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Apocalyptic Sunday Fragments

Tasty porcelain breakfast greets me
Totey is Apocalyptic Sunday

From my bed 2 sound -~
A soft morming sigh

You stir
beside me.

From a pile of newspaper:
Your feet protrude
Upon my hairy legs

Sunshine filters through
Venetian blinds

Which boke us tenderly///////
ur bodies Tay limp.

Beneoth the sheets

The newspaper creeps
‘Around the floor

Coffee Sundey morning
After tasty porcelein wokeup,
Sunshine shampoo
‘And tasty Sunday cupceke

glowing radioactive,
Frosting tar-filled lonely lungache,
Rise ond shine -~

1Us Sunday morning!
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The still Sunday Sun
Sathes our skin
vellow

And from our eyes
Rush everflowing tides
Between what we see
And whot we think
we know.

v

“Apocalypse,” read the headline,
1 smile and turn the poge;
That same Sunday smile
that comes with sweet sugor Sundoy
cupceke breath

vi

Aomic detergent couses change
in pulting
the dirt from one’s lifs
thraugh one's clothing

it

e were
drowning so grocefully

In toxic waves

That pulled

At our skin;
Poetic in motion, our arms extended,

We were folling like birds,

dying and trapped
In airplane engines.
“Trying to find meaning in our love
‘was useless,

‘And Sunday comes once a wesk.

arorse
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Athanasia

Sitver cobweb leaves
studder in the wind;

+heer the Voice of God
Whisper

Across diamondit ripplewater.

Flaating leaves breathe above me;

The Voice of God flows pristine -
1L weaves

A fine brocade of silver

‘Which gently makes me sleep.

Words twist like serpents
Tengled in the dorkc

They drip ks water
Eroding rivers
These wards in streams;
Go's Voice gives meaning

In & state of constant change

My mind amozed ol watchwork wonder
1 feel the Voice of God

Echo
Through the dark.

Words sculpt meaning into stone
Like rocks from broken tablets —
Reveal to me the Truth in Change
Nothing is Permanent

Except Motion ond Change -

50 speeks God in wordless visions.

Heaven spirals split through the woter
While visions ripple in the stream -~
The Voice of God is Change in Motion
And God gave ma o dream:

weepig
ek moterfors sphercaly,
Unvinting vieps
blck s widing
ieping war shaped gt mnves
Te1g ember lques i civlar moton,
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Lieatover
Bluckoess s spheratly

Motser

Blck splere

Gotdess moter sings softy,
sty

g,

‘mobar bl

auekies by

Vit er ar shaped beas;

open

breating

swhlemoter -
Sors wnnwel, orvind and open
Peals e, sur iled
hining brightin ek chsess

Moter kughing
Sends spheres i orbit
‘porwing iom her mowh

perfctases
A bl sceamgltes
from swkiemotier's mowts

Moter givea Mrth © 0w sm.
"Makingcoeanal mosni poses;
‘Sacsm cncks open.

from bk mnwinding s

of singing sucklemotier

spitapen

i eeking sm.
Whieyelow shttof lght
Calstalmote: opens vide

bk

spreaiog open

e

anavels wisp of color
aavinds

scmaming.
faming birthcontmerions
vienty

cpa the

open brighty

eraely

bright lck mother

sings ot

ouTt

o tart am Aland None
e Daycan e
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4 ming avakens o a shudder in the wind
AS | hear the Yoice of God

whisper
A timeless, wordless viston

of the birth of the doy.

Beneath the water | stare ot stars
Moving silently sbove me -~

They stitch eternal fabric in the sky
While words float aimless before my eyes.

Breathlessly lost in Change
The Voice of God passes Tike the river
Floating endlessly downstream:

I extst in words.

12187
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15t Dumb As You Cost The Stone Upan The Water

Your hand is as precious
25 a flower in the sun;
nd everything you touch
avolves into crystal
Born from the neverending tides
of the wellsprings of your heart.

You create crystal diamonds
“ith the power of your touch.

With the stroke of your hand
te sky becomes eternal
the air lies SHlf

‘And each silent wind is stilled.

Your voice floats gently
upon the stiffed wind.

Each word you speak s like liquid --
slow and soft and gently soothing;
‘And each word reveals the source of love
Comes from the slowflowing

wellsprings of your heart.

‘The source of love shines through your eyes
It spreads ike crystals
‘growing from the touch
Of your fingers on my chest;
Within your hand you hold the key:
The precious stone that marks my awakening

My soulis a stone
that ties heavy by my heart;

Far and unreachable,

Layered with contempt,

My soul,a stone, is fized between

‘The eternal sky where All have come

‘And the timits of my vision.

Istroke your chin with flowerpetals —
Sitence deafens us,
Soft, loving chinstrokes -
You bring forth your hand
And draw my head to your mouth





image9.jpg
Your lips give wide to stone-like teetn
‘Your love creates diamonderystal eternity
You pull me towards a bed of sand

And hotd the stone of my awakening

You stir the stagnant water
Moving whisperswirls within me;
‘Waves roll like your tongue

and begin to move in tune
To the neverending cadence
Of the wellsprings of your heart.

Lost now, in these crystal deptns,
T can sense o world around me,

Only the hot breatn flowing gently,
Weightiess love fioats on the air

Rising like steam
Born from the welsprings
Of your heart.

Your heart opens deep.
from the force
of my awakening

You hotd the stone
pressing deep
against my chest

You clasp the embers
and swatlow my contempt

‘Then you smile and whisper
my quiet discontent.

1 fee the tides shudder
from the force of my awakening

Isitin awe as you present
my soul, aow diamond,

Procsed by the power of your hand;

And 1 kRow now that.
tove is undescribable
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Itis born from the unseen
Wellsprings of your heart

which flow eternal
like the space
between stars

Or the fimits of my vision.

You stand before me now
And set the world in motion
With the stroke of your hand

You wak on the horizon,
Leave me sitting on the shore,
‘And you take the crystal diamond.
‘and you toss it in the air
and it turns back into stone.

You pluck the stone from the air
And stare into the endless sea of your heart
and are swallowed by the purple sky above us.

I sit dumb as you cast the stone upon the water.

9/14/86
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Sparkiesweet Suckle Delight

Speak awest sundry shades of delight,
Whisper in ay ear your most intisate longings,
£at ice-creon Sunday delight loving cold,
fun your tongue - sara sajestic longing -
Aun it across the frigid surface of vanilla tasting
eorful of precious del igh
Tiaes together,
tike these,
ackes ay breath short and
ay oot intisate longings more intense;
They coae fron the inperceptible palpatations
inaide my chest

1 shudden sonetines thinking of you

Dance double three-step saltzes,
Touch ay shoulder, rest your head
while we move one-two-three, one-teo-three,
Ulara, mojestic longing floss betseen our bodies
while we dance,
My wind reels back and forth
to this fove of constant motion,
this isperceptible gyration of the sheels of tise,
1t oversholas
with the aeaningless aotions in rigid tinesteps
One-tao-three, one-tao-three,
find shile | step and turn
and stop again,
One step forsard,

Teo steps back,

Like this you fade asay in the distance
shile | lough and cry and try to writs
about it

Hove swast contempt.to the grey facade |
substitute for dessert tonight;
In motion above me,

speak subtle love phrases

‘while rocking on my groin,
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Wihimper soft lovesighs
ehile aevenquarter timestep music plays

in the distence;

Let me experience the complex understanding
of your own hidden knowledge,

Whisper silent sweet lovecreem explosions
rocking and slepping me
with each excuse you have,

And Tet me feel the overwhelming tides shudder
through the inside of my chest

And leove me standing,
walking in a circle,

And let me all the time speok
in these meaningless phrases.

Sporklesweet suckle delight doncing
singing laughing love cries longing
end | can't go an describing how |
miss you. | con only moke Tists of
the ways that | fest.

118185
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"

Wisdom
Luscious ticking motions, Her tongue, e clouds, Drifting across
the sky in backflop licking motions, Left and right and back and
forth, So far, Onward to the ecstacy and the anticipatory joy of
‘potential delight.

Soap sink soup predicts the fate of her life, Her hands, stck.
n stinking femon garbage, She dreams again the dreams of her
‘youth, Fragrant, fuscious licking motions, She sees the clonds

from her window and dreams

Of the star-tit fury of flowerbed dreams, It ills her mouth and eges
and cars with expectant soft.fury and the breath of the moon
‘2nd the kiss of the wind on her cheek, she dreams.

Long loved grandeti and the opulence of her love, Each gesture
<he makes s a gesture of the ciouds, The moving planets spin.

in her mind, She dreams of the cosauos, The dynamics of motion
and mind, She ficks the dew from fresh-{ruit moistness and smiles
‘because she can 50 in her soul the motion of the cosmos With the
‘breath escaping lightty between her ips.

Pure wine sweetness pours through her lips as she sees the way of
men and their useless mundane thinking, She smiles her sweet breath
ticking, mocking the humdrum ways of men and the world, It i only
dirt and rock, But t her the sy is a tapestry filled with all of the
dimensions of mind, body, and soul, She ticks her winesweet lips

and smiles, Rnowing that this cannot be described in the mere.
words of the world.
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Fabric lace through the open window beckons her mind to the sky
and stars, She speaks the words of mundate boredom and lavishes
them with her gentle caress of the cosmos, Flying through the blowing
curtain, her bitter teacup, Fiying through the grey and mundane world
of temon-garbage TeeVee rhetoric, She f1ies beyond this world
of words while sitting in the parlor, Her words are nothing, But.
in her eyes she sees beyond the fabric lace into the
intricacies of the places beyond the sky and stars.

She laughs at my ignorance, but loves me all the same, 1 love her
‘humble awareness and her love for the unwordable visions beyond
the sky and stars.

1 our bed she kisses me, I can sense her mind-lost-awarenoss,
1 can feel her beside me but not with me, She is gone beyond
the sky and stars in her uscious licking motions that grow

ke clouds above me.

3714785
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Child of the Sun

Starkissed andsmiling,

Youarea chid o he Sun.

Fioating inthe shadows of angersfeet,
you weave the saraced fabric

Trat coats the Mountains of Time.

Singpatertious visons of fo'stme,
‘and tmeless singing visions of brigh,
birdIke days —
Colors pour through thirsty sous,
They laquer and appear as glorkous Surburs visions
thatrain in globs of
Wik crmsorpurple burning cokl,
“They il the sty souls with bright and rameless visions
of woe and vonder
and the wonderful rameless cokrs o ove and experience;
Lie's tmeplece cuts days ko cubes of ok,
mixingthe ls of e wEh
the e cokrs ofove—
the iypocrisy with the value,
the value ofthe change o ove.
and ovingandbeing oved,
Switming intides o shiting cok,
Sunred orange sreaked weh cokblue
and vaniliawie ke-cream shores
andtasty sandmade fom the cubes
of lfetine's days,
Swinming inthese ried daytime s memory,
1ie pages ina book read over again,
They turnas the sandsips back o svaliow
the cokotide over buming beaches ofmind. .

Aiing.

SRS of coorto satbland astebuss,
Shiting o mundane schedule clocks and bustops,
Barbenches sticky whh last ighik's creams are squoeking,
Youdrink colo n bourbon and scokch,
bloodred irages of the day's drea,
Fallng inthe sand oftmepioce’s kove;
Foed your sty brainsoul wkh a wator that dries your mind,
Chainodtothe car barbench 5na songof oo andvonder
‘and stoke away the night o Garken theIfe tme's cokrs.
o cover the coldblue seasky and the crimsonbloocbath water —
“The smoke makes eventhing groy;
“The waler s re
Rournsthe pages o ifetime's momory.

The fastthing you see isthe television sign-off patern.
oS
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Morning Sunflower Speaks

Ue sit silent In the norning
Uith a sunflower between us.
1t speaks spreading golden cupcake petals
That_dr it slosl!
‘tosards the {ablecloth.

1 sgechearts crack open and pour hot §lauld
1 gaze ot your face

Glued fa away against the wal ipaper:

You are eoting wheatbread toast

| don't ask -
Vou pass the butter
Uhile goiden Iiquid teardrops
drip [ike syrup from ny face;
They fall fron ay arts Losards ay plote.

1 look at the bread,
Then around the out ine
0 your hand
resting on the tablecloth.
Your- face I in still profile
fgainst the pattern of sunflauer petals
Strean in yollow stencil
on the white sal{ behind you.

thon you turn gour head
To gel a napkin
The ‘windosshade flutters --
It spreads a dorker shados
Against the sorning haze
ke a halo on your head.

u turn anound

ealTowed by the sal Ipaser -
Heaven cast a cold, Dark Bl ink

Tine Sealed and Pressurized.

Ty eyecshades flutter to grosp o subtle light,
Ubnaathe shining aaben o1 Ikdust
UnIch fal 13 aois

in brief stennity.

Foreyer Invard retreat
Spiraling dosneard

in a stalnless

Steel funnel;

The aind that says '1*
Cannot woke sards.

Gravity pulls dense

stangs wihin ay body.

Tly ege-nind cracks

. A papenthin horizon.
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Beyond the edge | hear a sound,
Husic undefined and pure like aist;
Your uoice ripples softly
Through the dark

Satin Uoi

Your voice echass in the fog
Like Tiguid nist descending
Covera ay face, ay loins, ny arteries
1 creak against the roots
roun |ike worms
‘ron the bosels
of the carth;
They srithe and hold ae down.

You dance on the dark edge of ay vision
fnd aing-a song of graciaus despair;
Approaching on-a strea of silkdust
Suspended endless in the air

You dance creating patterns in the sky.

Restless raots hold ne trapped
My nind is full of too aany things
Eoch noent mecsured in breath is indescribable
Ty mouth shopes words of false understanding
Ty anteries bulge fron earth's hard grovity

04 drag we dosn vith seaning

Linited fo the shope of wonds-

ly eye-throats are stuck
Hith"false understanding
185 hard to noks things sisple.

You dance before ne
For away
fAigainst the black slate sky;
0n Hoaven's B1ink you scratch o sark
Uith each perpetuol

starhecled footstroke.

My eye-heorts crack apen and pour hot |iquid
4 U ey burst aide — fiash thining I1ght
Blind ae shile | struggle

Betueen the roots that drog ee doan.

You dance snos circle O pings anound

Laguered sith sorras I the song that

Histause turned snos casts o shado ol
Tieaning love

Snow circle 8 spirals unwind fron your 1ips
find | om buried in‘the sound.

eper.
than the a'i Ik that you hold
in a glass in your hond.
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Yau give ne the glass
find 1 drink the ailk.

1 put the glass dosn

To'cast a darker shadow on the tobleciath.
You reach beneath the table

find present all the tears

You sang for se,

Carrizd In o butket .

/81
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How Am |

How Am 1
1 said to myself
Ves, This is Paper.

31282




