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For all the ghosts and corpses

that shall never know

the breath of our children

so long

for the sacrifice

and endurance

of our mothers

and the sustained breath

of our fathers

we live


For Marcia
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prologue


. . . as the fearful crowd gathers

to witness my wounded sanity

slain rational

knotted tongue

calamity kisses an utterer

stuttered breath retreats

with withered desires
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most relationships are built on faults. i do not wish to place blame. but there are houses that crumble with the slightest tremble of the earth. there are those that have made homes of cliffs for centuries: families that commune with stars. we have named our daughter after one of the brightest. Saturn. yet we are left to make magic of our own names given to us through the love of our parents. she has found the ocean in her name. and i have found the sun in mine. the point where the sun is furthest from the equator: Saul Stacey = solstice. our parents were wiser than they knew.
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but this is not why i’ve come. i have come to tell you that i have come. on the way, i noted the women transfixed by the light coming from their centers. their heads are bowed. they have learned that if you tilt your neck to the slightest degree and hold your head just so you can look into lost worlds. they are there retrieving their young from the clutches of negligent daycare. they have come to care for the night. many of them are glowing brighter than the moon herself. thank the heavens she is not jealous in her luminescence, for i have seen many women glowing beyond the intensity of the moon and thought that perhaps the night had mirrored itself in the wake of this glorious occasion: our communion. yes, i have come. i have had a safe journey, although my fears had mounted against me. there were many mountains of my own making and valleys of days without vision.
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the forecast is

we kiss good-bye and never hello

all kisses are then parting kisses

and it hurts even more to write it

than it does to live it

for i know what written word can do

let alone spoken

and this is a spoken art
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there is a gathering in the forest. the leaves have refused to change. they say that they are tired of things never remaining the same, of dying to be reborn, of winter’s dry withered hand. they are praying for an eternal spring. even i expected that the beautiful autumn must have been ecstasy for the leaves. but they admit that there is nothing more painful than changing from green to yellow to red to brown. they insist that their beauty is a prolonged suffering. they say they will never change again. they have sent me to convey their green-leafed message. winter has left them brittle and they do not wish to continue their cyclical sacrament. they wish to remain a forest, unchanging. i have told them that everything has its season. they refuse to listen and insist that i am biased because i am named after the sun’s distance from the equator. they say that i am the problem. they have placed the blame on me.
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