
Without Rent or Seam    
 
 
The memoirs of  
the renowned physicist  
astonish the  
world, reaching 
even readers on sailboats 
deep in the lake’s 
grey green 
as in a forest, 
leaves flickering  
or still, as the wind  
wills, ruffling 
even the  
needles of  
an Arctic spruce  
from  
35,000  
years ago  
He calls earth 
a heaven “without  
rent or seam” 
 
 
 
 

Without Rent or Seam      II 
 
 
The water in the creek  
is mostly stone 
atop a sandy spit 
a scorched refrigerator 
the wall facing  
the street is charred 
a clear sky shines blue  
through the singed  
hole hacked  
out by firemen 
 
 
 



The Here of Then, the Then of There 
 
 
My ancestors are buried in the desert  
but I wake at a table, pitchers are flowing, 
the scent of roasted meat drifting in . . . 
So affirmed the self-others-see to the self-no-one-sees, 
whose name is the turning of black to slate-blue  
at the dip of the earth, and the scamper  
of a flock above the road where 
sea hits stone and flies into the sky. 
A bell is struck above the empty square. 
Workmen tear down a building. 
Ages fly by, but a kiss begun in the 
9th century has not concluded. 
You were not there, yet I felt the heat  
of your breath. I had spent harrowing nights  
lost in a self that never was, travelling  
towards the self that always is, 
living on the anguish you sent me. 
But how can I praise you? All I know of  
you is the pulse of my blood in the darkness. 
It may be, as you say, that the eternal  
left a jewel on my doorstep, but 
can I give thanks? An angel has put  
dust on our tongues. An angel has  
let us die clawing at the earth until 
we awake deep within the mind  
of a dervish, observing that all  
sound is the song of the beloved  
who brought me out of death. 
The water keeps going and rises  
into the sky where the sun is lifting,  
but what does the match have to lose  
when what it touches is so ready to burn?  
In a dream, a doctor’s office is  
a travel agency. No one waiting  
knows where they are going, or how  
a world so dead can feel so alive. 
Tots scramble over wet rocks.  
A vibrant aunt, mother of many,  
a blonde in a bathing suit, just  
after dawn crouches down and   
amid the seethe of breakers 



snatched up a raw breakfast,  
clam cracked on rocks, shell bits  
picked out, she drinks down life,  
telling the curious young: there is  
nothing to love about breath 
save for our desire that it happen.  
Last night in Tangiers I climbed  
a stair and found myself in a field, 
at a publication party for a Moroccan  
novelist with a marvelous style. 
Warring epochs of my life had 
sent friends. The wine was 
delicious. It was the kind of  
festivity the dying lament they  
miss, on the nights between  
their death and their funeral.  
An immense affection washed me  
into waking, startled though I was  
to feel so honest, ready at last to  
admit my lies. First among them: 
that I had taken ritual Japanese  
baths before and knew what to do.  
But when I had finished washing 
I saw the other women had only  
gotten as far as one arm. So I  
washed again, very slowly.  
And still, when I looked around 
each of the others had only begun 
scrubbing the other arm. Finally  
a gnarled old peasant woman 
offered to wash my hair. She   
pressed and stroked my scalp. 
Lightness rose up out of nowhere  
like the sound of cascading change  
rising from the earth heard while  
crossing rushing water in rainy  
darkness as the vibration  
shakes the bridge beams. 
Yesterday someone said: you  
don’t seem to be around much. 
I replied: Forms pass in and out of  
existence at great speed. I agree  
to be in time only to the extent  
I refrain from leaving it. 



Where We Are As If We Were 
 
 
The moss dried to a gold brocade.  
A weird dream flew through my head  
as during my year in Japan pouring  
my heart out to strangers at  
a ritual bath. I lie down 
amid notes so soft and listen  
how light the touch, the vibration  
held many magnitudes below 
trembling. Let me bathe in 
light till the shadows pass.   
At a dance club called heaven 
someone asked, so where is  
your  halo? My answer was so 
hilarious that before long  
I was married. At first, Love  
was like the Gulf, warm but refreshing  
as we discovered, in glowing sand,  
the wreck of a U Boat.  
Then it was like a wild deer  
eating from my hand. Finally,  
it was like the Hong Kong Exchange  
where no one would mention the 
Cultural Revolution, how Mao  
would lie in bed all day depressed. 
That’s when I remembered the  
first time I had sex. I was nine,  
she, the mother of a friend. 
I dropped by after school  
to play ping pong with her son  
but she called me upstairs.  
Her breasts were hypnotic  
beneath her pajama top.  
Upset, she asked me to lie  
down naked, and held me. 
I could smell the salt where 
her tears had streaked her face.  
The world was weeping that day, 
John Kennedy had just been shot. 
By her indiscretion I was spared  
the national agony, however, 
in a recent article on what  



I call Pleasure Trauma, I hold  
that ecstasy is worse than pain. 
Every lesser pleasure wreck you.  
A compliment, a mild flirtation,  
Even just a movie where people  
express joy makes the rest  
of your life unbearable,  
like watching a river moving  
when the trees on the banks  
are full of autumn leaves,  
the rich grey of its flow then  
sand shines out of nowhere, then  
the skeleton of a chair on a spit,  
the muddy mustard buckling  
of water so thick with silt  
boat after boat gets stuck. 
Year by year, the river widens, 
rises; chalk-marks appear 
at the anticipated levels, 
in colors too unbelievable  
to be associated with the  
agency in charge. Still,  
it’s exhilarating to think  
about what all these beloved  
places will look like under water,  
seen only through the billowing  
run-off washing down from  
some sparsely populated state  
to the north where political  
prisoners improvise home with 
a Bible, a blanket, and a cup. 
Yes, all ideas die, but not till  
some are “proven true,”  
Is it that death is, for you,  
a fund set aside for your needs,  
not, certainly, to be looted at  
whim, but cozened, fed, dipped  
into only amid the glee of  
the contractors who await  
word of the magnitude of the 
renovations to the room  
once home to a spectacularly  
sordid happenstance, as the  
younger generation might  



recall, that wild party  
where a suicide try by  
a distraught girl won scant  
sympathy, even as, lightly  
bloodied, she revived and 
proclaimed: These are seasons  
never experienced before,  
so how can it be said  
they are seasons at all? 
For me, seasons are like 
minutes: they don’t return 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



Divine Flashes   VIII 
 
 
Lord, heal me,  
 
my bones are vexed 
 
 
 
          * 
 
 
 
As are the pins, plates, 
                     
the titanium screws 
                     
which some far-off future  
 
crematory  
                     
will no doubt sizzle  
 
into brilliant  
                     
commemorative  
 
spatters 
 
 
 
          * 
 
 
 
Each night on this  
 
ward called “The Orchard”  
 
                   dips me in embalming fluid  
 
 
 
          * 



 
 
 
I who once lived atop a tower  
 
floating on the ocean.  
 
I tipped back, dropped,  
 
pink streaks, falling sun, 
                    
warmth of a pale  
                     
blue depth and 
                    
dazzling coral reefs,  
                    
fish in their quick,  
                    
cloudy spasms 
 
 
 
          * 
 
 
 
My long ago first love should be  
 
bandaged,  
 
in a hospital herself,  
 
but she’s nonplussed, 
                     
slipping into 
 
a shimmering  
 
blouse  
 
huge welts  
 
running black 



 
and blue down the left 
 
side of her 
 
torso 
 
 
 
          * 
 
 
 
(It’s not clear if she  
 
has a left  
 
breast  
 
anymore) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Periphery Dance Hall 
 
                                        for Simon Pettet 
 
 
 
The proximity of a planetary pole  
 
can be felt inside luxurious  
 
hotels in any 
 
number of Nordic lands   
 
 
 
I’m here for the holiday pageant at the firehouse  
at the edge of town on an expanse that could be called a prairie  
 
but for craters and ice floes 
 
 
 
The parking lot is empty 
a white bird flies out of black smoke 
 
That chunk of grey ice is the sky 
 
 
Pinwheels of light    
 
slowly turning          inside a head 
 
 
Social integration 
 
seems much easier here 
 
yet never has anyone known you less well 
 
 
How silently the rain came and went in the night 
 
 



This is what is, for now, for you, 
 
the beyond: 
 
                       a sky falling into the street  
 
 
Yesterday, a hint hurt me  
an intimation left me perplexed 
 
 
Dropping the camera again might just fix it 
 
 
(The blur makes us all seem energetic,  
about to abandon our bodies) 
 
 
In this hotel, discredited ideas  
 
cleansed of apparent purpose 
 
are highly prized 
 
 
And nothing can break  
the new lock on the door 
 
Shoot it with a gun, it won’t open 
 
any intruder will have to split the door open with an axe 
 
 
The run-off seems to weave itself  
 
 
The lip of a waterfall shines above the black  
 
In an 1825 painting by John Martin 
 
Sadak is looking for  
 
a sip of oblivion 
 



 
 
But winter is the well all fall into 
 
 
torch bearing children singing on a hillside  
a flock of belled goats are released 
 
Such joy, as if your brothers and your sister  
are talking in the next room   
 
Snow streaks the forest floor 
 
(Let a wounded face be the final icon) 
 
Last night you were inside a mobile home 
speeding down a highway  
 
It was dark and quiet  
 
The bed had fresh linen on it  
 
You were anticipating  
 
a restful sleep  
 
though there was also this  
sensation of shooting through space 
 
It felt precarious  
 
An intermittent sideways wind 
made the room waver 
 
 
 
 
 


