
protective verse 
after Psalm 91 

When you dwell on creation’s secret, you 
sleep in its shadow among ancient gods. 
The creative spirit becomes your shelter,  
you seek its protection and keep faith  
with existence unfolding. Mortality  
sets lethal snares to trap you, but  
you are lifted by creation’s wing 
and under that wing you find refuge. 
The truth of existence is a shield 
that surrounds you. Living as light,  
you need not fear night terrors 
or the arrow that flies by day, or 
pestilence that prowls in darkness 
or destruction that ravages at noon.  
A thousand curses lurk at your side,       
ten thousand by your right hand 
but none has the power to harm you 
when you gaze with knowing eyes. 
You see wickedness annihilated 
because you make existence a temple, 
inhabiting that place most high.  
No harm comes to you, no plague 
enters your home. The angels of  
creation guard you on your way,  
they lift your feet over stumbling 
stones. The lion and the cobra   
in your path are met, transcended. 
Delight in the mystery of creation,  
and be lifted by it, strengthened 
among those who invoke its name.  
Call and be answered. In your distress,  
find rescue and honor. For the length 
of your days, strive to be satiated with 
existence, and the salvation you are  
granted by the miracle of being. 
  

  



fauns and stones of the field 

The poor dead thing  
crushed in the road 

under a car I passed 
was a fast food bag. 

Shape-shifters ride 
shotgun beside us 

relish the rumble  
of forward motion. 

Stones of the field 
are not impressed. 

The marble faun  
mocks the world’s fang. 



hairy beings 

Eruptions burst 
through sateen skin.  

Throbbing follicles  
assert oily musk— 

troubled dreams 
in a field of stubble. 

Melting butterfly,  
your reverse chrysalis 

is the lifetime it takes 
to love you again. 



storm demons 

Yellow sky and  
a conspiracy of birds 
as heaven recedes. 

Suspicious plumes  
form a cross,  
flicker, rain ash. 

Pitchforks rip through 
the gloom. The ground  
returns the strike.  

In the place of skulls 
below the horizon, we feel 
the red star rising. 



hawk demons 

Chest muscles drive 
the wingspan open. 
Wet talons extend. 

The backlight 
is blinding. Feather 
tips on fire. 

Its shadow below  
casts an inky net 
over prey. 

This shiver binds  
us, skittering fear  
puckering flesh.  



horseleech 

A lick of sweat  
a labor of salt 
peeled grapes of fat 
under the skin.  

You try to fly 
try to barrel roll 
away from the killing 
monotony. 
  
Heavy blood  
draws you a lake,  
a warm bath to soak  
meat from your bones. 



deber (pestilence) 

A boy carries an urn  
into the miracle day  

atop a white horse  
with its business of flies. 

He calls the horse Hell 
says the p is silent. 



keteb (smiter) 

Saturday’s children unscroll 
a calendar of innumerable laws— 
remembrances and fancies.  

Do not light the kindling inside 
a light bulb. The chemical 
juice between two terminals 

defies a ban on completing. 
Asking for help is like cheating. 
Two can wait—surely tomorrow. 

Find the shortest route to 
ascend and the longest to 
descend. That’s the right path. 

Bleached stones will not rise. 
The hard bread of affliction 
is ours to carry and break.  



reshef (fiery bolt) 

Diagnosis gives you  
double vision: 
recognized and apart. 

The tension pulls 
like a bow releasing 
a fiery bolt. 

Scorched to carbon 
what you call “before.” 
Knowledge is yours. 

Newly visible clues  
splash and glow 
in the ultraviolet dawn. 



lilin (night spirits) 

The moon has sunk 
into glamour—she 
smells of camphor 
and damp fur.  

Cloaked and  
of a certain age,  
the moon is 
noble, unnoticed. 

Her mouth is rinsed 
in sweet vermouth, 
her lips quickened 
with bitters. 

The wind lifts 
a veil from her face— 
no scars wear away. 
She blinks back stars. 




