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The Pleistocene Extinction

Snow glistened as white gem-dust

and the long-tooth tiger never saw it

coming, its eyes focused on the bison

and mastodons browsing on the plains.

The blue sky burned with a new Sol,

singed air bright green before exploding

its fire into a thousand cindering suns.

Feral eyes dilated to catch the shimmer

of diamonds in the sky and the flash

of buttercups in the mammoth’s mouth.

Blue Crab

Callinectes sapidus

Chesapeake Bay green slips off its back

leaving water color on its carapace

Sun’s yellow, muted by the depths, 

splays the underbelly’s reflective coat

Sky paints blue on claws, pieces of its paddles

Peddles water with graceful locomotion

Articulate arthropod

Finesses a sideways wake in its molted suit

leather-slick, like wet words slipping off the page

Sheds the sea, as all its facades in lunar rhythm

The tide washed off of barnacled rocks

It gathers with the others on those rocks, spitting

commands through hiss of bubbles, roar of rumors

typical of any ruling class, this congregation

of cangrejos
Arms fold, extend in balance, work with dexterity

of a double front-end loader scooping, grappling

the scavenged flesh of fish and other ruthless ravage

as any respectable benthic detrivore would do

Pincers poised in opportunism, incessant

in fending-off the predacious, but doesn’t murder—

unless you count cannibalism perhaps to cull

the weak, the old, the ones without

the right shade of blue

No perfection of the gene pool yet

just replication of twisted DNA sequencing 

the evolution of man to crab

Homo sapiens sapiens

A Vivid Portrait in Black and White

After Rothko, No. 61

I see colors whisper names,

ghosts of Henrietta Marie
inside the planks of wood

from sunken ships—murals.

Magenta smiles warp deep

blue, ocean blue where ship’s

bell lays still. Clanging.

Clanging loud cries of men

whose darkened shadows

have been replaced. Finally.

Their fettered souls ascend

through blue sky, lesser blue

where anger has been washed

to muted gray.

Dead Languages

All mankind is of one author... when one man dies,

one chapter is not torn out of the book, but translated

into a better language... any man's death diminishes me

... therefore never send to know for whom the bell tolls;

it tolls for thee. (John Donne)
The deep blue swath of ocean

gulfs the cold green current

that courses south. Invades.

Clash at Hatteras stirs

the gale-glutted air.

The aftermath concealed below:

twenty fathoms, shifting,

even as the hourglass sand spill

on the Captain’s china. Its porcelain

glaze buffeted blue alongside

waterlogged planks

— the between decks —

now harsh with barnacles

anchored among pilfered pottery:

mosaic browns, greens, and blacks

embedded in white-washed graves

where silversides swarm

along edges. A myriad of glittering

vignette the sunken wood,

portholes scratched, filmed

algal green. The galley echoes

watery muffle of ghosts

still oarlocked to fulcrum of bone.

Prison bars rusted shut. There,

silenced with all the dead

languages, which once rang loud

as ship’s bronze bell, now cast-off

to port, lies tarnished, gong muted

by ivory corals, still crying out

her distant names:

Angola, Ghana, Bas-Sassandra

no longer silenced with all the dead. 

The Guatemalan Fruit Fields are Beautiful in the Sun’s Glow of Planetary Risings

 

When Jupiter burned the night, and Venus blazed the morning, when they hung together

in twilight like fire gems in shadow of the sun, they heralded war, and sacrifice

while others pick strawberries glistening in the Mayan dawn.
A Passing Storm

The winter sky glossed pewter,

clouds flossed it with lightning.

Clouds form out of thin air

is a lie. The air is always thick with moisture.

I remember your lips, thick with moisture,

raining whispers when they eclipsed mine.

The moon was full; Earth’s shadow draped

its perfect dark disc over it just before midnight.

When the shadow moved, my heart was still eclipsed.

What is it about still life when its heart keeps beating?

Now, I hear the wind beating waves into the shore.

Jonquils wisp perfume. I can smell them in my dream.

There’s a crack of thunder, the smell of ozone,

the sky breaks open like a shell, pouring out its heart.

Sing to the Fish

To the Damsels — Clown & Black-n-Whitey
and to Bluey, he was a tang. They never

felt the sting of your anemone

smile. I wonder if they could make out

the melody — the sound of your voice

thumping the glass aquarium. Must’ve

squeezed the air under their skin.

Bluey’s countenance blushed, his caudal

tingling with thrums of your voice. Could you

hear his throbs, even sobs though bubbles?

Your daily song

cheered them out of prison, their glass

hearts. Big glassy eyes stared back.

Flit of tails buoyed their colors for you.

The blue tang, he couldn’t stand it anymore,

flashed his yellow dorsal, jumped clear out

searching for you. Sprawled on your carpet,

he must have thought you’d rescue him.

He was still blue after his last breath

of sea as he poured himself out for you.
Oceans and Islands
John Donne said, “No man is an island,”

yet, when the ocean, blue & calm, laps

its cool tongue on my sand parched feet

I delight in the solitude of waves, each

grain of sand counting endless moments

of pleasure. Nothing but palm breezes

kissing my face, and the warm thoughts

of you across the Pacific

before the typhoon blew

and the ocean raged, rabid & green,

its mouth foaming white-capped epithets

and the deluge of your words drowning

me. Nothing but a hurricane of hurt

battering, tossing my heart to and fro

across the seasick sea.



But now, I am an island.

A Woman Scorned

Father Moynihan sold his soul for her—

had that shit-dumb look on his face

when Mephistopheles came for him.

The holy priest in his angelic robe

transformed. Aura turning into hot

glow of cherub’s wings, singeing

black air with hell-fire. He ascends

into the cold-as-hell space, fully

transfigured, made one with him:

light to darkness, man to beast

that rages as that Old Dragon.

Thinks he’s the prince of the air,

but there is no air in outer space.

And he flutters in vain, beating

wings against nothing, unable

to escape the dark abyss below.

Only the moon shows its silent

pity and the Mademoiselle bids

him adieu. He had strummed

the strings of her heart too long

with the devil’s fiddle. Now, she

serenades him with adagios from

Beethoven’s Moonlight Sonata,

her viola in radiant light.

Hunter’s Moon

The Andrea Gail's last recorded transmission was 6 pm Oct 28, 1991

The full cold moon rides high above billowed waves.

Its light shards through cirrus ice; stabs the ocean

dyeing with dissolving scarlet of sun-velveted water.

An east wind stirs the smoothness, carnivals waves

breaking stained green crests, splatters curls with mists

of light until all glow drowns in wet gray clouds. Then rain

when perfect gales of November storm early and swordfish

run deep below rogue waves, below the ocean’s skirt.

Her gown shredded with vestiges of silhouettes— 

ship’s mast folding into starless depths. The full cold moon

still hunting.

Crepúsculo

After Los amigos

by Julio Cortázar

This way is no longer trodden by anyone save twilight
~ Basho

Before the sky becomes discordant

and opaque, let me celebrate the waning

of light, waxing of dark. For a moment,

the purple curtain drops on azure sky,

truncating dusk, starlight winks through

the strange path. I escape into the ether

swirling with a wisp of summer smoke

and pale gold embers that firefly the night.

I slip into the silence, into the constellations.

Into a new dawn.

~*~ ~*~ ~*~

This poem was a finalist in the 2009 Franklin-Christoph Poetry Contest with over 3000 entries.
Song of the Sun

Do you hear her, feel the whisper,

a hush of wind warming the cold

corner where you are?

She’ll shed her veil, let you see her

garnet hair, the green glint of beryl eyes.

She’ll shimmer outside your bedroom

window, slip inside, dance electric

to a cosmic chorus, just for you.

Her throat-song seduces you with night

bird melodies—polyphony of whistles, chirps.

Her breath, a flute of wind, rushes over you,

overwhelms you like waves crashing the shore

in a storm; you are sand swirling back to sea.

Her siren’s song is calling you back to her.

She’s calling you home.

Spread your powdered wings, the Moon

isn’t looking, and fly to her as a moth

of stardust; flutter to her hot hot light.

Solar Flare

I couldn’t see the sun flare today

even though its loops of fire licked

the cold blackness a million miles out.

I was thinking of you, of your fire

eclipsing the sun’s. Just yesterday,

it was quiet on the pale face of the sun,

yet long overdue, the entanglement 

of magnetic fields, their twisting, breaking,

eruptions releasing all that heat

and a solar wind flooding the black

sea of space like a giant tidal wave.

I never knew it could reach me

and singe my heart.

Sacred Dark

When it’s really dark, I can see

the sky-on-fire light of sunset,

the orange glow of a harvest moon,

Orion stepping over granite mountains,

pine trees laden with moonlit snow

and the Milky Way glittering night.

When it’s really dark, I can see

the star of Bethlehem shine

through the ages. I can feel the light

of the world.

Black and Gold

[A] certain significance lurks in all things,

else all things are little worth, and the round

world itself but an empty cipher … to fill up

some morass in the Milky Way.

— Herman Melville, Moby Dick, Chapter XCIX

The heavens buckle and a chest of medallion

suns ensconce the black like gold doubloons

emptying into the onyx sea, twirling,

drifting with gravity. Waves ripple galaxies

stretched to the edge of creation.

Gold glitters deep into silent dark.

The universe dissolves the amber light

leaving gold dust and specks of sand.

On the other side of the galaxy, a star quakes

convulses space into an ocean of time.

Stellar tsunamis rake those ocean bottoms

a million light years long gathering sparks

that will ember star-sand in torrent of cosmic

alchemy. New jewels, new worlds coalesce.

Even without discovery, the universe prospers.

Stars scintillate space, though some fall

into the black abyss, every atom squeezed

to a point of nothing. They say nothing escapes

a black hole, not light, not even darkness. Yet I

dreamt that we emerged on fire-white pinnacles

blazing heaven fragranced with prayer—

our atoms of carbon resurrected to diamond.

Planes in Two Worlds 

In my left-brain surrealness, when I looked up

it was raining stars. I saw the uncreating

of stardust. And I pondered my next move:

Pawn to Queen’s Bishop three. And the music

still played by talking caterpillars, echoed Nagasaki. 

But then I blinked, and my right-brain unreality

flashed the raining of colors. I saw the uncreating

anyway. And I pondered my next move, but I

was too high, flying with those airplanes thrumming

their psychedelic engines through the mushroom 

yellow clouds at Hiroshima. 

The Fourth District

I smell you

hiding in the garbage pile

between the rotten eggs

and the spoiled chicken.

You cannot escape.

Come. Let’s get it over with.

I am hungry.

Ah! I see movement. Over there,

where the plastic bags sag a little

and the maggots squirm.

I hear you

slither on your belly,

your hands and feet writhing

between the putrid cabbage

and tomatoes.

There you go! Run. Run.

Let the adrenalin flow.

It will spice you up.

Don’t look now. But

I got you between my teeth.

Umm! I’ll masticate you.

It’s okay to scream. I love it

when your guts pop in my mouth.

But now, I must defecate some

of you and the rest, I’ll spit out.

We’ll do this again tomorrow.

And the day after that.

Over and over again. I cannot

control my appetite. I am hungry

forever, as you once were.

Please allow me to introduce myself.

I’m not your average three-headed

junkyard dog. I am Cerberus.

Boogeyman

Lurks in the dark. Larks in the park.

Laughs mockery at floods of light

that try to wash his black away,

which only blind his victims. Prey.

He hides in glare, a ghost of white.

Lurks in the park. Larks in the dark.

The Inside Out Moon

What would Escher have said

of this Moebius Moon? My God!

They’ve shrunk my green Earth

to a black hole marble. It drank

the blue oceans and crunched

the purple mountains, and now

it’s turning my Moon inside out.

The Bending of Light

In our parallel universe, there are hardly any parallel lines.

I suppose Euclid would still have fun, the geometry of things

wouldn’t be boring. He could still play with the intersection

of space-time, or would that be time-space? I’d have to ask

Minkowski to clarify that. And about world lines curving light.

Would we be able to see through skyscraper windows at night?

Would they reflect the moon, or the morning sun for that matter,

glass burning like hot pixels on a computer monitor? Even radar

blips from commandeered airplanes would show them sucked-up

and bent by blue air. Buildings would sway, but remain standing.

Contemplative Trees

Their trunks folded over boulders, as if in yoga. Arms

limped forward in prayer; leaves shed as dry tears.

Were they the sages of wilderness or were they fools

to preserve our soft existence? Willfully they drank

hot air, filtered the greenhouse gas so we could breathe.

Now they are drunk. Slumped in static, pointy fingers

skirting clouds, the contemplative trees wait for mercy

from the heavens—lightning bolts to cauterize wounds,

to carbonize their dry bark that’s long since been stripped.

Blue Moon

Tonight, the moon is a wedge of orange

sinking through the amber city air.

I watch it float inside my Blue Moon,


the orange swishing brewed wheat

whose malt sweetness stews in light.


The moon barely rims above horizon.

A quarter orange consumed by glow 

hides all its craters

no matter how much I stare

or how slowly I turn the glass

world that telescopes the night. 

Only a cool atmosphere

kisses a wet halo,

leaves the bittersweet on my lips.

The moon is still blue on my palate,

bathing in the froth of dawn.

The Chip

Layer after layer, microcircuits

thin enough to separate light, 

my thoughts, pixilated, blur my brain cells.

Photosynthesis

Metal-leaf fern, malleable. Its life fluid, frozen copper, tarnished,

looking for the glimmer of sun.

Oil & Blood

Which is thicker:

the black oil of greed

or the red blood of passion?

Our hearts has been drenched in tar

their pulse darkened.

Reincarnation

Nobody likes weeds. Pull them out, mow them down

and scatter their shreds into the dirt. Under the light,

the little pieces gather in their chemistry and are fashioned

into a new creation. It has learned what it’s like to be god.

Stained Glass

Crescent moons stapled to the fire sky, 

pastelled while praying to the sun.

The Glassblower

plunges the scepter into a molten sea of glass

glowing plasma gold—a globule balances

on its end with the slow twirl of his wand.

With a single breath, fashions poetry of glass.

Amorphous skies swirl convolving dimensions

in a smooth obsidian sphere, its vitreous black

etched with galaxies whose spiral arms stretch

siliceous strands throughout the fragile space.

Little worlds of bubbled gas occlude, trapped

like frozen gravity or drops of tears that blaze

their starburst spikes. The light diffracting

through fractal layers, exfoliates space & time.

He holds it to the light with delicate hands

to gaze the crystal heavens. His eye reflects

into its depths. He hangs the orb on virtually

nothing, suspended by the thinnest thread.

Yet even if the globe would fall and crash,

all the black would turn to diamond white

and every sliver to a crystal beam. And all

the stars that spilled, to angel wings.

Just Before Morning

The black panther Night stalks the Sun, ravages

Light, stars dripping from its mouth to wet the dark.

Moistened hope from that glorious star, its vestiges

of sacrifice, guides the owls and the whippoorwills. 

Their lament is not in vain. In their longing,

they vigil for the light, for resurrection of the sun.

Just before morning, the sun slinks below

the horizon demarcated by darkened trees. It is a lynx,

for a moment, perches on a solaced rock, then

meanders, prowling between the rapid shadows,

to pounce the purple fur of morning. Her fangs anchor

into the flesh of Day spilling blood, crimsoning the sky.

And Night is devoured.

The lake below mirrors the incendiary glow of eyes—

the sate of kill. Drinks the firewater. Breathes vapor

adding blue behind its leopard rage. She leaps

higher in her conquest. With fear of night now gone

an oriole tangerines the black gum tree,

the trumpeter swan reveilles the dawn

the sky roars its lion light.

Why the Angels Sing


This is for all the lonely people


Thinking that life has passed them by


Don't give up until you drink from the silver cup


And ride that highway in the sky.
  
 —Lonely People, America, 1975

In the garden, you took a piece of me

and formed my beloved. Bone of my bone,

flesh of my flesh. And she was mine.

And we walked in the cool by the lush green tree,

our hands as one, our smiles brushing.

We waxed in wisdom or was it

comfort of complacency? Deception

always bites like a snake.

Where have You gone? 

Where are we now?

The garden has withered and the fig leaves dried.

Yet You made her for me. We fled to the field

and we are lost. It is late. And I fear.

For even the sunset is incomplete without horizon,

alone to drink the sky without the silvered earth,

and the sparrow flittering the glen,

his song, empty, without the resonance of hearts.

The Pines of Maunabo 

drape their branches as lace.

The island’s volcano sand

shines its carbon black minerals

glittering in the pine-scented sun—

the same way, your hair.

Or is its sheen like onyx, so black

it purples the raven’s wing? Perhaps

more so the intoxicating beauty

of rare black coral, the wet sheen

of its strands draping the sheer face

plummeting through turquoise

piercing raptured depths. I am drunk

with the smell of your hair.

Palms and gardenia. The soft wisp 

of your caramel cheeks. And your eyes

whisper that hint of hazel in aquamarine—

Caribbean Sea kissing the blue muted sky.

Moon Pies, RC Colas, and Licorice Skies

The universe is made of candy




A brittle cold clusters of galaxies

crunched by the sweet tooth of gravity




Taste the stars of gummy jelly drops

some blue, some burn a cinnamon,

others, lemon yellow lollipop




Atomic fireball suns explode

into mouthwatering blackness,

atoms dissolving into the void

Fill your pockets with M&M moons



and Milky Way swirls that glitter




powdered sugar crystals strewn

across a candied kitchen floor

where Newton’s apples fall in glaze

and catch the eye colliding more



with Doppler-shifted caramels

changing color as they melt

in the chocolate heat that swells




I could eat it all each night, 

perhaps avoid that sugar rush

by savoring with the eye

But I must settle for Moon Pies

and fizzy RC Colas

to wish away in licorice skies.

Essence

Stabbing the ground with sharpness of briars, your

spurs unearth the grave where you have buried me;

only tender tendrils extending through unreachable

eternity, searching in the cold volume of your heart,

is what’s left of me. Imagine the amorous irony; how

your hot breath could still heal the withering of me

with your perfume.

Birds of Prey

I’d rather face the uncertainty of subjugation

than be placated by all the imperfect subjunctives

larking-off politicians’ tongues

who ignore the problem with probabilities.

After all, were not millions slain—the birds

that once flew from Asia to Europe,

now just an ocean away from extinction?

Do you think they will drown in cold salt,

sink out of existence

before the shores are littered with our carrion?

Or will the American eagle be ravaged

by scavenging plagues, along with swans

swooning, dropping in torrents as rain, 

from broken dna,

poxed with pain?

Mira

She shed her clothes

flowing red hair

touching satin black.

She glowed with every hot breath

pulsing with rhythm of the cosmos.

I knew her

before she gave up her crown.

I call her name, Mira.

Mira, a Turkish ruby, jewel

among harem of stars,

her long wedding train let down

in chambers of the south

laying down the seeds of suns

dying, to give them life.

The Vat

I am lowered into a vat

of fears and dreams. I am still
thinking of you, I must be

out of body, a ghost peering

surreal into my psyche,

that vat of me, with grapes

ripe with thoughts of you

fermenting in a merlot swirl

intoxicating as I age. I age

with fear that those oaken

walls will trap all my dreams

with detritus of wrath

oozed with unforgiveness.

All I see are tannins staining

wood and the grit of tartrates

too tart and purple

at the bottom of the cask.

The wine has frothed away

leaving only lonely parts.

The Crack of Wind


The gods were drunk today.

You could hear them in the craic

of clouds — revelry of leprechauns

with their litany of chants, descant

with wicked wind shrilling a cruel chill,

draping hills with yellow-green whorls 

of illumined fear.


The gods were low today.

You could hear them cracking lightning

with their locomotives shuffling madness—

white clouds turning vortex black

churning funnels that pit furrowed tracks

in moss green carpet. Tailing whirlwind

crams it down your throat.

You can taste the dirt.


The gods were high today.

You could hear them through the crack/

in the sky.

PAGE  
2

