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Thank You




    There are many people & organizations I wish to thank for this collection, but I’ll keep it limited to Maria Mazziotti Gillan of The Poetry Center in Paterson, NJ; National Endowments for the Humanities and CCHA for incredible summer seminars that made many of these prose poems possible (especially Andean Worlds 2002 and Concord 2009); Fulbright International for my year as Visiting Guest Professor at University of Munich – a wonderful year of travels as a bonus; the editors who published many of these poems; and of course George Gensbichler and the incredible staff of Books Mango.




    Many of the poems have been published in The Paterson Literary Review, The Funnel, CCHR, Rockhurst Review, Aroostook Review and other places.
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    Richard Marranca has two books in print from Oak Tree Press of California: The New Romantics: 10 Stories of Mystery, Passion, Travel and Vampires (which includes a vampire story in Bangkok) and Dragon Sutra (mystery/adventure novel in Southeast Asia). He regularly publishes essays, fiction, poems and interviews in places such as Shambhala Sun, Minerva, Indiana Review, Quadrant, Light of Consciousness, Sufi, Paterson Literary Review, Yoga International, Thammasat Review and more. This is his fourth book with Booksmango. Also, Richard is a Trustee of NJ College English Association and recent past president of NJ Fulbright chapter. He enjoys travel, hiking, running, meditation and yoga and lives 20 miles from New York City.
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Sukhothai Emerges with Starlight




    At the ancient road, I join




    two travelers. They hurry




    to the far side of the temple




    to snap photos of the immense




    seated Buddha, left hand on




    lap, right on knee, pleased,




    empty, mindful. Between




    columns sits a bell-shaped




    tower. The leaves glisten in the




    rain-flecked breeze, time echoes.




    “It’s too dark to see faces,” says




    one of the Hong Kong travelers.




    Fluttering around the columns,




    the pigeons catch my attention.




    They toddle in & out of holes




    time has bored into the capitals.




    The stone, denuded and plain,




    recalls the ancient city, when walls




    kept out invaders and merchants




    returned with silks & spices. I




    climb the stairs. Pigeons change




    places and scan the empire:




    they know it requires rain.


  




  

    
Moche Ceramic: Sacred Love




    She is the earth and he is the sky.




    The handle protrudes from




    his back as she crouches on




    all fours, sphinx-like. They’re




    atop a rectangular beige vessel,




    with white lines on the sides &




    squares cascading down the middle.




    She wears a hat like the one I




    bought at Pisac market – pointy




    with donkey ear flaps, of clay




    tones. They are naked, of one




    anatomy. The woman is hatless




    and focused, with a powerful but




    quiet passion. They boil, but you




    don’t see the boil. The viewer is




    drawn to their blending point,




    to that ecstatic gasp for more.


  




  

    
The Fates in San Jose Hostel




    I like the Dutch women in the beds




    across the room, next to Ben from




    San Diego. They have see-through




    indigo eyes, straw hair, Shaker economy.




    Ben returned from the local hospital because




    he fainted in the plaza – a storm inherited




    from his father. I help him rule out maladies,




    he’s ok, his eyes no longer fly around. He




    knows he’s fallen into the auras and blend




    of consciousness before language & cities.




    The Dutch speak of a local village, as if




    it’s Gouda or Delft. Sounds exotic, they




    speak of indigenous people, volcanoes,




    giant cactus, a shaman who says he can be




    a jaguar. They’re on the road for two years.




    I want to leave my home, join them, enough




    of my bed. I want to know how they can be




    away for so long, if they have cats or people




    they can’t leave, who’d die without them.
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