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This book is dedicated to Nix, Nox, Morpheus (no, the other one,) and Phil. And let us not forget the contributions of the Professor and the Madman, Great Cthulhu and the Midnight Rambler.
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POETRY IS NOT MUCH loved these days. It’s claimed by many that there are more people who write poetry than read poetry, and claim difficult to dismiss. In my youth, when I used to attend poetry readings at coffee shops and such, one of the participation rules was that in order to read you had to bring at least two friends/guests, the rationale being, of course, the two “civilians” were there to buy the chapbooks being hawked by all the other poets. After all, if we all bought each other’s books, we would only at best break even.

It’s a little sad, of course, that poetry has sunsetted for Western culture, for there are some things that can only be said in a poem, some truths that can only be expressed in terms of meter and rhyme and allusion. True, there are still poets around, but poets who make their living by writing and selling poetry? No, it’s all academic now, not a term that carries a good meaning when it come to poetry, since academia is not a place where much flourishes.

People will disagree (always a good thing) but I think the last real poet in America may have been Robert Frost with his deep woods, diverging paths and walls that were always in need of mending. Or maybe Randall Jarrell with his washed-out ball-turret gunners and erudite bats. For Britain, Yeats maybe, or Auden.

Reading the biographies of many past poets, I was impressed by the number of times I saw the phrase “...the publication of that collection shot him to fame.” Not something that would happen in this day and age.

It is a difficult thing to grasp for modern readers, that poetry used to be part of the mainstream of life, read by people from all walks of life, from every strata of society.

Novelist Tim Powers excellently portrayed the pervasiveness of poetry in society in The Anubis Gate, in which a gang of dock workers eagerly awaited the publication of a new collection of poetry. Not everyone could read, of course, but in any group of people there was always one who could, and for at least as long as it took to read a poem in a book or in the columns of the newspaper he was the most important man in the group.

All passed away, sadly.

So, then, why write poetry when there seems to be no one who  will read it or fully appreciate it because it is not their own work? I suppose every poet has a personal answer for that question.

For me – not that I would truly count myself a poet, merely a dabbler in words – the answer is because I do not truly believe I am alone in the world, despite all the studies and polls. I think there must be at least one person out there who might appreciate what I have written, may be touched by the images and words.

Somewhere, there might be someone who thinks of midnights and quantum entanglements, fog-wrapped river ports and the deeps of the sea, and lonely sabbaths and the secrets that horses know. It may be that others look upon this world of technology and would-be tyrants and doubt that they are a part of that world.

Is it you?

I hope so, because it was written for you to read when you are sad and think you are all alone in the world.

You’re not.

We’re not.
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1

CRUEL SNOW LIES KNEE-deep under frosty stars

Revealed by scudding ribbons of sooty clouds,


Ragged remnants,

Undulating pennants of celestial wars,

Crystal eyes and bronze-tipped spears

Descant shadows of ebony arrogance

Mutter with unfaded memories of ancient scars

Chafe at the dust in cosmic gears;



Shuffling feet upon the cracked and hidden walkway,

Stiletto boots shush-shush plowing forward from yesterday,

A slow river forming at her crimson progress

After a long night but unended yet, still turgescent; 

She does not look up to the eyes downward cast

Upon her flickering soul, a flame that cannot last,

Nor feel the tears falling slow from the watchers on the walls,

Weeping angels held in thrall even as she falls,

Stone hands covering stone faces –

Their hearts beat and hers does not;


A black car prowls the frozen way and growls

At curbside with engine that fire-spits and howls,

Its narrowed cobra eyes seeing a doe-eyed prize.

A painted smile

A life grown vile



She is cold and tired and wet

But the night is unended yet.

2

The page rustles and the fire crackles while the clock

Beats tock after measured tock

In the silence of a deep winter’s night

Reading by the prismatic glare of a Tiffany-shaded light.

3

Red to red, blue to blue, Moe whispers in Hasan’s translucent ear,


Snip and solder

Fit and glue

Mix and stir

Twist and screw;



Sweat beads his alabaster brow,

Mats his fine blond hair,

Salty upon thin quivering lips;

No turning back, he answers, certainly not now,

Though he shivers in the cold dead air,

Fights a dread fear that grabs and grips;

Hear me, love me, serve me,

Forget who once you were,

Deny the man weeping on the tree

Think of blood sweet as myrrh.

Finish quickly solider mine for the time of fire is drawing near.

4

Finally away from work after a too-long shift he stands

In the alley behind the restaurant among yesterday’s smells

And lights his cigarette with his father’s Zippo,

The only thing the old man gave him before leaving,

Leaving as it turned out for the last time,

Gone from the old house with all the ghosts,

Leaving him with that strange old woman so like a praying mantis,

Who claimed to be his mother but had blood like water,

Now gone as his old man and more forgotten

Except on cold nights like this,

Perhaps the coldest of the year when amnesiac snow

Lies knee-deep and holds with a mother’s embrace;

And the smoke he exhales, part cigarette part life,

Dances and swirls upon the breezes of the night,

Assuming for an instant,

For just a quantum moment,

A familiar shape with hazy eyes

That sees too deep into his heart

Before it drifts away into a yawning night

Of scudding soot and hungry stars;

And he puffs again before setting out.

5

The pastel starlight comes to Earth to die,

Surviving a transit across the cosmic depths,

Unimpeded by the shadows that gibber and grasp,

By the ethereal efts and lampreys and basilisks,

Not to mention the peculiar cats of Saturn,
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