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1) 
 
Seduction of the letter demanded 
full disclosure and bright eyes  
on the grave matters at hand. 
Tell me, you, what do you think 
of bitter angels, those held fast  
to earth, claw footed, iron hoofed,   
wrong, wrong, wrong in their premise, 
built up from nothing, into nothing. 
 
 
 
2) 
 
Now, what ill gotten gains 
from speech imagined or 
conjured? Poker face I, 
holding no cards, reproach 
no one but myself for false 
premises. How the weather 
betrayed my assumptions, 
raining all day and promising 
more. In the going and coming 
the false and the true stand 
equal. It remains to be seen 
how tall the tales will get. 
Shadow puppet, all bets off. 
the life- line in my bad hand 
wanders, foolish now, and 
truant. 
  



          
3. 
 
 
Here we are again, considering 
beauty and the disproportionate 
distribution of wealth. Then comes 
the turnstile and the crossing over 
water brutal with turbulence, clouds 
worth remarking on, fog and rain. 
Weather is legion as well the potential 
for heartbreak. A man rides his mower 
over the hills while a pretty girl 
watches at the window, breathing hard. 
  



 
 
“What is the essential nature of cloudiness?” 
  -Wittgenstein, Remarks on Colour II, 4 
 
 
Perhaps it’s more than the bicameral mind 
Can take in. Perhaps not the second story 
Or the third, but maybe some communion 
With shy hesitations at the border, where 
One moment meets another. Oh how we 
Strained at saying hello, so afraid we’d said  
It with exactly the wrong intonation, such 
That the person receiving hello calls our 
Sincerity into question. Perhaps it’s my cold 
Hands that surprised me with numbness 
So that I couldn’t feel anything but 
My own belated confusion. 
 
  



 
Domain 
 
Blameless you say, after the fact of the false starts. The day was all promise, rich with the heat 
you ere waiting for. You worked up quite a sweat about the whole business, wore a fancy new 
dress because the occasion demanded it, the way the purple flowers on the tree 
demanded a name. You were not alone. For all of us perception preceded language. 
We all stood around staring but no one knew the name. We had theory but not much else. In 
spite of ourselves we were lost. 


