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life




open for breakfast

 


somebody has to get the day going:

contractors with their pickups full of
tools,

two cups of coffee

 


to flip the sun’s breaker switch,

to open the valve that starts time
flowing.

 


we are our own caffeine.

we are the drive to make, do, fix and
act.

we are the spark, the ignition.

 


under our hands darkness brightens,

motors purr into life,

doors unlock

and we're open for business.

 


***

 


dawn

 


this is why i am a morning person.

they say that dawn breaks

but it really just dawns

like any other realization.

 


first there's darkness,

but it's not complete.

we can't tell when it becomes light

so we have to listen

and watch for cues.

the birds usually figure it out first,

witness those crazy pre-dawn roosters

and all that.

 


then a cloud lightens and brightens,

the delicate yellow and pink of
potential.

but it still isn't light yet,

we have to wait for the blue sky

to make it official.

 


or maybe we don't.

maybe it's just a cloudy day

and we have to wait and trust

that the sun will be there

because it is.

 


***

 


the big predator in the sky

 


dogs get wiggy when it storms—

clinging lurking whining hiding
trembling—

when it's their job to protect us.

what's the fuss?

 


i think there's a big predator in the sky

whose rumbling growls menace and presage

the blinding flash of slashing claws

and tearing teeth.

 


when your enemy is as large as the sky

and can't be grabbed by the scruff of the
neck,

to suddenly find yourself prey

and get pissed on in a most undignified
manner,

that just tears it.

 


the big predator in the sky

electrifies our nerves

and dogs have more hairs

on the backs of their necks.

it must have opposable thumbs;

how else could it fire those gunshots?

 


you can keep your place

in the food chain, dog,

and i'll take mine

under the fresh driving rain.

 


***

 


harsh mistress

 


there aren't any new clichés

that can be said about the sea,

but i'll tell you why she's a harsh
mistress.

 


she scours with salt,

abrades with sand,

corrodes with absolute power.

 


she distorts driftwood and rounds rocks,

tosses seaweed to shore with contempt.

trees grow in strange shapes to avoid
her,

and her salty wet perfume pervades every
place.

 


all this before she ever reaches the
ships

and before mermaids,

her earthly representatives,

enchant the human race.

 


her tides can't be managed like menses

or placated like PMS.

paper might cover rock,

but it's soaked by the sea,

and water always wins.

 


the sea's always on top,

outlasting every marriage

and breaking every human contract.

 


i can only breathe in the sea,

she makes me exhale in another direction,

turning my breath to her own ends.

 


she lets me think her pearls of wisdom are my
own,

so i'll take her on my tongue every time.

 


***

 


tidepool

 


a snapshot in time,

one moment between

the sea's flooding of the senses

and the rushing loss of retreat.

 


it could be a tiny inland lake

but for the sand's inconstant

and shifting boundary.

 


this starfish looks real,

but beware the barnacles beneath

the slippery seaweed.

 


take a good look.

the water reflects you now,

as much a part of the ocean as it ever
was,

and sooner or later time rejoins the
tides.

 


learn what you can

like a child on a field trip

then send your mirror back to the sea.

 


***

 


j'éclate

 


like and unlike venus,

i emerge, adult,

from currents.

i spring forth fully formed from my own
forehead.

 


i have always peeled bandaids off slowly;

now there's no time, not even to heal.

scars follow.

 


trees fell in the forest and i did not
hear.

fallen leaves nourished the soil, regardless.
now

i am a redwood thrusting forth, thick and
fast,

from my own seed.

 


realizations dawned while i was in the
dark.

embers glowed but did not rouse. now

i am a conflagration springing

from my own spark.

 


cocoon slumber soft as silk

but strong as steel.

wings shed shells, shattering.

nests ignite, implode;

sticks splinter;

fibers shred.

 


a tsunami surging from a splash.

a concerto bursting from a chord.

a storm thundering from a raindrop.

 


myself, emerging from myself.

 


***

 


visual feast

 


i stocked the fridge,

but no one told me

i had to stock the walls

or i would starve.

 


white space is full of potential

but it's not filling.

 


now i imbibe with my iris

these shades, shapes and shadows.

now i eat with my eyes

and feast on these frames.

i dine on these designs,

i lunch on these lines,

i can taste this texture.

 


i gorge on this green,

i drown in this brown.

my gut growls for gold.

i'm yearning for yellow.

i'm ravenous for red.

 


you, artist.

you didn't know your greeting card

would be the last thing i see every
night.

nourishing my dreams

is a huge responsibility.
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