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In memory of the dead,
and to all the survivors,
including our beloved Mother Earth.
May the gods heed our prayers.
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PART I












A Storm upon Us


In memory of John Trudell, written upon the occasion of his crossing over


A storm is coming. It is on the horizon.


It has traveled far, fast, wide, and


taken much in tow,the storm


infused with lies and nitrogen. Water, air, ground—


infused, our fruit and animals infused,


our minds infused with lies and nitrogen. We’re dumb struck,


believe ourselves smart when we are, instead, confused.


The tricksters counted on our being caught unawares.


They knew our selfishness, greed. Most of all, fears.


The storm approaches. (Can you hear it?


Nine hundred and ninety-nine hoof-like vibrations beat against our eardrums &


we remain indifferent.) We have our things gathered. Our children seem fine. We always rebound.


The storm comes and goes, returns. Next time, harder. We don’t even bother


with shelters. We give it new names, each time, further fire and rain.


We mourn.


We start again. It could have been you or me, we say, dying


in public beneath a baton’s blows falling amid the spray of a sniper’s bullets,


but it wasn’t. We go on.


Disaster has happened to someone else.


We venture out and buy more. We take more. We discard. We pillage the earth.


The storms take sinister forms, go by isms, neo, and post-hyphenations. Be afraid, leaders of the faceless enemy, warn. Beware.


Be aware


when you travel we cannot protect you. We will be vigilant of your whereabouts.


Our watchful eye will know your life. Long lines to survive much less thrive lie


before you. You’ll feel shame like in naked dreams but worse because we, in fact,


are watching you. We will make sure you don’t question.


And when the storm is upon you, when it has destroyed your homes and your children are not fine and your dreams of golden roses and bright days are nowhere but in the pages of a storybook, we will be content in our heavens eating peeled


grapes, sipping fine wines from our vineyards of abundance,


sitting on our thrones,


new gods. We’ll smile down upon you,


our creation of ruin,


pick our teeth with your bones.









Tell Me to Live for Something


Tell me to live for something—


to live for you, let’s say;


see next spring;


or to do mundane things, again.


Say why it would not be prudent


to leave . . .


this world, I mean.


Let’s not be maudlin,


much less trite.


I don’t say lightly


this is a hard time.


Tell me, love, new friend,


why you think we, meaning all,


shouldn’t find what is in motion,


not an onslaught of indifference?


If all that made countries civil,


societies tolerable, even pleasant,


now and again,


cultures enriching,


a sound, scent, taste of fish or fowl—


touch of tree bark, smell of the ocean,


life’s seductions—all gone,


tell me, what then?


Instead, while Libya saw missiles fly


(he said Iraq)


we heard, “No matter.


Let them eat chocolate cake.”


One nation or another,


people or other,


massacre,


razing,


explosion,


starvation,


genocide,


police stampede on private citizens


in peaceful demonstrations—


it’s what must be done


to keep us all in line.


“The chocolate cake was superb,”


he said.


No matter


who was hungry.


“Not just any cake,” he added, smiling


for the camera, but


“the best piece of cake you ever tasted.”


In the same breath he announced


bombing one country


when it was another.


No matter.


What matters is more for us, he thought,


cake and all the rest.


Tell me, love, my friend, why should I stay?


Cowards go, yet here I am.


(She, who once was my ally, has left.


There’s only skin, empty flesh.


She’s there, you assure me.)


I had a dream,


walking through a labyrinth of anxieties.


Everyone was dead.


Tell me, love, my friend, from where you sit,


is the view clearer in the far-off distance?


Are there brighter starlit skies?


With no refuge or reprieve,


not a prayer whispered or wailed,


no return to God,


no exit or on-ramp,


I suspect


we’ve become a


multitude of floating corks


in the Dead Sea.









Hache ¡Presente!


People die


by the minute.


In this case, someone


on your short true-friends list,


a man you laughed and cried with,


called on the phone,


invited to your home.


He went down quick.


But you know


had he a fighting chance,


no matter how small, it’s sure


he’d have taken it—


fought the odds all his life—


a black man


from Cuba,


gay


and very smart.


Yeah, he fought in life and won each time.


You hear of his death by the virus and


it all comes back—
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