The Lawn Swing CHAPTER ONE
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The lawn swing, gliding smoothly in summer air
In fragrant twilight, across sacrosanct, living gra
The cool damp green crew cut beneath bare fee
@ Silently in motion, soft acceleration

&% Then slowing down, shifting direction
B Holding you in the pendulum

: In moments of stillness
In a space barely contained
By the stolid, simple machinery of it
% In the safest back yard memory can reach
| knew there was more to it than that
In the world outside the wall of weeds
Beyond the trellises, eternal summers
Rosescented, adolescent absorption
There would be another year, and another
Where the swing began to gain speed
To move too fast for safe feelings
Trying to grasp the stillness and hold on
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Pillow on Fire
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A Complicated Creature
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| find myself to be a complicated creatufeplanet held together by strings
In this existence as man and spirit ther@w artistry, by magic, mass delusis

Contained in this cloud of pink flesh
That rolls, thundering

Across bonavhite plateaus

Bathed in rivers of deep red blood
Alive with the lightning of nerves
Striking every moment, electric
With awareness: of touch, of taste,
Of fiery pain, of softness like down
Upon the cheek of a dapyd infant
Eyes fixated on the glow of a heaven
Abandoned only moments ago.

| See forgetfulness in that face
Whose duty is but to sleep, to cry
To kick away the membrane
Between this world and the last

As all that surrounds him takes shape §

Screaming with colors
Demanding to be named
To be tamed and held in place

Agreement between all madmen
To say, this is the world we imagir
Beyond the untameable wild

Far from the lair of the giant bear
Warm and safe in our small cave
By a glowing hearth of embers
Our handmade pictures on the wa
of horses we may ride in dreams
All the way to Valhalla

The conquerors of chaos
Emperors of dust
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Mvythology Today

Narcissus looks into his own reflection
Adonis abandons Venus for the hunt
Marx invents his drab Utopia

And | find myself transfixed

(If not yet transformed)

By the promises of technology
Advertising slogans scribbled

Like profane graffiti

Across the brows of saints




