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Your Face  
   

I have such an urge toward  
blindness––the ease of Braille,  
only the bumps to read from.  

I know as a cause this sucks.  
I know it isn't halfway  
there to meaningful.  

But you haven't been in front  
of the fire, no amount of heat  
to keep you warm.  

I have such an urge toward blindness--  
when the light is too bright to see,  
and the world burns to negative.  



I have such an urge to twist  
the heavy weight of this world  
into the shapes I want.  

Your face,  
immortality,  
the bare hands of our love.  

The first step of the twelve  
steps of the living--  
I am helpless.  

I do not want  
to see the face, the pale  
skin of the rejecting.  

Come along with me,  
I am Tiresius,  
I see what I know.  

What I know is,  
your happy life––  
how it rubs out my eyes.  

And how I am grateful  
for the darkness,  
for it is my own.  

It is what I have  
made from my  
foolishness and greed.  

It is my own and I sing it,  
a firesong from  
my long dark throat.  
   

 

How My Mind is Like a Car  
   

Dirty.  And filled with old music.  
Stuff to be returned in the back  
and way in the back, stuff for  
emergencies––times I can't stop,  



times I'm burning up,  
times I am wounded.  
And maps--big books  
of small places with names  
I should remember  
and ones I can't forget.  
With a missing lighter,  
so I can't light anything up.  
With mirrors so I can  
see how bad it is.  
And tiny lights in the dark  
to tell me whether I have enough  
to go on and whether  
I am slow or fast  
and how many revolutions  
per minute I am making  
which is occasionally useful.  
And a slot for slipping  
a mood on for size.  
And a trash bag that  
keeps being filled  
but never emptied––  
how the garbage peeks  
over the top to remind  
me I waste alot of what  
I use.  And down on  
the bottom, all the debris  
I have collected accidentally,  
bits and sticks and pebbles  
from the places where I've been.  
And things beside to keep  
me busy at the stoplights,  
to keep me from thinking  
about where I'm going  
and how I'm going there.  
And rags in a small compartment  
when it gets too foggy to see.  
And a steering wheel for obvious reasons.  
And my favorite––reverse, so I can get  
the hell out of there.  And junk,  
I forgot to talk about the junk.  
Plastic, glitter, useless pieces of  
lost Gestalts.  And a computer––  
like a minute factory, humming  
a sound too high for me to hear.  
But as my father used to say,  



about ugly cars, it gets  
me there and back. 

 

 
Don't Stop  
   

We've heard the traveler  
stops by any window in the dusk  
that welcomes him  
with a young, bright candle.  
That a maid bends,  
her cheek, awash with promise.  
That the top of a Dutch  
door sends its scents  
of lamb and flageolets  
into the roadway.  
That the innkeeper, jolly  
in white, a towel  
tucked in the strap  
girding his fine wide belly  
stands, framed as a father  
on the living room wall.  
All waiting for the weary one.  
Every dream of comfort to be met––  
the claret brought to temperature,  
the bread hot with its sharp crust.  

Trust!  
The road is stony  
and the road is long.  
The bats fly up at seven,  
to darken the night's black eye.  
The stars needle the soul.  
The innkeeper drinks the wine,  
beats his servant.  
No one keeps the fire.  

The candle flame flicks out.  
The maid in the window  
will cut out your heart  
with a kitchen knife.  
The innkeeper poisons the food.  
The night holds no precious inn.  



Every warmth is a dream,  
every kindess a barter.  

Don't stop for any sign.  
Don't fall prey to rest.  
Take up your journey  
with resolution or  
the road may be your end.  
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