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Things Will Calm Down If You Let Them 

                                               Libra, Aug. 13, 1999  

How I keep missing shooting stars . . . !  
On clear nights, I fall asleep, open my eyes 
to greet wishes streaking across the blank,  

black canvas window yields,  
except with morning I wake & can't 
remember if I saw them or I dreamt.  

                                *** 

Other nights I stand sock-footed in the street,  
shivering into August— it spits at me 
with rain (gray heavens cede nothing,  

no promises, & silence). I try to make 
my own meteorites: taillights from 
tractor trailers descending highway 

at the valley's edge. They burn 
like cigarette butts flicked across 
the galaxy, also without promises.  

                                *** 



It's clear tonight, & embers will collapse 
through the hollow like bottle rockets.  
I have no use for calm. Yet as I say it,  

Perseus laughs droplets of blood from 
the gorgon's head. Rest, he tells me,  
come breathe deeply, sleep, & turn to stone. 

 
 

 

Note To A Poet Afraid Of Her Own Voice  

 
Sorry I couldn't stay for your reading.  
I've already slipped back into the null-focus 
of writer gray & waiting. Still, I can 
picture it in my head, see you doing well,  
see you not believing you're doing well & 
see you smiling dormant as everyone 
tells you how well you did (stop me if I'm being 
redundant). Anyway, we do what we can.  

Infinity is an 8 turned on its side; a magic 
eight-ball: Signs point to strong, charismatic 
presence. No one else noticed, I'm sure 
you'll appreciate: a pink scarf, a classic sign,  
a crutch (imposing orange roses in the flowers 
of voice). & fuck me, I'm exhausted.  
That might give you hope. Irony, for some 
reason: Appalachian brushing things aside.  

As usual, this poem began with three or four 
lines but transcended itself. Butterfly or 
moth, I can't tell. It's more of the dizziness,  
the as-a-matter-of-fact crumbling slowly 
from chrysalis into dust. Chuang Tzu might 
know, but he's dreaming again. Besides,  
the concentric circles of my thoughts have 
swallowed themselves. I think I'll rest for a while.  

Sartre said you get the nausea when you realize 
how close you are to nothingness. I disagree.  
I think it comes when you look around & 



find yourself there already. But I often argue 
with Sartre— for a moment or two, unnerved by 
the whole experience. He's like a drinking buddy 
who only speaks French & then swears a lot 
because no one understands him.  
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