Moving The Dark God’s Hand

Alone over breakfast at the Catalyst, 

rain leaks from the sky-lit roof. I look up 

from beaten wooden table to the underside 

of a boat, bottom painted green, floating in the air. 

Above, a huge gray elephant head looks out 

through a forest of fern filling this old rock & roll venue—

presided over by the Jesus statue lit with pink halo, 

holding an electric guitar. Sometimes a haven, 

however imperfect, is all you need. Reading

how Hindus don’t seem flushed with guilt—

no dark concept of original sin, a fall—

think how lucky! But turning the page, 

there is the other side: so little passion

for making the world other than it is. 

A conundrum: to be at peace anywhere, 

or push like hell to make a heaven.

In the background, The Byrds sing:

    To everything—turn, turn, turn—

    there is a season—turn, turn, turn—

    and a time for every purpose under heaven. 

At the wooden bar next to me, a huge brass hand, 

fingers splayed upward, a challenge implied: 

to grasp, to wrestle. I know 

there is no winning this game, but it is sweet agony 

to try—to move the dark god’s hand, to drink him 

under the table, to be the one left standing, 

the one still madly in love. 

Sake & Satori

The debate went thus: what difference between the two?
said the street-minstrel to the monk meditating

beside him at the sushi bar: 

clear liquid or clear mind?

The latter, said the monk, wet enough to blend 

the world’s rough edges even after the cup is empty, 

the language spoken at the border between need and enough,

cooling the sun’s fire-branded desire beneath the ribcage, 

burnt & smoked as the djarum-butt surrendered 

on the sidewalk, crushed by the worn boot 

of every meditating cowgirl or boy 

climbing back into life like an old beaten Ford truck 

meandering down Main Street towards the dusty horizon, 

receding further mile after mile till it disappears 

entirely—along with the driver.

I’ve a truer story, 

mumbled the minstrel, thumbing his strings,

a blues of lonely mailmen in blue shorts, 

carrying love letters up and down the streets 

of Bohemian suburbs, nostalgic for Woodstock 

and Watergate’s clarity, that manifesto of revolution 

swirling round the veins like an altered states of America,

but ending, surreally, in baby-boomer bands

of gray-haired men and women astride

tiny scooters revving at the stop sign

like a Harley-biker retirement club—

it doesn’t get any sadder than this, he says, 

lifting his sake glass for another round. 

While the monk, eyeing his spent cup, 

whistles that same tune all the way home

—half empty half full—

as though desire were a failed revolution 

still thundering in the mouth as the last 

great song on the face of the earth.

Naked

My brother and I sit in the shadow 

of curved granite walls tall as a two-story house, 

the huge chamber open to sky, Cherry Creek rushing 

over the highest lip down into a calamity of rock, 

then pooling quiet & cold in this palace of stone.

We rest languid in the shade, naked after a swim, 

sheltering from sun that has baked us all day 

roaming the endless turn & fall of river 

through descending cliffs. 

We are alone 

in our wilderness of thoughts, the body’s privacy—

until a blue dragonfly whirs into the chamber, 

skirting over water back & forth, lingering 

while we begin, suddenly, to talk of our father, 

gone this past year, how he comes to us still 

in the guise of hummingbirds, dragonflies—

how as sons we stand naked to grief

& love, the heart never finding bottom,

no matter how deep the pool,

how far the fall.
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