The Dive

When I was a young man I used to want 

to stand at the edge of a certain diving board 

and reminisce about when I was a boy, 

fourteen or so, standing in that same spot. 

I would want to dream about standing in the heat 

that was burning two or three layers of skin 

off my back, and about the water that was about

to splash my head and cool me off. I would 

want to dream about who had been watching me 

on the edge of the pool as I was about to dive, 

and with what particular fondness she had regarded me. 

Were we going to kiss, were we to have the experiences 

together that I could think back upon with a kind 

of glow that only now, older than a young man, 

I understand, but that then I would never 

have dreamed was something that could glow, 

that could be thought back upon yearningly since I 

didn’t know what yearning was, though I had been living it 

every minute of my life, though it had been the central 

focus of my being, the light through the fog 

I’d been driving by, steering myself along with, 

sensing it only as a vague grayish halo 

that had made everything except itself visible. 

It wasn’t that what I wanted to experience I wanted later 

to look back upon wistfully—would that it were. No, 

I wasn’t yearning for a present or even a past, 

but for a future that would match the propensities 

of my emotion, fill the canyon I thought formed the depth 

of my soul. I had never suspected that that future 

could never have happened since the canyon wasn’t in 

my soul, or even on this earth, but on some distant planet 

of my imagination where it rained every day 

from its crystal blue skies Mimosa or Japanese 

Magnolia petals, and on any one of its nights, 

warm year round and smelling of those petals, 

I could hear a train whistle miles away 

just before I lapsed into a dream about 

swimming in a small summer pond and occasionally 

emerging from the water and standing waist high 

in it long enough to kiss my large-eyed, 

full-lipped, ardent lover. But worse 

than not knowing the canyon would forever remain 

unfulfilled was the ignorance of the reason why, 

which was that the game would cease to be a game—

the water I had been swimming in turn to snow, 

or dry up, or become a mountain or carnival or cave. 

The metaphor of my yearning would shift 

such that when I did experience those summer nights 

and warm ponds and the lips of that ardent lover, 

I would no longer have a canyon in my heart, 

but, say, a cloud or a wisp of smoke, something 

the fullness and sensuousness of which was 

still not only unattainable and unknowable, 

but now mutable as well. So the pain of the yearning 

had driven my every thought, and it was not 

merely a feeling akin to sadness because the ignorance 

of what I’d felt had turned it into something else, 

something cruel. It was like trying to call one 

of your children on the phone before he or she 

is born—you miss your child and you have 

the number, but when you pick up the receiver 

it turns into, say, a fish—a two- or three-pound large-mouth bass, 

the kind and size your mother would often bring 

home from the Saturday or Sunday afternoons 

she would go out to be alone, to get away 

from the five children she was raising, and from the office 

she worked in 8 to 5, to spend a few 

quiet hours near the water, near the smells and sounds 

of the outdoors, the katydids screeching, a distant 

or not-so-distant mooing of a cow, the burping 

of a bloated bullfrog or a whole chorus of them 

singing their absurd arias in the heat, or the far-up-in-the-sky 

line of exhaust a jet would draw that clarified 

distance and isolation and friendlessness. And as you 

gaze in wonder at this fish in your hand you are 

reminded of how she used to take you to small ponds 

with her, where she would stand in the scorching heat 

and cast  her line out, then look over to see 

if yours was taut, your float afloat, 

and ask you to reel it in to see if you still had bait, 

and you would remember that you were fishing 

with your mother and not standing on the edge 

of a diving board ready to lower your head 

and splash into the cool wetness so you could rise, 

Beelzebub-like from the deep, to see if she, 

the girl of your dreams, had been watching 

from the side as she lounges in her bathing suit 

the color of water you’d seen in pictures of the Caribbean. 

Her hair and brown eyes glow with the rich 

promise of happiness, and when you lift your head 

above the surface and see her flirting with your 

best friend you look up to see your mother slipping 

a worm onto your hook and you ask when 

can you go home. Then you realize this too 

is a dream, that you are home, that your mother 

hasn’t fished in twenty years and may never again. 

You remember your children, how you watched them 

swim in pools on hot summer days when they 

were young, and you look at the palms of your hands 

and realize that the heat you feel is unbearable, 

and that the reason your mother sought it out 

is the reason fishes’ rib bones curve down from their spines 

and cottonwoods wave their large, open-handed 

leaves against the sky, clapping their pale palms 

together in praise of the very wind that stirs them.

Perfume

Sitting in the lawn, my mother's birthday,

September leaves scattered around me,

the nearby compost pile smelling like 

the asshole of a god. A yellow cat strolls 

by under my feet. There's a dead mouse 

in the driveway that's a lump under your foot 

if you don't see it and step away. The cat 

won't confess. At the rocky beach a few miles 

away near an old village called Old Village, 

I could smell a woman's perfume half a mile away.

Mid-September

The wind is stirring the autumn leaves today, 

or are the autumn leaves stirring the wind—

perhaps both are subject to a common force,

as if a giant invisible hand were mixing sugar 

into warm milk with a giant invisible spoon. 

And who am I in the midst of this warm milk 

sipping on sweet air and nurtured by blue light 

in the late afternoon? The light will move on 

of course, like these leaves in the wind. 

Fast moving leviathan clouds will roll in, 

or another hour will pass and another and another 

and the house shadow will have crawled away 

like a lazy spider. Or like an old actor in a 

gangster movie dragging out his death scene, 

Cagney with a bullet in his chest. But for now 

the light warms my skin, my children half-grown. 

I can sit in my yard on an afternoon like this, 

home early from work, fuss with the garden 

and watch my new puppy snap at cornflowers, 

watch the bees slurp on okra blooms. 

And though the maple leaves fall when a gust 

forces its way through, they are still green. 

Recently a good friend, after many years of 

devotion to his wife, lost her to someone else—

that’s a pain I felt not long ago. And though I believe

he was less deserving of his loss than I mine, 

his wife, from what he has told me, would disagree. 

Which goes to show that fidelity and devotion 

are no guarantee of marital bliss, and if they aren’t, 

what is? But those open-wound days of mine 

are gone and I’m happy. No one, of course, 

likes to hear that. Hearing others say they’re happy 

is like watching crabs copulate—they do it 

twenty-four hours at a time, one atop the other 

in their cold armor. We can’t believe what 

we’re seeing and it’s boring at the same time. 

But I know this happiness of mine is as fragile 

as a spiderweb, safe as a fat New England turkey 

in mid-November, as secure as the back-hair 

of an Alaskan Malamute hiking some tropical 

South American countryside. Like a feather 

on a Canadian goose flying over that countryside, 

my happiness could molt any moment—

any second! Of this I am happily aware.

Bicycle Ride

We were bicycling along the lane behind Stewart Park in early October and the colors falling all around us, some leaves the color of bright vitamin pills and others so deep 

and rich they remind you of water you've boiled beets in. We were bicycling along 

the lane behind Stewart Park after having stopped for a long while at the edge of the lake 

and dipped our feet in the cold water, she expressing several times how much she'd like to go swimming and how she almost would, that she in fact would if she thought she wouldn't get sick from it—and then the waves from a boat in the lake came and pounded against the little two-foot cliff at our toes. We were bicycling along the lane, slowly wheeling around the golf course, the clouds gray and the leaves bright orange yellow 

and purple and variations of many colors blended and the grass brightly green and the air cool and geese honking overhead—we were bicycling slowly along the lane, she sitting upright on her old fashioned 3-speed Schwinn and I bent over my sleek 10-speed, when she tells me of a dream she had in which she and her friends had done a rather sloppy job of stabbing someone. She didn't know who the victim was, in her dream or now, and in the dream she and her friends were being snooped on by one of her friend's mother 

and the mother's snoopy friends, and the body was beginning to smell in the garbage 

at the end of the driveway. I watch her back as she pedals ahead of me and I wonder 

if I could love her more than I do at this moment, wonder what a love this strong could possibly mean, if it being this strong is an indication that’s it’s a false love, born out of need and not something more pure. Like what, I ask myself. Forgiveness perhaps. Or sincerity. Or a simple humility. And she asks, "So what could the dream mean?" And I say, with the leaves falling around us and the sun going down, muted by the clouds but still spreading long horizontal rays of pink and purple across the western sky—and 

the golf carts heading home after a few rounds and the geese still braying like mules overhead—I say, "I don't know honey—I don't know anything." Well that's what I wish I'd said, but instead I give some cockamainey analysis that the victim is herself, her former self that she and her friends have killed and that the guilt she said she felt in the dream is from the guilt she feels leaving them and moving here to live with me. And she says maybe you feel guilty but I don't, and we're suddenly at the railroad crossing and it's time to cross the highway and go home.

Leonid

It was 4:30 a.m. in mid-November and they were streaking sometimes five, six at a time, and we couldn’t get a view of as much as was offered. It was too cold to lie down for long to see more of it than craning the neck allowed—the sky was too big to take in. They were pieces of rock, the astronomer on the radio had reminded us, from five billion years ago when the solar system was formed. How romantic, was his point. And indeed, to witness their fiery end at this moment was romantic, even if we were so cold we couldn’t stand still and I kept thinking of where we could go to get a better view. Finally we said we’d seen enough of heaven falling toward earth and started our engine. But once we warmed up we couldn’t resist, so we drove up a road next to a large open field, kept the motor going and climbed up on the hood to watch. The sun began to glow behind the eastern hill and when I peed in the road I had to turn my body so the couple a few yards away wouldn’t see me. But the show in the sky continued, burning up sometimes three, four at a time. Sometimes we held hands and soon the ordinariness of it began to settle in. It occurred to me later that that ordinariness was perhaps the first act of the real show: how quickly we could turn our heads and say we’ve seen enough of heaven it’s cold let’s go home to our warm beds. And perhaps it is the obverse of this we were to take home: the spectacular of the ordinary, as the beauty of the normal night sky itself, as Emerson wrote, would seem unfathomable to us if not so common. But the stars had another show in store. Later that day after a nap we lay down and you said that during it you thought of them. We burned up in a relative flash through the medium of our atmosphere and ended with a little explosion of our own that left us like stellar dust still visible, glowing like live embers for several restful, stunned seconds.

Dollhouse

The dark has fallen and the windows yield no view or a dim one through the reflection 

of the room a standing lamp in the corner bookcases white walls a Milton Avery on the opposite wall an iridescent chartreuse glass globe hanging just a few inches from the glass a paper white crane hanging in front of the other window this three dimensional scene flattened against the windows into two like a paper doll house picked up and sat on by some bully of a big brother the bully here is night and we are stick figures sitting on our miniature sofa with height and length and little moving chests and fingers that reach out and scratch the little itches on our thighs or ears or on the backs of our necks where a tiny piece of skin dies flakes off and forms an infinitesimal irritation that sends a message to our brain that a scrape from a fingernail could satisfy our deepest desires.

I'm Easing

back into the practice of writing--

the squirrels don't have this problem, 

scrambling away day after day.

My stomach has a slight pain in it--

there's a coleus in front of me, the bougainvillea

hanging purple a few feet away. The neighbor 

has started up a chainsaw and crickets 

don't blink an eye—go right on chirping, 

an airplane buzzing overhead. There's a playhouse,

red with white trimming, in the corner of 

this dark, shaded lawn. A squirrel 

runs up the tree behind it. Yes, I'm easing 

back into my craft after a year's hiatus, 

getting the rhythms down, gauging my skills, 

wondering if I should try, as Phillip Glass 

on the radio recently said of his own work, 

to not sound like myself—to go against 

the grain of the voice I have adopted 

over the years—a "paradigm shift,” 

the interviewer, his cousin Ira Glass, 

called it. "How do you feel," asks Ira, 

"about achieving only two or three paradigm shifts 

in thirty years?" "Well," Phillip responds, 

"it's very difficult, not just in art 

but in life—we all live in ways that make it 

hard to break out of our habitual ways 

of seeing and behaving." I'm in a dispute 

at the moment with my ex over some relatively

trivial childcare expense. Oh, it's not 

a chainsaw but a leaf blower. This guy 

apparently thinks it's important to blow 

the few stray leaves from his driveway 

with a machine as loud as a chainsaw.

For some reason I want to picture him blowing 

leaves with a chainsaw, then pointing his 

leaf blower at the trunks of his trees. Die 

you sucker, I can hear him scream. No harm done, 

right? Leaves still in their proper places, 

trees upright and thriving, the machines 

employed, having burned their allotted gasoline 

and oil. Now all we have to do is convince 

the guy that what he's done was worthwhile. 

Metaphor

There's no degrees she said meaning it's damn cold outside cars sliding around like skaters at the rink the new couple downstairs playing music loud and the clock ticking and ticking which makes me think about the passing of time and no one knowing when the sun will burn out I'm waiting I'm waiting I'm waiting for my internet connection while across the street there's a chimney letting out its smoke from the roof and the smoke is going right into the pink of the sunset smoke on sunset and the ticking is still ticking and the sun's still burning and burning out and will be well they do know approximately for five more billion years and that's how old it is did you know that and it's got five more billion to go which means the old geezer is middle-aged just like me about halfway there so to speak though in the sun's case the distance metaphor ain’t no metaphor since in space time is distance and hell I'm in space too and there ain’t no so-to-speak to it so that old geezer and I are in the same boat and that my friend is a metaphor.

Bells

Bells ring out across town

and the bed shakes, a small

jiggle and your mother’s 

alive again. The quilt she

left for you has faded but

like a matador’s cape flies

up and dances in the middle of the room.

You are the one we want, 

the matador says, and 

slides his tool ever so gently

inside you, into your heart,

and the drops of blood fall

like a mallet on a bell.

It rings and rings, someone 

screams, and upstairs the piano

spills its music on our heads.

The Monk and the Dead Horse

We're walking home and she says

“see the monk?” and I say “what?”

She says “I said ‘see the monk?’ I caught

a glimpse of a monk but he's 

not here now” and I say “a what?”

and she says “a monk! I thought I saw

a monk can't you hear jeez telling

you something’s like beating a 

dead horse see there he is mowing 

the lawn he must be the only 

monk in the world mowing a lawn.”

Crab Cakes and Corn

We had work to do yesterday but it got up into the 80s so we headed over to the lake with our bagged picnic lunch: crab cakes from the fish guy that drives down from Boston once a week and corn from who knows where, it being April and all. In the 80s in late April— glorious! But it was the kind of day that makes you worry in your pleasure. I know you’re not supposed to look a gift horse in the mouth, but if the horse were from Chernobyl? I mean, global warming feels like a good thing when you live in a town that bites your ass with frost ten months of the year, but the phrase sounds too much like global warning for comfort. I was bending over the sink today brushing my teeth, and my nose starts bleeding for no apparent reason—I’m always tired and my eyes are often red and itchy. To make myself feel better I like to roll a ball point pen across this paper my girlfriend bought me, a tablet of newsprint that goes wider than most, and the paper resembles the kind in those big chief tablets we used to get in grade school, with that rough recycled feel that makes it a pleasure to roll the pen across—I would say “glide,” which might convey the feeling more poetically, but “roll” has the virtue of being literally accurate. But rolling the pen’s ball across this paper is not as pleasurable as rolling it across the surface of an eraser or a rubber ball—a pleasure by the way I heard referred to by a New Yorker essayist as having never before been mentioned in print (well, here it is a second time)—but it’s hard to find those materials—erasers or rubber balls—in as wide a form as this paper, so this paper does the trick for now. It’s the kind of pleasure that reminds me of bicycling. I sometimes think the bicycle must be the one modern gift from God, practically proof of His existence, given as recompense I suppose for the submachine gun, howitzers, tear gas, napalm, and of course herpes. I mean, the way you can propel along quietly on a street with the slightest effort and gaze around you at the pretty little houses while a breeze tickles your eyelashes and cools the back of your neck. Imagine yourself injured in the thigh or ankle or foot, severe enough to disable you for a while and then you get better and go out bicycling on a beautiful spring day. Be prepared,  the pleasure may stun you. And because your injury keeps it from being an effortless exertion, you won’t take it for granted. That’s what happens sometimes when you come close to losing something. I’m often choking myself on Spanish peanuts, not intentionally of course, but I’ll come away from the experience, which sometimes lasts as long as several seconds, with a new appreciation for breath and life. I would say try it sometime, but of course that’s a silly suggestion.

Art Theory

At the rehearsal dinner last night the groom passed out bottles of champagne with typed notes attached to them saying happy and thanking things—the parents of the groom 

sang get him to the church on time and the peach cobbler was delicious. The dinner 

was down by the lake and the breeze blew all the peonies on the tables for two hours before the guests arrived. The peonies came from the garden of the bride’s stepmother, who pointed out to us you can’t buy peonies at the florist. The guests arrived and the few children attending danced around the tables like seagulls. There were real seagulls too—the brain of an artist is like a seagull. I saw a tee shirt today with a picture of a gun on the front of it and above it the words 'kill all artists.' It was a pretty good replica of a gun—an artist must've done it. As I write I'm sitting in a café in an art school in mid-town Manhattan. The people here look at each other between sips of coffee or tea—I get 

the feeling we're all models for each other. In the hallways of this building are rows 

of busts, heads and heads and more heads, and there are portraits of former school presidents and founders and such, and other pieces of sculpture. Ben Franklin's down 

in the basement next to a woman with perky breasts and a big butt. Interesting cheekbones are everywhere in these halls, and stringy hair and pants with impossible stains on them. We're all interesting and important even if we don't mean to be. To be 

or not to be an artist, that's the question that's floating in today's air in mid-town Manhattan. People keep telling me I look like Van Gogh—I'll have to start carrying around little plastic ears to pass out.

Read This Poem from the Bottom Up

look at this view ain’t it gorgeous!

my age though I’m exhausted O my

strong legs like good poetry lordy at

               3 hours I used to do it easily with my

    literary reference) last summer in about  

                          I walked a 1500 ft. one (mountain not 

         in case it passed you by) by the way

    Mont Blanc (that’s a literary reference

have you been running stairs or climbing

have you been puffing your lungs inside out

      reaching the good views are you in shape

down or downside up rather and here we’re

                      how I’ve talked you into reading upside 

  knows I’m poetic a real creative dude look at

       repetition is a poetic element and lord

           about it and I already said that oh well

nonetheless reading about it and I’m writing

         doing it wouldn’t you and here you are 

     can’t quite climb out of), I’d still rather be 

poem, though there’s a deep irony there I 

                   that is (that I’m writing at all not this

     writing about it, though as impressive as

were and ain’t it a miracle here I am

       which makes me think of what we once

 image more like a chimpanzee of course

climbing this tree that’s a funny

              climbing to victory I’m an elephant

       Polo marching up mountains with elephants

hands rising like Ghenghis Kan or Marco

  thinner higher limbs over foot over

    describe the power of small limbs sagging 

want to get all serious hand over hand 

        young there’s that phrase again it makes me

    you when you were young O when you were 

     bet lots of children do it even maybe

  writing climbing poems is original anyway I 

was young so there you go who says

               in ‘74 when I was young O when I

          cleverer in the shape of a mountain back

   I wrote a poem like this but even

       from some poet named oh who cares

       young, but I stole this schtick 

                like we climb stairs or trees when we’re

the way I’m asking you to read 

    perhaps you think I’m clever

Experience

I’m lying in bed thinking how

we hang our experiences

on our walls like art. Then another 

thought floats in the air 

in front of my nose.

I imagine it will settle under the bed, 

where I will later vacuum it.

But it lands on my cheek instead,

a small feather. I take it in my hand

and see a strange language on it, 

tiny words resembling vines 

climbing a wall or earthworms

wriggling in a cup. I squint my eyes

and read, “Do you suspect mice 

are building nests in your hair? 

Do you wake some mornings 

to find your toes on fire with despair? 

Our operator is standing by. 

She is mute. While your 

voice on the phone drones on, 

she will tap dance to honor 

the dybbuks in your shoes.” 

For You 

Like cottonwood seeds blowing 

from trees on long afternoons in late 

spring, my thoughts scatter.

There’s a buzz in this room 

and an itch in my navel. How is 

a man to write about the moon 

and loss, regeneration and love, 

when there are moths and mites 

to worry about—and the newspapers! 

They gather like dust! Like hair! 

Like flakes of skin! 

Catharsis

In Roberto Rosellini’s Open City, nazis take our captured hero, 

the resistance fighter Giorgio Manfredi, into a little backroom parlor 

and pull out his fingernails with a pair of pliers. I can sense the steel

on his nails, hugging them one by one like a mother hugs her children, say 

at the bus stop at the end of the day, clasping the little torsos to pluck them 

back home. At some point a blowtorch is lit and our hero succumbs.

The classical philologist Robert Sullivan argues that modern translators 

of Aristotle’s Poetics have over-emphasized the physical denotation of the Greek catharsis, and that considering the discussions of pity and fear

in the Rhetoric, he must have meant “to instruct” or “to clarify and teach,” 

rather than merely “to purge.” Thus Aristotle is saying, Sullivan argues, 

that the pity and fear that great art evokes are above all instructive, 

that catharsis is a cognitive process and not the amoral physical or psychic response 

we assume it to be in our modern, Freudian aesthetic. And therefore, for art 

to effect a true catharsis a character’s misfortune must occur in a moral context. 

Manfredi’s pain is clearly in a moral context. But perhaps Aristotle presumed 

that pain represented in tragedies has this effect on the audience because 

it does so on real-life sufferers. If so, is it possible the Romantic perspective, 

with its emphasis on the individual’s moral and perceptual freedom, 

is just as valid? That there’s a lesson inherent in pain—that an individual’s 

suffering is always already a moral act? If not, where does pain go 

when we can no longer remember it, when time passes and we can’t sense 

its existential effects, when we’ve forgotten how it focused the universe for a brief moment on one locus of being? The cornea scratched with every blink of the eye; 

the pancreas that swells and demands to be rocked; 

charred skin that must be scraped away in spite of the screaming; 

the burning itch in the arm that’s been sawed off. 

Could it be that when it goes, pain is stored somewhere in the brain, 

perhaps in some moral chamber? Aristotle had little use for the brain

in his philosophy, considering it, as the Egyptians did, a useless lump of tissue. 

He believed the center of emotion and thought rested in the heart, which means 

for him there is something like cognition in the body. Accordingly, he knew, 

in his classical thinking, that who we are is what we do in response to what is 

done to us, as opposed to what we feel, as we believe in our psychologized 

perception of the world. The Romantic Nietzsche, for instance, might call 

painful experiences Dionysian events, glimpses into the horrors of individual 

existence usually denied in our Apolline culture. But can pain really be 

its own moral context? Or do I just want it to be because I’m in love 

with the self? Manfredi’s scene put me in mind of an experience 

I had years ago in a hospital, a young man who’d been pulled from a wrecked car

belly-up on the asphalt like a floating, half-dead fish. Four abdominal surgeries later, 

I was NPO, nothing by mouth, a tube feeding my stomach directly. 

When I began eating again, doctors took the tube out and the hole it left 

in my belly began to close, then something went awry—an intestinal block or infection, 

I can’t remember—and they wanted a new view of things with their long-tubed scope, 

and as luck would have it they had a ready-made entry, with some adjustments that is. 

So the doctor lay me out on the steel table, my gown opened, and opened 

next to my head a pouch of steel rods on each end of which was a steel ball 

a few millimeters larger than the one next to it. He began with the smallest ball, 

working it in and out of the wound. He appeared to be rushing. 

We don’t need any deadener, do we, he said. He reached again and again 

for the tool with the slightly larger head, my hips high in the air, my penis 

like a slug flopped against my thigh. Jung might say my pain was an archetypal experience, that I was seeking wholeness of self when I climbed into that car 

with my drunken friend driver. And that the four surgeries were modern, ritually dramatized processes of individuation—little Catholic masses for the contemporary materialist. And that perhaps I needed to ‘eat’ that surgical tube to transmute 

myself into a whole person, a self-enhanced being. Then there’s Buddha, 

arguing that pain may be inevitable, but not suffering. Not that mindfulness 

can rid us of suffering, but that being aware creates a state of mind in which you see 

your pain from a distance, you having dropped into ‘unknowing’ and the pain 

having stayed where it was. My daughter broke her ankle playing soccer the other day. 

Snapped the tibia at its base, a quick lesson in pain. I wanted to take it on for her. 

We’d get along fine, old familiar friends, pain and I. I’d be mindful of it, embrace it. 

I would use it to meditate on emptiness. Then again that would rob her of pain’s pleasure, 

the satisfaction of parting the self from self, of the screaming and the letting go.

The Human Story

I dreamed last night I was ordered 

to concoct a brew to boost the immune system 

of everyone in the world. Sunlight peaks 

through the bottom of the shades this morning.

Looks like a nice day. A windy fall day.

The leaves are thick on the ground—

we push our feet through them these days 

as if ankle-deep in water, say,

at the seashore, or in a mildly flooded area,

where the surfeit ceased before lifting

cars and taking them for a ride, as a god 

would who was also a 6-year-old boy—

willing his playfulness onto the world,

maybe a house floating down the street

beside the cars. All the things a boy

would want to do with his god-powers.

The wind has picked up now and is 

blowing hard. There won’t be many leaves

on the branches soon. Winter will 

instruct us in the art of austerity and 

sunlight will slant its way down acutely.

We’ll all be wearing hats, gloves, and hoods, 

and snow will hush the streets.
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