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I never could figure you guys out…






















Harvest is past, summer is ended, and we are not saved.


– Jeremiah 8:20
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June, Swoon









Insomniacs know


The indifferent moon


Cares naught for you.







But it’s always there


Just when you need it,


The tidal pull







At blood and heart –


A white page, a canvas.


My pencil. Start.






























River Run









Sure why not? It’s not like the river banks


Are any closer after all these years. But even we


Were surprised when the bridge packed up and left


For parts unknown.


Search parties were noncommittal and the trees looked askance


When asked about the circumstances.


The river hardly noticed but then it wouldn’t, would it?


Could be worse of course.


But that’s what they always say







Those wiseacres down at City Hall with their fancy


Ways and spats. Still the light still comes up


Shyly delivering the news and all its portents.


My, how the town has grown!


The buildings all so tall.


So blue.




























Slake









Rest on your haunches


At stream-side.


Cup your hands together.


Bow toward the further bank.


Balanced, dip your hands;


Let the water fill


The bowl of your hands;


Raise them from the water.







Drink from your bowled hands.


Bowing, drink again from the cup


You hold in your hands.


Rising, cup your face


In your cooled hands.







Think of where


You have to go today.


Go there.






























Debridement









Simplify, simplify.


Debride the wounds that life inflicts:


Sluice out the debris and corrupt skin


That infects the body and the world.


Pick out the poisoned fabric shards


And heal yourself naked and whole again


In cold springs among high mountain pines.


Give yourself over to something other


Than yourself and let your body fall free


In clouds of lavender that raise you up


To live reborn and on your terms:


Simplify, simplify.


Embrace, embrace.






























The Absolute Sweetness of Decay









Fragrancing ancient orchards


Musky smell of fallen apples,


Beauty of tumbled farmsteads, broken walls


And sprawl of meadows hazed by late autumn


Heat – winter’s coming on.







Learn from this. Divest yourself of illusions


Of control. Beware of plans: plans fail.


Do the wrong thing, well.


And when you die, scatter your ashes


High into the electric air.






























Still we pretend at modesty









These days, dreams of modest heroism


cloud even the smallest tyrant’s mind.


Who is exempt from self-effacing grandeur?


No one is an erratic driver or a bad lover


when history is behind the wheel of fate.


We can’t kid ourselves: we all acquiesce.


Everything is in play now, even quiet


moments down by the old mill pond


are a product placement opportunity.


But still we play at modesty even as we rise


like trout to plaudits which sting our mouths


with ashes of electronic funds. Rinse, repeat:


was any complex civilization ever founded


on such a simple formulation?







                                         So Katy, bar the door,


and if you’re doing nothing tonight, please drop by?


We’ll each keep a foot on the floor, like pool players,


and keep company for a while. You won’t stay.


Who does these days? One (notice the distancing


pronoun) gets used to it. Yet alone or not, sometimes


in the waking dream of night, cutting the electronic


clutter that now hums our synapses, I smell white water


and follow the tracery of rivers among cold pines.




























No Place









With no more news from nowhere


it’s hard to fathom any more.


Nostalgia’s a frail reed to justify


lives lived to the rhythm of TV dinners


and traffic reports. The verities of


weather trouble us only on video while


our lives seal us up with air-borne mites


and molds. Where did all these lung


ailments come from anyway? The pinescented


fresheners don’t work and


wearied by the ersatz sublime desperate


measures are required, at least by some.







Poor heart: no more Aeolian string humming the


hyperbolic ether, a dynamo gorgeously


electrifying us in all our struggles and up against


which we were fierce in losing. Now the thrum is


all inside while our internal air crusts up channels,


rimes tear ducts shut with salt. A recurring dream


keeps breaking into halcyon day nights of sleep:


a river shimmers just beyond that near-distant line of trees.


So close, we could almost walk there if we would.






























Self-Reliance









In the books, old-time private eyes


Worked alone, keeping to a solitary code.


These days, the ‘eye’


Has a sidekick who reads the signs,


Watches his back and kills the someone


Who needs killing


When the hero scruples. He’s always laconically


Amused, ready with a quip after the showdown


Cordite clears – justice balanced out.







I’ve discovered


Life’s nothing like it says in books:


You have to do the dirty work yourself.















OEBPS/9781847774644_cover_epub.jpg
DAVID C. WARD Call Waiting






OEBPS/logo_1_online.png
(ARCANET





