoon sunlight comes in her window,

passes through two higher rose leaves

a luminous light green.  Our car winding back and forth

down the hill to the music is like dancing.

We reach Telegraph Avenue and turn right

down it toward campus. Before us,

a black dog walks, yawning, across 

the street, from the West side to the East,

watching neither right nor left.

By Shakespeare's and the Soup Kitchen crowds

are flowing along Telegraph.  Our driving

is very slow.  As our car approaches Cody's

bookstore corner, Telegraph at Dwight, we

stop behind the traffic ahead of us.  I see

out my left window a young woman in dark blue, 

with long brown hair, walking briskly 

winding through the crowd,

her legs in multi-color tights

Her left hand holding high a long dark wood

walking stick, this staff crowned on top

with bright gold knob in the form of a sailing ship, 

sail spread, catching in the wind.

The knob sailing forward, the gold twinkles with

the sun.  Traffic moves forward.  I turn my eyes, 

give the gas pedal a touch, then turn back to my left again 

to see the shine, but she has gone. 

19.

Child of children, children birthing children, the strength of the sound stretches here from the beginning.  All beings past, all beings present, all potential beings yet to be.  Incense in the air.

20.

Two guys talking intensely in French on Amsterdam radio. I don't really understand most of what they are saying, but when they get funny, I laugh too.

What best?  What really can be done? 

Hey Jack, hey Jill, what looks like your one year and ten hundred-year family plans?  Millennium just knocking now and came right in.  What tearful no-doubt blood-flecked trail can finally shake us awake and bring us home?

21.

Friday night bedtime. The deadline's up.  Back to America on Monday.  I'm starting to fall asleep in my chair in front of the computer's streaming light.

Tomorrow, during the morning, begin to pack. Turn the computer back in to the rental shop across Prinzengracht.   

I turn it off, drop my clothes, and crawl into bed, pull the covers up.  It's begun to rain.  

As I sleep, I can hear above in the night sky great thunder rolling on and on.  My closed eyes see great flashes of lightning light fall down through my skylights,  Long rolling booming roars.  Then silence. Then again.  After awhile, everything falls away.

22.

Five small ducks sit together touching, leaning toward each other, tiny beaks in light, in the woodside gathering.  Under the far trees, in shade, large creatures come and go.  Nearby, a big brown and tan duck (who's at the water's edge) looks out at the moving current, more distant green water glimmers, sky blue in the water close by, then, in this wave tip a moment's glint of yellow-white, 

while Einstein, dreaming, rides a beam of light.

It is my heart

1.

The world tears the heart from my chest

and throws it bloody, pumping

into the night field, the field of swaying wheat.

The world tears out my memory

of the past and burns it on 

the leaping red-yellow flaming pyre.

My eyes see my memories as white smoke

rising into the night sky - wrapping itself 

around the crescent moon.

My hands wrench free of my body altogether

and flap up like the wings of birds into the sky

flapping up into the smoking billowing rising up...

2.

Down from the foggy sky, rain begins to fall.

Each drop is itself weeping.

My hair falls with it to the ground.

Into the now-soaking night soil, my legs sink 

down to my hips, then to my waist - and I sink 

and disappear - my last eye sees last the 

smoking sliver of the moon.

No light.

In the aeons of blackness, 

3.

leaves begin to extrude from my trunk.

I can't see - but I know I'm green.

A thought tries to rise to my mind, 

but it's no use.  Nothing is there.  

Then how do I know I am become green?

I sense time passing - ages - new dinosaurs come up

then pass down away.  Rain seeps down through 

the ground and visits me.  Its messages are wetness 

and cold but I waken.

4.

In the distance above me, 

I hear a scratching 

through the days and nights.

God knows what time passes.

Then one day something happens.

Fingers break down through to me 

through the dirt.  Down through the hole, 

the cold air hits my head like a blast.

The fingers seem somehow familiar.

The dirt falls away.

I look up.  It is cold and very dark.

I see nothing but the edges of fingers

scurrying above me; I feel them brushing the dirt away 

from my head and out of my eyes.

The hands are all there is.

Hands to the wrist. 

The dirt is out of my eyes.

The hands caress my forehead.  

They are my hands.

Way above me, I see a dark cloud moving aside.

The tiny moon.

My hands reach down brushing dirt aside 

from my shoulders.  They grip my shoulders 

and pull me up.   I am out of the hole.  I am green.

We are in a wheat field.

A mountain is to my left in the 

night shadow.  It is thumping, 

thumping.

It begins singing.

It is my heart.

