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San Diego 
  
1. 
 
Driving north on Interstate 5 
you look to the west, 
to where the ocean sears its magnesium, 
 
and you envision yourself there, 
in the clean evening fire, 
as if, alone in the world, 
 
you had taken to burning 
Rembrandts and Caravaggios, 
or peeling back the skins of Rothkos 
 
to touch the smoldering matter, 
to reveal variations 
on a four-hundred-year-old skull, 
 
opened on one side, 
which holds a nest within: 
old grasses curling like grey matter, 
 
thoughts coming 
and going 
like restless sparrows. 
 
2. 
 
Tonight the city spills 
its golds and purples 
over the placid mass of Mission Bay; 
 



a single palm tree 
bends its silhouette 
under the burden of silence. 
 
And you can’t help standing there 
as if you had something to do with the picture, 
as if tonight the smell 
 
of empty pottery 
would finally turn itself into rainfall, 
and the strong white bones 
 
and the warm tired flesh 
and the ache in the blood 
would come together 
 
in supplication, 
ask for deliverance, 
and fall with the light that remains. 
 
3. 
 
You just let the moon hang there, 
like Keats by the fifth stanza 
of the Nightingale: 
 
It’s not the viewless wings, 
but the unseen flowers. 
And what more is needed? 
 
Is there room for abstraction 
when endless permutations 
of velvet and color are sliding over ankles, 
 
opening themselves into darkness? 
Possibly. But for you the lyric 
comes from friction, breath, need. 
 
The sound, say, of your son’s voice 
praying for good dreams after a nightmare. 
After which you step 
 
out for air 
and a passerby says, 
“Half moon. Should be clear tonight.” 
 
 
 



4. 
 
3am, and the sound 
of blood crying up 
has shaken you from sleep. 
 
Eucalyptus, the protector, 
has fallen and destroyed the fat man’s trailer  
He is alive, ranting. 
 
You gather with neighbors and help 
by pacing stupidly in underwear, 
sharing stories about insurance. 
 
Ants and spiders you can’t see 
break easily under bare feet; 
Somebody’s dream, tamer than your own, 
 
has been realized. 
At dawn you understand: 
How she sleeps there, 
 
quiet and sensual, 
the remains of what she protected 
in pieces beneath her. 
 
 
 
 
Samuel Willoughby 
 



 
Sharon Hudson © 2003 

Sudden Music 
 
Next door the roses flow.  
Blood in the hand that reaches for them flows. 
—Jorie Graham  
 
1. 
 
Look at the generous spread of stars before us, 
the sporadic fire of the past, the larger shadow beyond. 
Look at the throw of juniper burning into nothing, 
 
the chipped bricks, the warped wood, 
the shingles bleached under a heavy moon. 
Listen to the names whispered into pillows, 
 
names we loved or never knew we loved, 
names that dripped from the corners of our lips as we slept. 
Listen in darkness to the sudden music of the lost. 
 
2. 
 
Let memory rise from fire as cedar smoke 
lifting into the weight of winter, 
rubbing the black layer 
 
which separates voice from sound, breath from prayer— 
Cedar smoke distilling upon the senses, blurring the outline 
of the body with the stillness that ensues. 
 
Let it continue: On through the black 
nakedness of branches; on to hover in the valley, 
to thin with the smoke of other memories. 
 



3. 
 
Imagine the snow and its slow work  
of dressing dead orchards. Let go of the stars, 
the larger shadow, the sweet escaping fire. 
 
Lie down and give in to winter.  
Because if memory is anything it is dirty banks of snow  
or rancid ice bleeding into water. 
 
So lie down, go gently, open your fists, 
let small butterflies rise from your palms 
and dissipate into spring. 
 
 
 
 
Samuel Willoughby 
 
Samuel Willoughby's poems have appeared in The Midwest Quarterly, Southwestern 
American Literature, The Raintown Review, The Juniper, Three Candles and elsewhere. 
He lives in New York City. 
 


