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Fighting the undertow (For Sylvia) 
 
It takes less than death 
To kill one woman’s soul. 
Sylvia crawled under her lovely house  
To die undiscovered. 
Always fighting the undertow – 
Is it DNA or just the everyday 
That makes you let go before you 
Go down down down below. 
 
I heard you, I saw you 
Going down down down below. 
I couldn’t help you 
Because I had already been  
Below for so long my dear, 
And was looking up at you from down 
below. 
Always fighting the undertow. 
 
The muck and mire and blackness 
Like the darkest perfect little black 
pearls 
Leave a trail of my normal existence. 
 
How do you clean yourself  
From the inside out? 
Maybe if God reaches down and  
Scoops me up and kisses 



The top of my head with light beams. 
(I’ll tell him to scoop you up  
And kiss you too.) 
Now we can rest.  
No longer fighting the undertow. 
 
 



The next catastrophe 
 
With you I was always 
Waiting for the next awful thing, 
 
The next catastrophe in which 
I would say or do something wrong. 
 
Then the arguing could begin 
Like a concerto only louder 
 
And redder and full  
Of blood sacks that leaked 
 
From your open mouth, 
The liquid staining 
 
Your tan carpet  
As the dogs huddled 
 
In corners waiting 
For Mother Nature  
 
To begin her slow descent 
Down to the end of it 
 
Like a path leading  
To a high cliff with jagged edges. 
 



Then I could jump 
And feel the rush of the air 
 
And always the blackness 
And always the loud silence. 
 
 



A murderer’s confession 
  
  
You had your reasons 
For wanting my warmth 
  
With your dark, masculine 
Voice after midnight 
  
Lulling me in blankly 
Like a murderer’s confession. 
  
The vowels rose in your throat 
Like the unfolding of tiny, red roses 
  
And you scooped me up 
Like something out of a movie. 
  
I melted like pink bubble gum 
On the hot cement. 
 



Annihilating 
  
  
You were always dying 
To say something annihilating 
To berate me and 
Make me feel less. 
  
Your words spanked 
The atmosphere like the wave 
Of air in a brisk snowstorm 
Covering three feet 
Of Idaho’s ground. 
  
Your words wore  
On my brain, 
Always feeling the strain 
Of how to stand upright 
With your hot breath 
Beating upon my neck. 
  
 
 



Breaking away 
  
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like 
Crackling icicles 
From my doorstep eaves. 
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like 
Gravel separating 
Tires from the earth 
When you drive away. 
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like 
Rain from a thunderstorm 
Pounding down on me 
Like a jackhammer. 
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like  
The sunset slowly lowering 
Until it’s gone, 
And you just don’t see 
It anymore. 
  



Eye   
  
    
  
The days tumble 
Over each other 
The way a huge 
Snowstorm can catch your eye 
With its center, swirling. 
  
I heard your voice 
Burn into the night 
Through the leaves, 
Bustling in the trees 
And making me recall 
  
That night because 
It was laden  
With senses roaring 
Into the next morning 
When you woke 
  
To coffee brewing 
Hot and strong 
In the kitchen 
Where the light presses 
Its voice into your eye. 
 



 
Silvery butterflies 
  
  
It was your hands 
On my waist as 
Your eyes drifted 
  
Downward that 
Made me want 
To shine my elbows 
  
With yours like 
Silvery butterflies, 
New and untouched. 
 
Melting 
  
  
The night is melting 
Like lava from a volcano. 
  
The crows cry 
As if this is their last flight. 
  
The pine trees stand out 
In the snowy stillness, 
  
Almost breathless 



From their heavy branches.  
  
A girl ice-skating  
On the frozen pond  
  
Wraps a red scarf 
Around her neck  
Like a furry, little death trap. 
 



Parts one and two 
  
  
Love is my destiny, part one. 
Poetry is my honey nectar, 
Part two – 
Its sweetness slowly 
Sliding down my chin. 
  
I shall not live 
In fear of hairy, 
Cowardly monsters 
That move quietly 
In the dark still 
Of the night planting 
Injustice 
In my fertile garden.  
  
 
 



Red-tailed 
  
You’re a red-tailed 
Hurricane looking for 
A muddy blue tsunami 
To compliment your destruction. 
  
Pure as spring water, 
Loveless as an abacus, 
You smile at your 
Accomplishments, 
However futile. 
  
You leave a trail 
Of dirt, strewn trees, 
Roofs, plastic pink flamingos. 
  
Oh, I dream that your 
Red-tailed hurricane 
Is not rapping 
At my door 
Once again. 
 
 
 
 



So brand new 
  
  
The sky is a deep purple 
As if it has been bruised 
By the clouds passing by. 
  
The moon is a naked white, 
Too stark for my eye 
As I walk on crunchy snow, 
  
On my little piece of earth, 
And revel amongst the stars –  
So lit, so true, so brand new. 
  
  
 



Spikes of pain   
     
  
  
Spikes of pain 
Infiltrate my eyes, 
My bones, 
My flesh, 
As if hot daggers 
Are being thrown about – 
Some landing 
In my brain, 
Some standing 
And watching 
The strain – 
Always peering 
With eyes made 
Of black, sticky pearls 
As pupils that 
Widen, widen, widen 
And knowing when I’ll move. 
 



Stain    
    
  
  
Her memory left 
A stain that I 
Can’t get up. 
She’s embedded 
In the carpet 
And your brain. 
  
When it rains 
It floods – 
When the wind 
Blows it knocks 
Over trees and 
The birds have 
Nowhere to hide 
Like my tattered soul. 
  
Her smile left 
A stain that I 
Can’t get up. 
She’s your 
Quiet muse – 
Still waiting 
For you to knock 
On her door 
Once again. 



 
The blank nothingness 
  
  
The blank nothingness 
Of my daily life 
Settles deep into my bones 
Like an intense winter 
  
Coldness that cuts past 
Blood, past flesh, and 
Inches its way  
Into the deep marrow 
  
Of my soul. 
I feel it pulling at me 
Like a child tugging 
At my coat 
  
For my devout attention. 
My soul is tattered 
Like a wind sock 
And sways crazily 
  
In the freezing wind. 
I cannot get back 
To myself. 
  



The cripple 
  
Once I was a cripple 
With cracked, white hands 
  
And hollow, dark eyes. 
I let the dust collect 
  
Like it was an old friend 
And watched the day 
  
Meander like a lost dog 
Slowly into a desolate night. 
  
I gasped from one breath 
To another as if the weight 
  
Of the day laid 
Upon me like 
  
A newborn upon 
A Mother’s chest. 
  
When I spoke 
There was an eerie silence – 
  
My words clung 
On the tips of a harvest moon. 
 



 
The love death 
  
  
The love death 
Kicks and sputters 
  
To be held 
But finds empty hearts 
  
And soulless vessels.  
It winces and cries 
  
For a hand to hold, 
Arms wrapped around 
  
Your cold body like 
A blanket, 
  
But it finds an egg 
Without a shell, 
  
A picture without 
A negative.  
  
It needs like a baby 
Without a nipple 
  
Whose cry is  



The color of red. 
  
The love death 
Is black now  
  
And only wants 
Darkness and silence. 
 
 



Throat by 8’s   
     
     
    
   
The tiger lily’s 
Dotted throat 
Raises oranges into a pale 
Light, 
Into the dark night, as young 
Lovers 
Dream upon its primitive 
Beauty and its hot colors. 
  
I dream upon the neck 
Of yesterday and 
Ravage about the future 
While living plainly 
In the moments of now – 
The seconds of my 
Discontented  
Demeanor, my discontented nights. 
 
 
 



Tomorrow 
  
  
A wall of sorrow 
Swept through my veins 
And clung to my jaw - 
Its thick bones creaking 
Like snow on a rooftop. 
. 
I had come unhinged 
Like the stars hanging 
On the invisible axis 
In the weepy, willowy sky. 
The moon was a thin crescent 
  
Of itself throwing 
Half-light into shadows 
Making love burn  
Into the deep, blunt edges 
Of an ominous tomorrow. 
 



What is love 
  
What is love but mere 
Flesh on flesh, 
Bone on bone, 
Plush red lips 
On crimson lips, 
  
A one person 
Cheerleading squad, 
And a personal keeper 
Of secrets collecting 
Wounds in the attic. 
  
The attic is dark 
With its deep edges 
And the mice 
Make miniature villages 
Out of cardboard. 
  
Love is a hand 
To hold onto, 
Love is a mouthful 
Of sweet butterflies 
That land in your hair. 
  
  



Your hot lightening 
  
  
You with your hot 
Lightening in one hand 
And the mad spinning 
Of Orion in the other. 
  
It is hard to love  
So much fury – 
The rattle of your bones, 
The ash in your eyes, 
  
The wild twigs in your hair, 
The stars hanging 
On the pinnacle 
Of some miracle 
  
That you might love me  
Without your anger 
Tagging behind you 
Like a child. 
  



Full of Valium and rum 
  
  
I do not walk with inertia. 
My legs are cement as if 
Full of Valium and rum. 
My mind crumbles like 
  
Cake at the thought 
Of doing more than 
Just sitting here 
With the memory 
  
Of your eyes 
Coming up like 
Sweet, blue stars  
In a sullen, weary night. 
 



Death dreams 
  
  
In your man-made pond  
Of moonlit dreams 
You lie entangled 
In barbed wire as if death 
Would be a sweet dream remembered. 
 
Death love 
  
  
He wanted my death love – 
A love built out of fire 
  
And wood and furious matches 
That burned a hole 
  
Into my sweet dreams  
And left a black smoke stain 
That could not be driven up. 
 



Only you can undo me 
  
  
I walk softly 
On the blue-green grass 
Covered in dandelions 
  
And you twirl a bit 
Of my honey hair 
Between your fingers. 
  
Only you can undo me. 
Is it our fate  
To serve each other 
  
Our personal plate 
Of wounds. 
Deep, suffering wounds 
  
That do not heal. 
They shriek and cry 
To be loved, 
  
To be taken away, 
To drift off  
To the highest peak 
In Idaho State. 
  



A couple at 3 a.m. 
  
  
In the night 
They argue like cats. 
I roll my eyes 
And dream of sleep, 
Intoxicating sleep, 
While they claw 
At each other’s throats. 
 
The night 
  

The night rolls out 
like blackberry thickets — 
prickly and foreboding. 

The earth smells 
of fresh rain 
from the thunderstorm 
that crackled 
like wood thrown 
onto a campfire. 

Nobody is sleeping — 
Everyone has lost 
track of time 



as if they are 
underwater. 

The flower petals 
are bleached as death. 
I flounder in bed 
and try to cast 
my dreams aside. 

  
  



Halos and madness 
  
The Gods are squeaky clean  
And I am laden  
With dirt –  
Their halos and harps  
And my mayhem  
And madness.  
 
I do not recoil  
From my horror –  
I have lived  
There for years  
And it has settled.  
 
Love is the Gods undoing,  
An undoing  
Of sweet nothings.  
I can hear them  
Echoing the night away –  
Telling stories  
Of hearts, love potions,  
And a general high  
Of epic proportions.  
 
I have suffered  
The violence of man  
And will no longer  
Be silent,  



No longer be silent,  
No longer be silent. 
 



Corks and drowning 
 
 
The clouds were just 
Passing by the moon 
When the Ocean  
Spat me out 
As clean as a cork 
From a bottle of champagne. 
I suppose drowning 
Was not my forte 
Or the sea did not 
Want me on that 
Warm summer’s eve. 
 
I got tired of breathing – 
It had become a job 
And I rationalized 
That the air was as 
Polluted as a 
Coal miner’s lungs. 
 
It was my duty 
To try to die again 
Since I always knew 
That the Gods 
Wanted me more 
Than this tainted 
And flawed planet. 



I could hear 
The humming of angels 
Drawing me in like 
A new lover casting 
Waves of seduction 
On my ruby, red heart. 
 
 



THE FIVE SENSES (the other  
poems) 
 
   
Angel’s hair 
  
I cut myself  
On angel’s hair 
And God’s torn breath. 
  
My home is only 
For the brave. 
Dreams and bones 
  
Seep through 
The pores of my walls 
Like rain breaking away 
  
From a sullen cloud. 
The dreamers have all 
Slipped into a time warp 
  
In the fabric 
Of the expansive universe 
And are searching 
  
For lost moments, 
Lost days when the honey 
Was spread thickly 



Upon memories remembered.  
 
 
 



Poems are 
 
 
Poems are the tongue’s ladle  
Dipped into a bath of red fire, 
 
The earth’s strewn baggage, 
The moon’s dark spots. 
 
  



Chasing 
  
The sun 
Was chasing 
The clouds 
Away like 
  
The thunder 
Of wild horses 
In Montana – 
Heavy manes 
  
Flying 
In the air. 
They could not 
Be contained 
  
Like fruit 
In a jar – 
There was 
Just freedom 
  
And truth 
And beauty 
Tossing about 
High in the mountains. 
 
  



Nectarines    
 
His eyes were on me – 
Wet like nectarines. 
  
He pulled me closer 
To get a better view 
  
Of my scarlet red lips 
That were drawn on 
  
Like an artist’s brush stroke. 
I stood silent 
  
As an icicle 
At midnight 
  
On the back 
Doorstep eaves. 
  
We both stared 
At each other 
  
Like now would be 
The last moment in time. 
 
  



Red rose petals 
  
  
I drop red rose petals 
At your front doorsteps. 
  
I promise that I plucked 
Them when their color 
  
Was as condensed as darkness 
After midnight and 
  
They call out your name 
Beckoning you to covet them 
  
Like a dream full of light remembered. 
The half-moon was leaning 
  
Against the star-laden sky 
And bent down 
  
To give me some light, 
Just a bit, 
  
So that I could make my way 
And come out the other side. 
  
  
   



The day, the night 
  
The day rustled in 
Like leaves through 
The wind in the back yard. 
  
The day meandered 
Through the afternoon 
Like a hungry dog 
  
In a frost-laden night. 
The day turned 
Over itself like 
  
A pancake on a griddle 
As it became night. 
The night rolled in 
  
Like blue haze 
On cat haunches. 
The night slowly faded 
  
Into dusk like 
A dusty attic’s 
Once before treasures. 
 
  



The ignited sky 
  
  
The harvest moon 
Looked like 
  
An ignited ball of light 
In the ebony-coated night. 
  
The gazers 
Scattered their dreams 
  
Across the sky 
Like stars bursting 
  
With an intoxicating brilliance. 
Sleepers awoke and 
  
Inhaled the scent 
Of new rain 
  
Lingering on the grass, 
On the peach-sopped poppies. 
  
  



The thick sky 
  
  
The sky is as thick  
As a blood sac.   
The moon breathes 
The air heavily, 
  
Heavily, heavily. 
The barn door winces 
As it swings open 
On a sullen night. 
  
Everyone is slumbering. 
They have all lost 
Track of time 
As if they are under water. 
  
Their dreams dealt out 
Like a foreboding hand 
Of poker.  Nobody can smile 
With the barren sky 
  
Hovering above like 
A swarm of bees 
Full of bitter stings. 
I am lost without you. 
 



 Time bled into the morning 
   
Time bled into the morning 
Like the sun through 
Billowy, white clouds 
  
As its rays reached out 
Like tender fingertips  
To a lover’s wanting hand. 
  
  
  



Wilderness and music 
   
I am the wilderness 
And you are 
The crescent moon 
That tosses its beauty 
  
All over the night sky. 
I am the trail 
To your heart 
And you are 
  
The rhythmic music 
Pounding heavily 
Like ocean waves 
Slicing soundly 
  
Into the shore. 
I am the words 
That paints 
The world  
  
With sweet verbiage 
And you are 
The pen 
That I write with. 
 



Breaking away 
   
 You’re breaking away 
From me like 
Crackling icicles 
From my doorstep eaves. 
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like 
Gravel separating 
Tires from the earth 
When you drive away. 
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like 
Rain from a thunderstorm 
Pounding down on me 
Like a jackhammer. 
  
You’re breaking away 
From me like  
The sunset slowly lowering 
Until it’s gone, 
And you just don’t see 
It anymore. 
 
  



Brittle 
  
The icicles 
Are hanging in a row 
From the roof 
Like a bunch 
Of old men 
At a Christmas concert, 
Brittle and broken. 
 
  
 



Epiphany 
  
  
I heard it comes once 
In a lifetime – 
An epiphany yet 
I’ve been trudging about 
In the dark, 
As dark as one hundred bats. 
  
Who is thieving my 
Flash of insight, 
My taste of gold? 
Or am I just missing 
What is in front of me already, 
Like a blind man 
Walking into a canal, 
A desolate canal of his death. 
  
I rock like a boat, 
Back and forth,  
Forth and back, 
Awaiting my epiphany. 
Will it come at once 
Or will it arrive in pieces 
Like a broken ceramic dish 
Sent to me in the mail? 
  
Whoever is the 



Captain of this ship 
Please make an about face, 
I think my epiphany just 
Passed me by in the stormy waters. 
 
  



Genuine 
  
  
Below a carnation blue sky, 
The tawny brown in your eyes 
Settles the iceberg green in mine. 
  
I brush my finger over your crimson 
lips and 
Taste the crushed velour in your kiss. 
  
Our smiles slowly develop- 
Genuine, 
Like antique moons. 
  
You walk to your car 
And I watch your tires 
Separate gravel from the earth. 
 
  



Light 
  
  
As the light reflects 
Today on these hands, 
These legs, I breathe 
It in and exhale 
Like a newly 
Minted coin – 
Shiny and untouched. 
  
As the light reflects 
Today on these shoulders, 
These arms, I breathe 
It in and exhale 
Like a peaceful lemon yellow 
Daisy in the meadow. 
  
As the light reflects 
Today on these eyes, 
This face, I breathe 
It in and exhale 
Like the sun falling 
Down from the horizon 
And enabling the moon 
To take over for the night. 
 
  



Spattered Exertion 
  
Nervous energy 
And coffee overflow 
From mugs and fingertips – 
Not knowing where 
Things end and begin, 
Or if they do at all. 
  
Makings lists and checking off 
Each number upon completion, 
Trimming rose bushes (red, yellow, 
pink), 
Reading Dorothy Parker’s prose, 
And little sleep from 
A never-ending meowing and 
Batting-at-your-face 
Kitten named Rex. 
  
Days tumble 
With a lot of everything 
And nothing specific – 
Like the constantly spinning 
Glass fragments 
Of a kaleidoscope beneath 
Your control. 
  
Questions without answers – 
Unsettling to a world 



Of order and foundation. 
Life is not an equation 
Yet wanting a solution 
For the familiar but construed 
security, 
Whether or not 
Containment is the answer. 
 
  
  



Standing in water 
  
  
I am standing 
In water 
Though my apartment 
Is dry.  It is my 
Mind forged manacles 
Of my own demise 
As William Blake put it. 
  
I tried jumping in 
But I just 
Hit the carpet 
With a resounding thud. 
That’s going to leave 
A mark a voice 
In my head said. 
  
I am standing 
In water 
But my courteous 
Guests don’t see it. 
I explain to them 
That I am standing 
In water and 
They say 
But, my dear, your 
Apartment is bone dry. 



  
I am standing in water. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



The wind 
  
  
The winds was howling 
Like a pack of wolves 
Coming up in the 
Desolate night. 
  
The wind was threatening 
With its bluster 
And mayhem, picking 
Up anything in its way - 
Plastic pink 
Flamingos and all. 
  
The wind knew 
No boundaries, 
No criteria for 
Mother nature, 
Just blowing and 
Blowing, 
Bending into the hours. 
 
  



Love 
  
Love had rode off 
Like a horse. 
  
All day I gallop 
But all I hear 
  
Are echoes 
Of your voice. 
  
I have withered 
Under the atrocity 
  
Of red tulips 
In my white, sterile 
  
Environment. 
Even the moon is 
  
Eager to drag me 
Behind her like 
  
The tides comings 
And goings. 
  
Clouds pass and 
Dissipate like the 
  



Yearnings of love’s 
Merciless pull. 
 
 
 



Motherless 
  
Disappointment has another mouth 
To feed in the dark asylum 
  
Of her heart. 
She reaches up to find 
  
The sky starless and motherless. 
In the silent still of the night 
  
She reaches for innocent fingertips 
And finds her hands broken and 
without. 
 



Unpolished Bark 

  
Fireflies spattered in wordless roots 
Loop downstream in a cloudy breath 
while 
Bank side songs in a solitaire shadow 
Redeem hooting night birds. 
The cool vines dissolved in a mauve-
colored dust 
Lift the moist summer meadow. 
  
Colored air mixes with a mandarin tea 
scent 
Of lone peach flowers as 
Ginger-tailed grass hushes the sewn 
Seconds teased in an unknown light. 
Twined noise in the talcum night 
Loses trailed feelings etched in the 
trees. 
  
  
 



The wind hooks 
  
  
The wind blows 
Like hooks coming 
Down from the sky. 
  
The wind hooks 
You and I, 
Trees, and tumble 
Weeds fly 
Into the air 
Like brown colored kites. 
  
The wind hooks 
Us like a fish 
Struggling to break 
Free, free like 
A newly hatched 
Baby chick. 
  
The wind hooks 
You and I, 
While tumble  
Weeds fly. 
 
  



Flaming 
  
  
The red poppies 
Are flaming 
This year – 
A wicked red. 
It could ignite 
A fire in my 
Backyard and 
Nobody would 
Think it unusual. 
  
The sky is 
Lit up like 
A burst of light – 
A red and orange 
Spectacle 
For miles 
To see. 
  
My soul 
Is burning 
Into the ethers – 
I pick 
Red poppies 
Until every 
Last one 
Is gone. 



 
Ode to Laura Brown 
(from the film “The hours”) 
 
My bed is my chamber. 
I do not want 
For anything but sleep – 
A beautiful, intoxicating Novocain. 
 
Let me drink you in 
And dine in my dreams – 
They shall not forsake 
Me like the rest 
That drop red, rose petals 
At my front doorsteps. 
 
I will no longer battle 
You nor he nor she. 
I am eternally awake 
In my exhausted skin, 
But feast on sleep 
Like a hungry dog 
In a frost-laden night. 
 
 
  
  
  
  



 
  
 
  
  
  
 

Fin 
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