Mother

Your pain is deeper
than any could imagine.

Yet you persist—

You persist because
it is all that you can do.

This pain is permanent
in each of us—

Father, brother, you and me—

And dead brother who
doesn’t know he’s dead.

Dead dead dead dead dead
and forever dead,

With cloth tied around his neck,
presumably stiff penis in hand,

Lips blue and tongue swollen
in his last conscious breath

That was never exhaled –

And no, you can’t protect me
from this pain and thought
born from basic circumstance

And the reality of death
imprinted in my psyche
is part of our psyches

Despite our pain
and guilt and helplessness

I have nothing to forgive—

There is nothing to forgive—



No action of yours
could stop Matthew’s hand

And I will persist, as you persist—
	It is all that we can do.

And if we could
we would read

Every book ever published

And all the apocrypha
sifted from all the words
ever printed or written

From the beginning of time.

Language an ongoing pleasure
in sound and description

Piercing the fourth dimension

All thought, ideas, and visions
we would drink

In oceans of words—

Libraries and Bookshelves
the cocoons of our introspection.

Everything, everywhere
will remain with us

Somewhere in our heads

The ongoing perceptive mind machine,

Open-eyed, all consuming,
and joyous without description.
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