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Water on Water

water paints waves
of water on water
loops of light spread
over the gently
rolling surface
trembling air

stirs gentle motions
threads of luminous
brilliance collect
in rainbow colors
from a distant sun
to weave a lucid web
over the blue

bounty and beauty
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water ever alive
there and always there
at the edges of the seen

Bodies

the wisdom to forestall
the shattering of bones
shadows on an X-ray

the naked body

lying on a vacant shore
lying on inland soils
tenderly overgrown

with apples and grass

the flight of nightbirds
of seabirds soaring

over the waters

the wisdom to forestall

the shattering of bones

The Dimension of

To hold you tight
finally
to hold you

with half closed eyes
scrutinizing the future
searching for hope
always searching

Internet and Handy
as Dimensions

of hope

Desire



To observe

always more keenly
disappear

farther and farther away
till I reach the land
following you

the land of desire
always following you

Pray to some wise god
whoever s/he may be
hidden from us

and equal for all

and to the angel

who appears out of focus
on all the picture

who mocks me

hanging from the cornice
above which there are
only stares of cold stars

To hold you tight
finally

but where are you?

Forgetting

How easy it is

to forget you

your hands your lips
on my body

How easy it 1is

to get lost

in the daily chaos
that separates us

and each from himself



stuck
in a grey world
submerged

in ugliness

A world that knows not
the trembling
of glowing bodies

A world

without an instrument

to measure the vibration
of a kiss on my breast

that burns on me today
with your absence

I want a Date

I want a date with your mind

want to sing on the roving sands
where thoughts run rampant

with desire in a high tide of fun
spun surf spraying threads of sun

I want a date with your mind
to laugh at the day’s dismays
indulge in ‘come what mays’
and chant to the sinking sun
the cradle songs of yesterday

I want a date with our bodies
till sleep will separate all
but our thirsty revolving skins
embracing love-crazy planets

in dreams uniting us

again and again



Red Carpet — A Haiku

The dreams you told me
I embroider in secret

I stitch them in sleep

I stitch them in sleep
in the middle of a room
dreams hard to come by

Dreams hard to come by
since I live you by dreaming

I crave every word

I crave every word
and every secret nuance
a verse from the heart

A verse from the heart
now a calm reassurance

the world has vanished

The world has vanished
I, the magic carpet and

the dreams you told me

The Hourglass Moment

This is the moment to

turn the hourglass around
time had run through

it had almost run its course
now we’'ve found each other
round the bend lies the new

life made from of the same
trickling grains of sand

that viewed from upside down

Cycle



seem more magnificent

As from a kaleidoscope
shaken again and again
emerges beauty and order

unforeseen just like you
and yet seen as the light

in your eyes

I will only smile

and abide by this light
between us that shines

at a might of hunger and love

This is moment

time has been found

a time that was run through
this is our moment

to turn the hourglass around

Afternoon

The sun puts the clouds
on the table

between the glasses

and the crackers

a piece of luminous sky
between floating smiles

bits of today’s heaven
come down to us

as a light

right here looking into

each other’s eyes



Fingering

What I had under my fingers

Third down over the thumb

Though it didn’t at first make sense
Is still under my fingers

Decades later as I listen to

Glenn Gould playing

Bach’'s Italian Concerto

My fingers remember

The lonely contemplative

Voice of the second movement
Ranging is small second steps
And big sixth or seventh jumps
With my fingers not jumbled
But behaving sagaciously

As though the music

Had been written for them

And it was

How Animals Move

Placid or doomed

nervously pacing the fence line
swishing their tails

the chewers the sighers the scratchers
those who bicker and fuss

and those who just stare

those who roll in the grass

those who cry out curdling the air
who seem to lug their bodies

home to nowhere

all the way home

And some



who in their strange tongue
call out to me

Going South

Do I know the way home
when the way home for me
is to go far out

into the world

of summers and springs

holding onto a suitcase

I carry all that'’s mine with me
says the philosopher
and it means

carry very little, only

for the humblest needs
of body and mind

Mining the world
with mine eyes and ears

and other given senses

Mining friends’ eyes and brows
the knowledge of their town
their laughs

and meeting their friends

Mining the world

maybe

with a sixth sense

and maybe even going south



Haiku

the morning rising
on the edges of the seen
asks us for the dream

I write always write
I'm writing to remember

writing to forget

if it flies, let it
sing in rain and shine, let it

fly out of your hands

you see some red leaves
and you think of fall before

summer ever came

small world an absurd
cage of words, my rattling bones
haunted by desire

we are like mayflies
like insects caught in amber

happy one moment

your shadow when you
arise dances on my walls:

the house is happy

we can’t see the moon
it has not reached us yet

and would be useless



