
Poem for the Passing  
ackson are 

no longer a marshy bother,  
--Michael Rothenberg, On Lake Jackson 

 
I think you are getting it all wrong 

my friend, 
because no matter where we go, 
 we never completely disappear. 
 Certainly 

you can appreciate what I am saying here.     
 
I have been learning this the hard way  
 as one death after another  
  weighs down upon me this past year 
 

old school friend 
vibrant work friend 
dearest artist friend 
three mentors in one year 
and my father who left almost four years ago now 

which seems like only   
yesterday. 
 

 
no one who writes 

or paints   
teaches   

cooks 
breathes 

or dreams 
ever disappears completely 
because  

marks are left 
seeds planted 
roads traveled 

 
and even 

when the ocean washes away 
the last footprints 

   from the face of the beach, 
    the sand remembers who stood there 



and who carried  
the smallest 

grains of it away 
to other shore 



When This Land Was Under Sea 
 
Imagine, once,  
there was no land, 
only wave upon wave  
 
of endless ripples 
as the wind moved silently  
over the wine-dark sea.  
 
Imagine, there was no shore,  
no pier, no beach,  
no place to leave a boat.  
 
In fact, there was no boat. 
Only birds who were fishes. 
Anyone who dared to dream 
 
of crawling up out of the water, 
had another thing coming. 
But crawling came. 
 
Imagine after eons, 
the sea receded  
and a few rare creatures 
 
could stand  
to hit their marks 
on the new world stage.  
 
Imagine, with them came 
skyscrapers, bridges, steel, 
and glass. Cement 
 
to stifle everything. 
Where once, there had been 
only sea, imagine there was land  
 
and where there was land, 
there were dry cleaners,  
body shops, barber shops,  
 



law firms, lingerie boutiques,  
grocers, drive-ins, taverns, churches, 
computer marts and auto zones,  
 
nail salons, hospitals, cafes,  
and drug stores. Lots and lots  
of drug stores. Imagine. 
 
If you were to ask  
a fish today if he had ever  
heard about the time  
 
when this land 
was under sea, he would say, 
Are you crazy? It still is.  
 
Nothing has changed.  
Nothing will ever change.  
And you would pity the poor fish,  
 
mock his sorry ass, his limited  
world view, his complete and utter  
lack of imagination. 
 
 
 
 
 



Lesson in the Subatomic 
 
They say everything is empty space 
and that what seems solid is just an illusion, 
a convenience for getting along. 
 
This chair, so I can sit. 
This table, a place for my elbows. 
These hands, a place to rest my chin. 
 
They say if one atom of me was as big 
as Yankee Stadium, its nucleus would be 
a baseball in center field, and all the rest, 
 
empty. That is how much emptiness  
there is inside. And we wonder why 
it's all about filling the void? 
 
Stop looking for certitude 
in all these whimsies of nothingness 
for there is nothing certain but death, 
 
and even death, when viewed  
from inside my spacious atoms, 
reveals a chink in its dark armor. 



[Aside] 
 
To be and not to be. 
That is the answer. 
 
Whether it is ever noble to fight 
or just let go to put aright 
 
all that has been tossed  
upon your troubled sea. 
 
The question rubs and leaves a burn, 
a stain upon the mind, my friend. 
 
But should you cause your own demise, 
you're nothing but an end 
 
and will have only missed a bit 

 
 
for slings and arrows fly 
no matter who or what. 
 
Better then, to greet the day 
with the faith of a blind man 
 
groping for his cup. Take action 
when and where you must 
 
and go instead the road 
where you might die, then wake 
 
to dream the day. A place 
where you might lay  
 
your shuffled head and find  
the one who lies beside you 
 
night to night, and coil to coil, 
unwinds you, mortal, for a while, 
 



helps you to remember and then forget 
all that time lays dead and bare 
 
and brings you fresh to brink of day, 
a traveler, back from anywhere. 




