
 

The lawn swing, gliding smoothly in summer air 

In fragrant twilight, across sacrosanct, living grass 

The cool damp green crew cut beneath bare feet 

Silently in motion, soft acceleration 

Then slowing down, shifting direction 

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 

I knew there was more to it than that 

In the world outside the wall of weeds 

Beyond the trellises, eternal summers 

Rose-scented, 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 

Always waiting to stop 

Never . . . quite . . . stopping 
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C H A P T E R   O N E 



 

òHow can you sleep through this storm?ó She asks. òHow can anyone rest  

in this heat? Lookñthe lightning is coming closer.  Can you hear the thunder?ó 

A pause. She sighs. Sweat pours down her back, wetter than rain. 

 

òThat dog is barking again, the big one across the alley. Such strange neighbors. 

Donõt they hear him?  How can anyone sleep through all that?ó  

 

The room is dark, even after I open my eyes. 

 

òTell me the truth,ó She says. òAm I wrong to mistrust all this good luck? 

Too much peace and contentment, security, all the money in the bank. 

I know I shouldnõt be so nervous. Why donõt we have any children?ó She  

demands in a whisper, crying.  

 

I canõt answer.  Iõm not awake. I donõt understand her questions. òCome back  

to bed,ó I say. Pink lightning cracks the sky.  

 

òHow can you sleep?ó She asks.  
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òI was dreaming,ó She told me. òJosh and I were walking on this country road.  

I kept asking him where we were going. He was talking about the airplane he was 

building, that looked like a sailboat. It was going to take us back to the city. He 

kept talking but I couldnõt understand what he was saying.  He took off his coat 

and handed it to me.ó 

 

òThen suddenly he was gone,ó She said.  òI heard the thunder and woke up. 

When I opened my eyes, I thought the pillow was on fire. It was the lightning, 

shining in from the window.  I thought if I went to the window and looked out,  

Iõd see him. I wanted to give him back his coat.ó 

 

òAfter all, itõs raining.ó 

 

Tears streaked her cheeks like the shadows of rain running down her satin gown. 

 

òCome back to bed,ó I insisted. òYou can dream of him again and give the coat 

back to him then.ó 

 

She drew in a long, slow breath, silhouetted against the window glass as lightning 

flashed behind her. 

 

òHow can I sleep?ó She whispered, òWith my pillow on fire?ó 
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I find myself to be a complicated creature  

In this existence as man and spirit therein 

Contained in this cloud of pink flesh 

That rolls, thundering 

Across bone-white 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 day-old infant 

Eyes fixated on the glow of a heaven 

Abandoned only moments ago. 

I 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 

A planet held together by strings  

By artistry, by magic, mass delusion 

Agreement between all madmen 

To say, this is the world we imagine 

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 walls 

of horses we may ride in dreams 

All the way to Valhalla 

The conquerors of chaos 

Emperors of dust 
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Narcissus looks into his own reflection 

Adonis abandons Venus for the hunt 

Marx invents his drab Utopia 

And I find myself transfixed 

(If not yet transformed) 

By the promises of technology 

Advertising slogans scribbled 

Like profane graffiti 

Across the brows of saints 
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