
Behind the Wind 

I. 

1 

What have we learned. 
Daddy-king come calling 
to your rundown Catskillian bungalow 
what would he say? 
Who is this girl? 
What are these leaves? 
and kicking them know that you know 
that this is yours, because everything is, 
you only human I have ever met 
who can lay claim on every thing. 

2 

The train rolls thru 
the abandoned town. 
I’m trying to remember 
everything you told me 
without remembering 
where you said you went. 
White pigeons under a white sky 
pebble around on the pavement. 
The home of a great lady once stood here 
now just dames de la halle and whores 
like me, tears as pure as merum, unmixed wine 
between our thighs, shedding under the eaves. 

3 

Hiding out of the rain. 
The god of this town 
has given us several gifts, 
and tonight he will give us a third. 
The rain is black 



and has more dimensions than we do. 
Flowers bloom 
in the sunlight of our bellies. 
I still can’t talk about you. 
You want me to do something brave, I can feel it. 
The dark wet plants 
of my childhood have grown large again 
and the lamps flicker 
on the tables of elves 
sitting out in the downpour 
playing dominoes. 
 
 
4 
 
Black space, white moon 
underneath your skin 
which barely shines at all 
on the old stones piled 
in a staircase up to your face. 
This is where I keep talking, 
an act, I realize, 
that you have no use for. 
As bright and frigid as Caer Sidi 
circle of stars to the north, 
square of stones, 
jumpy as the dead. 
 
 
5 
 
The noise of your city is loud. 
Empty trains full of ghosts. 
Busy trains full of women 
and men in black overcoats, 
pockets jingling with wide bronze coins, 
all within reach 
of something I’ll never have. 
And you, the only one 
not preparing for the holiday season 
but alone walking the wide expanse 
of beach which is mostly shells, 
and mist which has thickened 
to drops of rain leaves 
pewter indents in the sand.  
 



 
 
6 
 
I was served, then, a water glass full of your hair. 
And you led me where you wanted to go 
down roads I thought I knew 
but which were now made yours 
and therefore new to me. Slate-grey 
flame at the end of the bridge. 
A nursery rhyme you’d never heard. 
An anchor painted on a white sign 
but the words had faded off. 
Slippery fish, growling in a heap. 
 
 
7 
 
I am the aspen oracle. 
I see the orange leaflets flapping 
and can tell you what they mean. 
Sentences in a silver book. 
I am the sage-leaf oracle. 
It curls over in my iron pan 
like a fish and portends 
discrete events to come. 
I am the pigeon-on-a-rail oracle. 
I see all that goes on 
on this city’s streets, 
but I have never seen a man. 
 
 
8 
 
How can I be divine with 
one foot in the grave 
and the other… somewhere else? 
A reddish brown shadow 
halfway seen in the Catskills, 
a mossy staircase of rocks 
whose name I had never heard. 
Somewhere near, they say 
Aram nemus vult. The grove wants the altar 
or the alter the grove. 
How far away will you go before 
I notice that you are gone? 



 
 
9 
 
I said I was tired I didn’t say 
how long I wouldn’t wait. 
Jewel-eyes over the bridge. 
Your mouth, years out of reach. 
You came just as it started getting cold. 
You put a towel around me. 
You are as dry as the stars 
waiting for the river of Earth 
to flow backwards up-stream 
and into the heavens they came from.  
 
 
 
II. 
 
 
10 
 
“The Sun God is born at mid-winter 
when the Sun is weakest and has attained 
his most southerly station.” 
Ice-headache. The soul 
returning from the celestial realm 
while the body splits away 
from what I have called myself 
and prepares to depart. 
New trains arrive every night. 
 
 
 
11 
 
The sun shines all night, 
you tell me. We’ve had 
this conversation before. 
You teeth knives all 
celebrating the return of the cold 
and what darkness doesn’t mean for you. 
…and it’s cold all day. 
A perfect ring of polished crystal spheres 
marks a mile-deep grave in the peat.  
 



 
 
12 
 
for F. Church 
 
The sea of ice 
wavers before the eye. 
I’m not supposed to look for long 
at such unearthly geometry. 
I crawl into my little wet heart 
to stay warm, and bring out with me 
bouquets of soaked flowers, 
dripping onto the ice, sappy 
stalks thick with veins and juice 
and present them to the monument 
of ancient snow, a towering mass 
the white shrine of a god who  
holds all colors within him, tamed, 
which I cannot do, but I can show him, 
here, look, a few that I can see. 
 
 
13 
 
Ivory center of the mulling flame 
makes a taper look green 
in comparison. Painters know this. 
Night in you. A fruit cut in half 
and eaten by each. Then, 
tomorrow the bridge 
and pigeons in the mist. 
Decentralized light. Grey not 
fullness nor absence, but half-life, 
actual obscuration of almost everything. 
 
 
14 
 
Pigeons inside my candle. 
The wax of wings, old oil 
the ancients knew about, 
the thickness of those shutters 
and the flaps they didn’t make 
burns even slower than the night 
of a new moon, open eye 



blinks anyway in the black, 
big and invisible, drips of dew 
or wax onto my desk, tears of moonbeams 
lost to this darkness, fat with cream 
that curdles in its acidic surroundings.  
 
 
15 
 
What color is your shirt? White. 
What color is your breath? Standing 
in the middle of a rosy room 
in your underwear, stretching 
or buttoning your shirt 
every time the North wind blows, 
Boreas, a car on a highway 
made of ice, and me in here 
with my wooden bones 
trying to make sense of a half-remembered dream.  
 
 
16 
 
A day of rest, you said, and the sun was cold. 
A billion blinking lights swarmed the battlefield 
and piles of leaves were burnt in the town square. 
Those lights are the spirits  
who have spent their summer here 
and are now preparing to leave.  
Season of damage, carnage. 
Black walnuts ripped upon hitting the earth 
rot in the chilling rain.  
 
 
17 
 
With each day that passes, you’re further away. 
Ringlets of wind blow around my neck 
and I remember lights on the water 
but not whether or not that was you. 
I tell myself, “Not now, 
the weather isn’t right,” 
the stones aren’t ready 
to sing your welcome song. 
We’ll wait for night, and maybe then, 
though I doubt it. 



 
 
18 
 
Mist hangs on to the edges of experience. 
One morning I found myself in it. 
Fully recollecting a conversation I’d had 
with the peripheries of thought, 
or rather, someone who’d come a long way 
(from that direction) to see me, I’d thought, 
but he hadn’t come for me at all. 
So why did he? Why’d he ask 
me to meet him on the bridge? 
 
 
19 
 
No, that’s not true. 
I remember what we did. 
Brighter than crystal or steel 
the name that you pronounced. 
We did it in a closet 
with the door open. 
Your hair like skewered lights on a black lake 
with a couple of boats on it, 
your pockets and your absolute 
abdomen. And what is your name? 
I knew it. And where are you from? 
I knew those words so many times in my dream 
but now I can’t remember their sounds.  
 
 
20 
 
  for Taliesin 
 
I have been three periods 
in the sun itself 
whirling without motion 
in my troubled chair. 
 
The sun itself is a silver wheel 
and I have learned that it is cold. 
Men come from over the hill 
to teach me about the castle. 
 



The land is bright beyond the moon 
above the spiral castle. 
Men come with the cold wind 
to tell me its name. 
 
 
21 
 
In my ruined garden I write 
you a letter, on the last piece of paper 
there is in the world. 
Light is the wood of your name. 
Dark is the moon, and bright the Earth. 
The sky is as silver as steel. 
I hide by the stovepipe furnace 
from you. I make myself grey. 
The birds have left this land 
along with my body, as my soul 
having returned has found a place in me. 
 



The Tree-Alphabet 
 
 
 
Beginning of the year, beginning of the world. 
No vowels yet, just a long 
tongue held to the roof  
of its celestial mouth. 
Quiet in the woods. 
Red in the distance. Redder than blood 
or wine from the boughs of an conifer. 
Think back, it’s there, the seed, 
or egg, sewn in the filthy ground 
deep in the frozen earth 
a drawn-out silence, pause in the hum 
or the drums, waiting for the rock to thaw. 
 
* 
 
Mean as lynx-ears, light as their eyes. 
New? No. Knotted early 
broom of the wind 
to sweep the clouds 
of their spare eyelashes. 
White winter-slide, 
growth of stark 
upwards movement, back 
up the mountain, flow of words 
headed to the baths 
to be washed. 
Bright backwards shade. 
Blind in the heat 
we create for ourselves. 
Pink. A year-long memory. 
 
* 
 
Blind as a badger, drunk on soil, 
potatoes and stale cabbage soup. 
Forthwith. Bring me my cup. 
I mean sun. My means to smell. 
Ferns in the muck. 
Family follows the light. 
Fast-up you call my flowers. 
The groundhog emerges from the dirt. 



Frowning upwards. Follow my voice. 
Through the fearn. Death is dying. 
Propane tanks are empty. Keep writing. 
Whom to follow? No one these days 
finds very much of anything. 
Fucking in the frost. Follow anyway. 
 
* 
 
The moon above the whispers 
whispers. Sifts of quiet life 
pounced upon by light. 
Rain all day and 
rivulets of gunk, calcium build-up 
gives way to streams of glass. 
Willow jumps. Up the earth. 
Witches get wet in the rain. 
Their ceremonies in the grove 
involve taking off their clothes.  
Slick skin in the mud. 
A thorn pricks our leg:  
Here comes blood.     
Speak our secret names easily 
in the day-long morning.   
 
* 
 
Here it is; here it is! 
But it’s not here yet. 
Here is the waiting 
to go to our king. 
In my bedroom, getting ready for the party. 
Taking turns at the bureau. 
Rousing our dormant 
feelings for the outside world— 
feelings of it— replica of those 
healthy oak trees out there 
lining the streets of our thoughts, 
reaching across me to 
touch your cheek. Duh. 
We’re not doing 
nothing. The eye of the Earth 
at rest for a moment. We go on 
too long like this. We take too many  
lazy kisses from the land 
which for a couple of weeks 



includes us. Does not dream us 
but lives on the very same bridge. 
 
* 
 
Time for telling little 
but trying to talk, endlessly, 
town in the sun 
the old belfry keeps the time of, 
and children wander slowly 
down the dusty streets, 
hair tied back with holly, 
little kings, red as berries, 
let us think. There is a birth, 
there are two in the year, 
two faces to the sun 
we can’t crawl out from the gaze of. 
 
* 
 
Love me for the scent that I bring you 
and keep bringing, dusky and whole, 
night air thru the orchard 
floats towards the town 
where we roam, waiting for it all to end, 
a brown ribbon, dropped in the pool 
so hot you know 
it can’t be like this for much longer, 
like bath water, naked 
figures glide across the sky 
churning butter, the rich scents 
of angels fill the trees 
ripe nuts, dense 
as the angelic death-dance 
we see reflected on the water. 
 
* 
 
The vine which we’ve found out 
is native to America, too, 
makes moons rise. The sun sets 
for a moment above marigold lane. 
Vipers blink their wooly eyes 
and fix their minds on your gullet. 
Men come out of the woodwork. 
Late at night, when the air is clear as silver, 



this lute makes mice out of money, 
and the dusk-lynx marauds by vine-light 
ears cocked to the rhythm of its tawny mischief. 
 
* 
 
Grow up, she said to the vine, 
but it crawled along the ground. 
There’s spirals in these hills. Women. 
Take it from me. 
The doubting of the god. 
The rising of the arrowheads 
up from the soil. 
The ancient door to the earth 
creaks shut, allowing a beam 
thru its hallowed stone frame, across the topsoil, 
to get in the eyes of small mammals. 
Words like ivy worm clockwise up trunks 
with their little trunks, 
the core of thought the very fear of chaos 
whistling in these leaves.  
 
* 
 
The usefulness of the ordinary, 
royalty. Wealth in wheat 
or reeds. I saw them 
blowing in the bog at Ramshorn 
claimed by nobody. 
We have a purple relationship 
with dry grass. 
Hay for the princess to sleep on. 
The light yellow looms in the room 
playing off her purple eyes. 
…And yet somehow Pan managed 
to make a flute of this plant, 
syrinx, the evasive,  
playing night after night, 
I am only what knows me. 
Hold me. Velvet woman. Straw man. 
 
* 
 
The black bough 
our grandma brews 
in her bone-china pot 



when the king is asleep. 
As pretty as a shiny berry 
her grey-blue-green eyes which grow 
lighter and lighter as she grows older 
as the sky, in anticipation of day 
they shine. The king is ninety 
years or more this month. 
Or he might as well be, we agree. 
We see the berries at the backs of our minds 
swollen in the sun, frisky beetles 
running to and from the other end of the year 
as we walk thru the cemetery,  
as it’s growing dark 
earlier than it did yesterday. 
We’re long since asleep. 
We’re at the end of the earth 
close to the soil 
waiting for a new king. 
 
* 
 
No word, why? Yule-tide 
we are in the midst of— 
Lovers in God’s living room. 
I tried thinking of you but I could not. 
 
* 
 
There are no other months 
but the one that begins our new life. 
There’s a star in the sky. 
A word in your ear 
telling you to fear that black water. 
You know the names of its inhabitants 
and their slippery faces. 
The wave crashes, 
and the storm is over. 
Saturn loses his head. 
And the priests apply birch to their wounds.  
 




