
INSTANCES  
 
Here are instances of something  
Having happened that came and went  
 
The long and short of which 
Is recorded exactly in these words  
 
That are no more as they had been  
Because of this that recorded them  
 
In thinking as time's being advances  
In the horror of flesh melting by  
 
In their words — because I thought my life  
In their words surely I felt what I did  
 
But then had to think again  
Just as stupidly as I write it now  
 
As simply as stupidly as stubbornly  
As I am and was and shall be  
 
Bacteria come and go speaking of Michelangelo  
Or are Michelangelo as they grow and go 
  
Then wheel and turn above or below  
As clouds peel back from over the sea  
 
By now it's dark so in the window  
I see in but I can’t see out  
 
Reflection that pales in shape  
These words recognize and fault  
 
I'm quivering with being here so temporarily  
And my words reflect this on the white page  
 
Hard to know any of this happened  
Hard to act as if it did 
 
  



BIRTH OF A NATION 
 
 
1 
 
I'm so impatient. 
When crossed I can be vicious. 
I try to be humble and think I do quite well. 
I demand loyalty and absolute fealty. 
I'm not as ambitious as I appear to be. 
I accept others for who they are. 
I'm not as judgmental as some people I know. 
I am modest in my tastes. 
Yes, I have hobbies, interests. 
I'm always trying to grow spiritually, to develop in all ways. 
I suppose I fit squarely into my demographic. 
I like women. 
I like men. 
I enjoy being with young people. 
Yes, I've lost several close friends within the last five years. 
I'm curious about myself, I want to know my patterns. 
If I intimidate others it's not because I'm trying to. 
I enjoy reading, exercise, music, theater, and cooking. 
I think my good friends would say I'm a good friend to them. 
I cherish many memories of my youth. 
I'm proud of some of the things I've been fortunate enough to accomplish. 
But yes, I've done some things I'm not proud of. 
I'm fairly even-tempered compared to some others I've known. 
Do I have a high opinion of myself? I don't think so. 
I'm grateful to be alive, 
I wish I knew another language. 
Do I enjoy being alone? Yes, I appreciate my own company. 
I don't avoid conflict, but like others I don't seek it, or produce it when unnecessary. 
I haven't had very many love affairs, I don't know why. 
I enjoy neither the sound of my own voice nor my image in photographs. 
 
 
2 
 
Others impress me as being very different from me. 
The motivations of others seem mysterious to me. 
Seeing others at a distance I often imagine them as myself. 



I'm often mystified at the things others do. 
There's no accounting for the strange tastes of others. 
Others' skills impress me; the talents they possess, their accomplishments. 
It is difficult to trust others since they are not me. 
I assume others are as sensitive as I am. 
Others disrupt me with their views and positions. 
I can be quite upset when others criticize me. 
Others have their needs; I know that but I can't always be expected to fulfill them. 
Others can be divided into: some others, other others. 
It's difficult to generalize about others except to say that none of them are me. 
Others seem on the whole quite happy even when they tell me otherwise. 
I simply can't appreciate the suffering of others in the way I appreciate my own. 
I realize I'm limited in what I can possibly know about others. 
Others provide much amusement and trouble of all sorts. 
Was it Sartre who said "Hell is others?” He may have been referring to Camus. 
Others are not always French but some of them are. 
Others are simply not sensitive to my needs, even when they think they are. 
The lives of others are beautiful. 
When others are ill or in trouble I try to rush to their aid. 
Others determine the way I think about myself. 
Others are inevitable. 
 
 
3 
 
Hills against milky sky. 
Corner of white rug and its fringes. 
Faded rose. 
Black lump of lava on countertop. 
A line of books perched perfectly on shelf. 
The half-dead pine tree. 
Wrought-iron furniture on brick patio. 
Fly buzzing leather chair in corner of the room. 
Green pot suspended from pot rack attached to ceiling. 
Cream-colored thermostat on pale blue wall. 
Wicker chairs pushed up against walnut slab table. 
The trail snaking around hillside. 
The snake trailing along hillside. 
An entire mountainside of poison oak red in afternoon light. 
Photo of dawn sun up over hill. 
Floor tiles 18 inches square. 
Clematis climbing up side wall on wrought-iron lattice. 



Black wires connect to sound system. 
Collection of miscellaneous figurines on tonsu top. 
Wooden salad bowl on slate countertop. 
Century plant spikes surrounded by grasses. 
Mule deer gingerly nibbling succulents. 
Fly now buzzing picture window. 
Hummingbirds at lavender plants in flower. 
Flat-topped Monterrey cypress under white sky. 
Foreground and background. 
Figure and ground. 
Main point and subservient points. 
Rulers and their subjects. 
Subjects and objects. 
Subjects. 
My house, your house, the houses of others. 
The street that joins these houses. 
Red, orange, and white cotton rug on white tile floor. 
Fountain pen, hand, black notebook. 
White sheet of paper, meanings shaped in black lines. 
 
 
  



NOTRE DAME DE PARIS 
 
Dim… 
These elegant arches and stained glass windows 
The milling crowd 
Paintings and altars and statuary 
Wise white-clad priest in yarmulke behind glass 
Counseling parishioner 
Waves hand side to side 
Absolved absolved 
Camera phone deployed 
Hushed comments… 
Here’s Saint Jeanne with her lance 
In praying demeanor 
Eyes upward gazing 
1412-1431 
Not long to make such lasting impact but who knows 
The real story 
Her life in flames 
Here’s Saint Theresa of the child Jesus 
Hands crossed over chest 
Serious, sad, devout 
Doctor of the Church 
Who knew in 1934 
A sculptor would care to cover her again 
In cold stone robes 
Behind the many burning candles 
How far does hope stretch? 
O you stout pillars, scrolled, 
Imitating the Greek and Roman! 
O you heroic girded vaults! 
O mystery of distant blue windows 
High lit arches 
Filigreed iron grates 
And solemn tombs 



Of Papel fame! 
You black and white diamond marbled floor! 
Who wold guess the Church in steep decline… 
No!  
A mere statistic of little note 
Here where throngs move in spiritual or touristic wonder 
Impossible conception of Heaven 
And Christ’s bleeding loving power 
Fluer de lis, fluer de lis 
Fluer de lis 
Repeated in blue-red window 
As lovely dark-hued ladies file beneath 
And O thy paintings! So marvelous huge and colorful! 
Passionate figures stretch and gesture 
In moments of maximum drama 
There’s no rest, no doubt, no triviality, no everydayness 
Only always everything at stake — the truth! — life hanging 
Ever by a thread 
Reaching out, reaching out, pitifully reaching out 
A muscled arm 
And armies of painters with their assistants 
To render this, jobs 
For the diligent and skilled 
And O that gleaming muscled back 
That sad dead sheep 
And outstretched hand of the red-robed saint! 
And here’s the mother of God with child 
As presented by His Holiness 
Alexis II, Patriarch of Russia 
So kindly in 2007 
A gesture of politic regard 
Beside the Virgin alcove in stone 
Holding the child aloft 
On a good day 
And O you Chinese tourists 



Led by your insistent guides 
Explaining, gesticulating 
Informative tonal words rise and fall in the hush 
Your squat solid women listening 
For the main points 
And snapping photos 
Squarely aware of the mystery 
Everyone appreciates religion it must be important 
So many chandeliers 
And somewhere buried here 
Archbishop Aron Lustiger 
For whom the pont is named 
Likely my distant relative 
Another Catholic Jew embraced 
And shook and moved the Church 
Hello distant deceased Jesus  
Way up there 
Another Catholic Jew  
Sadly prone on Mary’s lap 
Mom’s always the one who’s left 
Holding you close at the end 
 
 
  



 

POEM WRITTEN IN PARIS 
 
Not sated yet with power 
To do what to whom 
For whatever reason suffices 
Unter den Linden 
In turn a squeamishness abandons me  
I am cruel in my cruel art 
Because everyone’s still a song 
Floating up and off 
And rolling far off and on  
From sea to night — this is personal — 
Coat my lyric tongue 
Words fail me so I fail them in retaliation  
Not to frighten myself with sheltering song 
That only my best friends continue 
Who can't but miss the measure of my love 
Do not disregard this poem’s severed friendships 
I grasp the pen in midst of this lively Parisian scene 
Full of meaning’s pleasure, far from sleep 
 
 
  



LAST LIGHT 
 

Light light everywhere 

Can this be the rhyme to which I repair 

Can this be the song engaging my pipes 

The bogie man behind the drapes  

Water water more more says she 

And not a drop goes down 
Water water not light 

As little light as death would offer 

Look, lets join the others for a picnic 

Listen, glisten, desert sky so dry 

Antelope graze there in groups of dozens  

Set me higher set me lower 

Water water give me more 

Light light wipe my mouth 
Is she comfortable? 

Are you? 

Ouch ouch!! 

My arm my hand my mouth my grand journey 

Mng, huh, huh, ng, ng, as much water as you need 

And some pain meds too to get some sleep 

Not so stark as  poetry, poetry 

At a time like this! 
A bad case of poetry whose destitute words 

Mortifying words 

Clarifying words 

Unsinkable words 

Unsupportable words  

Name the urges 

Help me help me! water water! 

And not a drop goes down 
In poetry's confines 

Rarified and sanctified 



Be thy Holy Name 

Crucified and digitized 

In this mortal frame 

Pick me up and put me down 
Feed my heart of flame 

I want to I want to I want to 

thank,  give praise 

Inside the flame 

Inside the light 

Inside the water 

Just one time one little time one last little time 

one more battle one more day 
one more chance to fade away 

Another time on a newer moon 

Stark and yellow in the blaring  

The Book of Esther and the Book of Ruth 

The Book of Judith and the Book of Job 

Surrounded and besieged 

Water water! a bite a bite! 

A severed head a story 
Never ends 

A river never bends  

Lets go home and light some last lights for the miracles 

The strong in the hands of the weak 

The many in the hands of the few 

The polluted in the hands of the pure 

The crooked in the hands of the honest 

The arrogant in the hands of the meek 
The living in the hands of the dead 

The dark in the hands of the light 

Day in the hands of night 

Water in the fist of flame 

Lanky horses in an open field 

Flaming trees in a leathery mouth 



A red ball bouncing on white-foamed waves 

Ladies in their slippers on long summer nights 

Hawaii slide guitars elevating the irony of the text 

When I say you will rejoice 
I mean you must be miserable now 

Under the heel of the phlegm 

Take off that mask! 

Free at last! 

Be silent all flesh! 

Wonderfully I shall perdure 

Remove my filthy clothes 

Wipe my face moisten my lips 
Let the Accuser be dismissed 

 

(for Yolanda Yockey, March 12, 1923 - January 1, 2017) 

 
 


