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Daniel Brick(June 10,1947)

I was born in the late 1940s which makes me one of the BABY-BOOMERS. But we
could also have been called PEACE-BABIES, because that's why so many of our
parents wanted

to start families - a horrendous war had ended in total victory and the Great
Depression had been replaced by the New Prosperity. My parents, from lower
middle backgrounds, benefited from this prosperity and were truly grateful to
God and Country. But peace did not last. Ultimately, the war-mongers of the
century can always find a reason for violence, and I include our nation, almost
continually fighting a war somewhere, in this criticism. I'm not talking about valid
or invalid reasons for war but rather the brutal FACT OF WAR... I was introduced
to poetry in grade school by several gifted seniors who volunteered to come to
my grade school and recite poetry for us. I still remember I enjoyed them greatly
but some of my peers mocked them. Then, as a junior in high school, I had a
charismatic English teacher, Mr. Kurtz, who not only taught me how to read and
interpret poetry but how to appreciate it. I became a lover of poetry at age 16.



Of A Human Life,
part Four Of Four

Don't call my name vyet,

postpone that summons

as long as possible. Let

the earth begin a new orbit, faster

and reckless. let things wind down

and begin to spiral into each other.

Let my fear reach its apogee

of terror, and then disintegrate

into a mist, a cool mist for a moment

and then nothing holds together, it all
disappears into invisibility. And I am

at peace, even though peace is a chamber
of existence that beats faintly,

until a great metaphysical Hand

attached to no shoulder slips

into our dimension and rescues

the spirit, if not the flesh, of things.

But please reconsider calling my name.

I am not ready to carry the weight

of my life events before a tribunal

that has ordered life and death

since Egypt ruled the East. Don't let

that Power yank me off the stage

of mere living. I promise to live for others.
Grant me another century of achievement.
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WALLACE: A Portrait
For Barb

Wallace, you are ever in the Present Moment,

while we, your companion humans, get lost on

the downward slope of the Past, or that rare uplift
into the Future. But you summon us back

to backyards and back alleys or to a back court

in which you run wide circles around us, as if

you would fence us in. You are always studying ways
you can run freely, your nose raised high to sniff

the air that promises you the Dog-Wealth we will ever
applaud. It is one-third your fleet freedom and
two-thirds your clinging devotion. No matter how far
pump your legs on lawn or sidewalk or dirt road,

you always circle back to walk at our side to places
we both recognize as our stamping ground.

And in-doors you can practice your vocation

to seek sleep whenever the world seems to be sleeping,
and you stretch out and breathe deeply, until sleep
arrives like a punctual friend and covers your memory
with Dog-Delights. I'm sure you dream of barking

other dogs to submission, of striding proudly next to GiGi,
of making the most out of the hours that begin

with a sneeze of excitement, move with quiet dignity
through dog-day afternoons and into your night sleep,
when you are utterly fulfilled and do not have to dream
of happiness. It is all around you. 'Wuf, wuf, ' you bark
the truth, because this is your time to love and cherish.

Daniel Brick



Hafez Visists Baharak Barzin
a Fantasy Poem For Baharak

May the peace of Allah descend upon you.

May you find Khidr's footsteps when you are lost

to lead you back to home and family. May pure water
from Ruknabad cleanse you of gossip and lies.

May the shadows and shine of Shiraz delight you.

May our time together in this quiet garden, sitting

side by side, spirit touching flesh, flesh touching spirit,
blend our deepest thoughts with with our leaping feelings.
I want to carry your kindness forever in my heart,

I want to write poems using your favorite words,

I want to spill images of our joy onto this hand,

this hand that writes the poems, that carries

patience and forgiveness, that waves to you

when you are distant and touches your cheek

when you are near, this hand that knows

how softly poetry lifts things settled in your heart

and shares them with a fragrant morning,

or an abandoned dog, or confused child far from

home. Perhaps as I age into ignorance and decrepitude
you will replace me, that is, you will stand in my park,
recite my meters, gather crowds eager for a recital.
Baharak jan, the old poets Saadi and Attar said the soul
speaks the language of poetry. And angels echo that
language, because the beauty of it ruffles their feathers,
the truth of it launches their singing, and the goodness
of it opens the Gates of Paradise for all who,

in equal measure, toss praise-songs to animals

and humans and angels, and bow before the Throne of Allah

you to poetic heights.

Daniel Brick

. Let my hand guide



Sarah, Lovely And Loving

Sarah, lovely and loving, offered

her hand, a simple hand, nothing

more. If her hand had held flowers,

or money, or food, I would smiling

have grasped it. Instead it was only

her white hand, pulsing with life.

Sarah took the moral high ground,

and left me sloshing in the swamp,

soon to realize the cost of love

to those, like her, who give and give
beyond the needs of the moment
toward some larger goal of kindness,
patience and fulfillment for all.

But she turns back and sees me floundering.
That pure hand is tarnished rescuing me

Daniel Brick



Grasping The Wind

O Wind,

invisible, tactile, fleeting.

how can I grasp you?

You rush over me, beyond me.

Your powers make you one

with the World's original forces.

When all else was formless,

when nothing had a shape

that did not dissolve, when no thing
could say, 'Look at me: I exist!

I fill these contours. I carry this weight.

I occupy these places.' Only silence

and empty places. Everything had fallen
into formlessness, collapsed before

the blank power of nothingness.

Except you, O Wind. Your presence

made smells linger, made rough things
smooth, made branches shiver. Birds
returned to build nests, squirrels stored
their stash, deer walked between trees

in absolute silence. I alone know your
worth, but others are learning to appreciate
your presences, your absences. They bow
to me, because the the Wind is the shape
and sound of Creation, and the Wind is
my friend. It chose me among men.

O Wind, let the Acts of Creation prevail.

Daniel Brick



A Gesture Of Meaning

I uncurl the tight fist of my right hand.

It relaxes. I raise my right arm slowly,
fingers stretched and pointing upward.
Pointing to what? Perhaps a trace of
moonlight or even of starlight

just barely visible. Or perhaps

my hand seeks to grasp a pocket

of air to bring it closer

to earth so it spreads the purity

of the high heavens over our valley

of existence. What am I to believe?

Is believing in something higher and better
the answer to the riddle of our lives?

Or does the answer lie scattered everywhere,
and we must pick up the pieces and assemble
a whole that has never existed before?

Is that what humans are meant to do? Is that
the goal of stretching our grasp and grabbing
whatever we can bring into our ken so that
our brief lives display a redeeming beauty?

Daniel Brick



The Wind And 1

I sought a friendship with the wind.

I felt it already existed in my soul,

but soul-depths kept us far away

from each other. I hoped to attain

a space we could inhabit together, I hoped

for wide open spaces we could wander at will.

How does a mere human being summon something

so vast? I merely stood at the center

of a circle I imagined into being. A gentle

touch made me turn my head to the left: a dry,

brittle bush was there, a moment passed, and

the skeletal bush suddenly soared into green
abundance. It flourished before me. I knew then

what Wordsworth had tried to teach me through verse:
Nature's Soul overspreads time and place. The wind had answered my summons
without hesitation or delay.

Her gestures blessed me and displayed her

welcoming &quot; YES&quot; to our friendship in touch
and truth. Henceforth, we travel the earth as one being.

Daniel Brick



The Six-Day Poetry Crisis

The Event is so rare in the scheme

of Things, it has no name peculiar

to itself. Bureaucracies, so eager

to gobble up revenue for any excuse,

failed to detect this one. No church

or museum or university anticipated it.

No news organization got the scoop.

Their representatives stare at each other

in follow-up sessions, and then they all

talk at once. It's that kind of situation.

When a nervous silence ensues, a dishelved
offical says, &quot;How could we possibly know
dribble-dabblers, these scribblers

without any media clout, these poets

in an Age of Prose and Sense would count

so highly? Could it be a hoax? Of course.&quot;

The alarm had been sounded the year before

when a joint commission of NASA scientists

and Mayo Clinic researchers announced

their findings: &quot;Just as the brain releases
chemicals which flood the individual's conscious-

ness with positive feelings, so the interior work

of poets releases psychic energy beneficial

to humanity and nature.&quot; The spokesperson almost
almst choked, he wiped his brow: &quot;We are as surprised
as you with our, um, unanimous conclusions... But,
there's more. Our calculations indicate a short-fall

of some, ah, forty-five poets to adequately produce
these benefits.&quot; TV coverage showed some of

the specialists laughing, but by Day Three of the crisis,
no one was laughing.

The United States government Impact Paper was leaked
to the confused public. The San Andreas Fault had
widened, Blue Whales suddenly were singing their
symphony in minor key, Monarch butterflies

could not find Mexico. They were trapped,

circlig malls in central Texas, traffic was stalled



for miles, even in small towns, a greasy rain
stained people and buildings across New England,
in southern Minnesota the mighty Mississippi River
was turned into stationary sludge. And Good Will
among people around the globe degenerated into
scorn and threats. People's faces either showed
alarm or absolutely nothing at all.

On the Fourth Day, Robert Bly came out of

his retirement, and at age 90 began a marathon

reading of poems. People crowded into the Landmark

Center in St. Paul for the relief which flowed forth

from his mighty presence as he read his own poems

and his translations of what he called &quot;News of the
Universe.&quot; The listeners sighed in delight at the words of
Neruda and Lorca, Rilke and Ahkmatova, Transtromer

and Levertov permeated the air they breathed.

When Robert Bly read &quot;The Night Abraham Called to the Stars, &quot;
they felt a huge weight lift from their spirits.

He read it a second time and the weight dissolved

into the grace of being. In later days, people said

Robert Bly's reading was the Battle of Thermopylae

in this crisis. When he left the stage on the Fifth Day,

two hundred poets and readers of poetry formed

a line of volunteers to continue the work he began.

On the Seventh Day, the Mississippi River flowed slowly and majestically below
its high banks in the Twin Cities area.

Cool, clear rain cleansed New Enfland, traffic raced the highways once again, and
the Monarchs reached their and began their

annual reign. Pundits began to dissect the crisis

into many unrelated events, and the laughter over poetry

in an age of prose resumed... But in a small town

anywhere or everwhere in the world, a twelve-year old girl completed to her
satisfaction her first ever poem. The opening line read,

&quot;We are beginning to read the message each dawn delivers

to our waking minds: Keep your promises, people of the sweet Earth.&quot;

Daniel Brick



The New Poem

There it is - the New Poem. Read it and

read it again. Make it feel welcome because
730+ poems crowd my collection and recite
theselves in soft voices. The new poem is shy,
its subject is an epiphany of grace, received
when least expected but most urgently needed.

Why is this? Can we comprehend the progress

of an idea which makes a dwelling for itself

within the brain space we call &quot;Mind? &quot; Tendrils,
of the extremest flesh, connect the visible

with the invisible. The mind adjusts the message,

the brain says this in the most decent language.

Daniel Brick
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Timber Tales

The trees are exhausted, all of them:

elms and oaks, poplars and birches,
Russian olive and Nantuckett pine,

orange blossom and eucalyptus.

The list is perhaps endless.

And we haven't yet accounted for
California and the Great Plains,

and mountain tops have trees growing
sideways, or clinging to the edge

of the drop off. These faithful trees

cannot be forgotten. For ages we cannot
measure, trees have climbed hillsides,
reached their summits and rooted
themselves securely. They do not intend

to budge. Oh, they will bend in a storm,
and after the storm, they assume their
uprightness and their leaves glisten

being closer to the sun. We learned

to bend to Fate by observing the cautious
behavior of trees. Better than the philosophers
trying to reduce everything to a word,

I listen respectfully to their propositions,
their arguments which puzzle most people
I internalize and make my own. When I see
night falling on summits distant from me,

I gather my notes and head down, down, down
the hillside. The trees wave goodbye

with their leaves, otherwise stillness reigns.
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&quot;There Are Two Doors... &quot;

There are two doors

that need to be opened.

They must be opened

in a particular order,

and left open. This procedure

must be honored, even when it's

violated. Results will vary,

but act now, because the cold air

you feel in hallways and foyers

will increase and make you sick.

You do not want to face failure.

First, there is the humiliation

of being caught, when you are

so adept at being free. There may be

scars, in any case. That's my second

point. The third point is that all of this
matters greatly: the humiliation, the losses,
the trust betrayed again and again. This is
what happens when you are negligent. Do not
be a loser: Open first the door on the your right....

Daniel Brick



We Can Scarcely Believe

A courtier arrives at your estate, and

demands your two daughters over 18

take the test of the crystal slipper.

You know this story only too well,

and it always ends badly for you.

Your daughter is eloping on his noble black stallion.
His? No, his lordship's. After a brief chase,

he is captured and your Miranda isbrought back

to the court. No one even considers

her feelings, how hard this is for her

to pretend she was abducted, when instead

she surrendered, a dozen times she surrendered

to her rescurer, who is now traduced as

a rapist. When guards dragged him

from the torture chamber, his body limp

and bleeding, in a miraculous moment

his captors drsgged him past her, and

for a second their eyes clasped, and both

saw only love swelling with the truth of

passion. &quot;I saw into your soul, my love,

and it is the mirror of my soul, your

truest thoughts now inhabit both of our souls.&quot;
The guards mocked him, beat him, threw

him in a dank cell. &quot;Oh, my dear soul,

this prison is the latest test of

my capacity to love. I will not fail you.&quot;

And truly it had already been written

in the Book of Fate their love would prevail

and they would be true lovers for decade upon decade.

Daniel Brick



The Witness Of Poetry

This is a verse story from somewhere
in Centeal Europe, in our time.

Wasn't there a promise made
about the Return of Happiness?
Did we not gather in a series

of circular formations for people
to meditate? And then we bonded

in a swirl of frolic and dance,

and so we ratified the promise...

I remember listening to speeches,
then half listening, and finally,

my mind numb, I stopped listening.

I had begun to think for myself.

At first, my early adulthood was
wonderful - being in love and together
building a home. Oh, our joy in Juan,
our first-born, is something I recall

at my peril. Nostalgia sharpens loss,
and Memory is cut to shreds...

Those leaders who promised prosperity
gave us poverty, taxes, conscription.
Their promises of victory, repeated

again and again, became hollow. I have been
a citizen soldier for twenty-seven years.

Our leaders say there have been six wars

in those years. All I remember is fighting

and always pressing forward on the battlefield.

To what end? There is never a clear victory

for us or them. We just keep fighting, killing

and being killed. I woke up in a field hospital

with a bandaged left arm. Volunteers from America
had come to help us survive, to heal our wounds.



A twenty-one year old nurse dressed my wounds,
then she sat by my bedsidefor hours telling

me sweet and wholesome stories about her life.
Her life reeked of privilege and wealth. She simply
did not realize how her life mocked mine.

She will return to her prosperous life

in America, and tell stories to friends

and relatives of saving badly wounded men -
so they can fight another day. But

I am stuck, trapped eye-deep in hell.

I healed slowly but steadily. I returned

to our home, and my wife fussed over me,
displayed an excess of care that came out
of her depths of love. She redeemed me.

I rejoined my family, my neighborhood,

my life stretched before me, and summoned

me to - what else - a long-postponed happiness.

I dream the same dream: I am lying helpless,

in a pool of blood. A hand stretches out.

I grasp it with both of mine, and I am pulled to safety.

Daniel Brick



Under The Autumn Moon: Enter Two Singers In The
Chorus

The red butterfly

flying on the lower hem

of your robe

reminds me Autumn

is a season of sudden flights.

A green thread circles

the red butterfly, and

both move in perfect sync.

Circle and insect are

witnesses to the passing seasons.

Autumn moves in stately

measures toward winter

and the New Year. We are

its fellow travelers.

The butterfly is grounded until Spring.

So there will be no singing

in my life for the next six
months. I will search

in the partial silences

of the world A Redeeming Music.

By Thanksgiving I will return

to our society. By Christmas

I will be teaching the Chorus

new melodies you must learn by heart.

By New Year's Day we will ready to premiere.

Where will I look for these melodies?

Are some lodged in the corridors of

my brain? Are song birds presently

singing them? Can you hear the lone flute?

the solitary guitar? From my dreams... all of them.



Daniel Brick



Aphrodite, Her Theophany On Chios

It was dawn when Aphrodite alone
entered our world. Time and Change
scattered before her august approach.

She stepped forth as from a mirror,
glittering, flashing, she seemed

to float across the marble floor.

A fountain cascaded with its columns

of water made more pure in the Goddess's

presence. She stopped at the edge

of the portico, and looked up

into the vanishing stars. Her eyes
connect the stillness of things above

and below. She stands or moves. It does
not matter which, it is the same poise,
the same serene presence. Her calm,

an ultimate calm, puzzled Creon of
Delos, a poet of the Creation Story.

Her beauty spread beauty everywhere,
and Creon's mind had expected only turmoil.

A silence had descended over the bustle

of a palace morning. Servants bowed

their heads, some fell to their knees.

The old men of the Council had withessed

such a piercing of the fabric of the world.

Oh, some among these graybeards smiled,

they felt no fear, and their worshipful

stance pleased the Goddess. What they saw,

what everyone saw, was a benign presence, gentle,
pure, kind. Aphrodite glided across the floor
mosaic, and people heard the music of Aegean
waves, rolling back and forth. She trailed sweetness
wherever she went. The astonished people smelled
ichor and nectar long after she disappeared into ether.

Daniel Brick



Possible Futures

How much does it matter

that I can square the circle

before the sun sets today?

How much does it matter

that three men we hired

forced the boy to bend

a willow tree, until

its top leaves kissed

the earth, the sacred earth?

How much does it mean

that we danced on the Moon

with no help fromgravity?

How much does it mean

that the novel I saw

whole and complete in a vision

is mine to write? Will the Great Wheel
lurch forward into its iron future?

Or will we simply fall into deep sleep
and dream of a society of sincere hearts?

Daniel Brick



Advice, Before It's Too Late

Go as far as you can.

Stop listening to that

foreign voice within.

It cannot help you

as it did then when

the words chosen were

soothing, and again

and again made you turn

away from anger, withdraw

into quietude, a kind of sleep

for your troubled senses.

To be right, to be righteous

is to be alone when you most
need companionship. Look there!
The thread you need is entangled
in the willow tree. Free it: it is
the thread of Homecoming, taut
like an arrow ready to fly

to the target's center. The word
lodged in my head offers soothing.
It has reached me like the ancient
gift of Victory. You have gone

far enough. It's time to rest.

Daniel Brick



&quot;Creeps In This Petty Pace&quot;

September Tuesday. California burns.
The news is monotonously bad.

Why would you decorate these
diasters with words? They deserve
no poetic halo. It is just extinction

of our perceived asylum in space.

EARTH - Erda - Ishtar - Our Lady - Mother of Us All

k% %

In southern Minnesota a giant tree-root,
half above, half belowground,

unwinds down steep hills, over streams,
through campsites, treasure paths,
broken trails, and clearings with pools
of white light shining on the leaf mold.

Look! There is the moist earth. You're standing
there, not on pavement, not on concrete. Real organic
living earth. There you stand.

Look up. A sky completely empty, only color,
no clouds, not even bird flight. Is it a Zen Moment?
or perhaps a commonplace September event?

Breezes stir rivulets of relief.
The air has never been so pure. It must have

launched with holy abandon.

Daniel Brick



A Poem Inspired By Sarah Feldman

I always assumed I would behave

with just the right measure of pride

and humility. This I will achieve

with Socrates's aplomb and whatever

else pertains to his bright Self.

But the World itself is vexed: we live

broken lives in the crumbling cities

of a rotten society. Will this creative

fire burning within reconcile me to loss

and ruin. Such hopes were strong

in my youth when everyone was an ally,
even a friend, definitely a fellow journeyer.
What concerns me now is the darkening web
over the everyday, which renders everything
and everyone hazy, unfocused, unreal.

How can we find allies, or friends in such

a crowd? How long will we strangers to each other?

Daniel Brick



Visions In The Night

In sleep, I am always

with others. Blessed spirits hover
over my self asleep. They softly

sing music only pure souls hear

as they lie motionless in the currents
of night. Friends appear repeating
their kind daylight gestures, but I -

I feel darkness encroaching...

Soon body and mind will surrender, and

soul and heart will purify what has been

and what is. This is the deepest place:

a Mystery awakes and spreads through all sleepers.

Imagine Homer's asphodel garden in the shadow

of Hades, imagine holding Aeneas's Golden Bough

as you ascend with other souls in a mad rush

into the Light. Imagine Persephone calling

your name, as you stumble in the Dark Lord's realm.

Imagine your delight reaching her mother's wheat and barley fields.

Or imagine any paradise that fulfills your soul.
Does it seem as if the blazing sun is really
Apollo's shining being? Watch as some light
ascends and disappears, while other light

pools around us, bright and cool and refreshing.
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Sleeplessness

In sleep, I am always alone.

No bed is large enough hold

all of my tossings. I awake

again and again, and feel

darkness as a weight.

Even as I push against it,

it presses harder, it takes

my breath. I am scared to see

my exhaled breath dissolving.

Something malign exhausts my reserves.
Or so it seems. Could it be some wounded
part of me exacts this hostility? Only
near dawn do I sink into a vexed sleep
that mocks the repose I long for.

Oh, in what detour of darkness

do my sweet dreams reside?

Daniel Brick



A Scene, With Birds

Afeeder sways

gently in a breeze,

fresh rainwater fills it.
Beside it, a rusty pole is
fixed in the muddy ground.

Overhead a few birds

along their migratory path.
They are tardy travelers,
having postponed departure
for two weeks. They are

cautious birds, not scavengers
like blue jays, not tricksters
like crows. They are necessary
creatures, whose flight sustains
the harmony of sky and land.

I could readily join them, slipping

into flight with ease and coasting

on air currents, far above the dust-
deluged surface. A few of them descend,
and splash in the rainwater...

Then they ascend.

Daniel Brick



A Vision Of Music

In Memoriam:
Horatio Radulescu

Each day makes its way back

silence. And we make a parallel

journey. It is the same imperative

that reaches closure. In silence,

feelings aleep, thoughts withdraw

into depths where they coil themselves
and wait for the moment to ascend.
Meantime, silence fills all available

space, and time keeps strict measures.

I could write a poem but that activity
must also wait its turn. I want to sink.

I want to be embedded in soul's soil,

to be immersed in the incomparable wealth
of primal growth. I am neither hope

nor fear at these depths. Rather I witness
an original unity. I can hear rainwater
part walls of dirt, as it slips downward

to become earth. Such images are

a synesthesia that takes us across the threshold,
and we greet the others, also just arrived.
We behold - nothing. We are the silence.

Daniel Brick



Greensnake, White Snake

(Drawn from ancient Chinese myth)

The Green Snake coils itself
around itself. It is in total
command of the hills that stretch
from here all the way to the sea.

Who really believes sadness

can be assuaged by time passing?
Look for a better explanation.

Look at me, I'm old enough to know
what is real. I have watched scene
after scene of beauty, each one
holding my gaze as the next crowds in.
Shining things make every space

a garden place; shining things

flash and fascinate time upon time.

My heart skips a beat. I am breathless.
Nature is the beautiful background

of our lives. Oh, pull it into the foreground!

The White Snake of the West
sleeps, coiled deeply upon its dreams.

It is in total control of valley upon valley.

Daniel Brick



Eros In Spring

She sits very still

in a grassy plot that will

soon be night, crossed with shadows,
pierced by shafts of piercing moonight.
She sits very still, revolving her thoughts.

I am standing a short distance from her
in a grove of trees with pale green leaves.
There is no breeze. Every leaf is still,
even my breathing is slow and soundless.
Her twilight complxion is more beautiful

than twilight itself. &quot;Turn toward me, &quot;

I plead. &quot;See me. Greet me.&quot; To no avail.
I walk tentatively behind her, and enter

the edge of her grassy plot. Suddenly

I feel like an interloper, and leave quickly.

As I turn away, as I walk away,

her presence weighs on me. I feel motionless

air on my arms and face. I see traces of moonlight
on my clothes, even the silence touches me.

But that girl of spring touches me most deeply.

Why do moon and trees, air and heat, darkness
fading light all acknowledge me, ansd yet

she is silent, self-absorbed, distant even

in nearness? We are sharing this silence.

We are of one mind. It should be a shared spring.

Daniel Brick



Acts Of Kindness

(1)

Kindness is the oldest gesture

in our vocabulary of gestures.

And the sweetest. Did Eve extend

her hand to help Adam to his feet

when he awoke beneath her smiling face?

Did Abraham steady Ishmael's steps

as they trod the rugged path of Mount Horeb?
Did Rachel's glance reassure Jacob of her love
even as he married Leah to satisfy the father's
bias? And what of Noah and his crowded cargo:
How many frightened animals did he calm
during their tumultuous voyage?

And how we are humbled and amazed

in equal measure over God bringing

the sparrow back to life and flight

to reassure Abraham's heart....

(2)

I will not speak of the great deeds.

They will take care of themselves,

God willing. Let me rather celebrate

a small gesture with a long shadow.

You saw me locked out, and fumbling

with keys. In a flash, you opened

the door and admitted me to the place

we both belonged. Then you vanished

into your act of kindness, needing no
thanks for following God's example, and God willing,
I will learn from your example to be so kind.

Daniel Brick



The Third Son And His Consort, Marcella

I was the third son of the aging Count

Rousillon. My two older brothers were

divided and fought over the estate, but

always reconciled. Allies are better than
enemies. Our family estate in the forest

of &quot;Friendly Shadows&quot; was my refuge
from my brothers' greed. I nursed my father's
last years there, and he died a happy and
fulfilled man. I buried him at the spring

called &quot;Pure Waters, &quot; withn sight of
our estate's highest tower.

I eked out an austere but rewarding life.

I treated my peasants fairly. Despite my youth,
they call me &quot;Father, &quot; and the happiness
in their faces brings tears to my eyes.

I allow them to hunt for venison, so their
children will grow healthy and strong.

The local friar Andrew is my bosom friend,

we prepare feasts on Holy Days with hymns
sung in the Church and madrigals and canzone
both sung and danced in the estate park.

I was almost invisible to my brothers

when I found Marcella among my peasants.

She was eighteen, beautiful to my eyes, and

a musician. Our life together has been one long
rehearsal for a concert we will give when

angels and humans and animals are all one Being.
In the meantime, we play our viol duets, and
pause only to listen to the birds' carillon

at nightfall. Last night, Marcella's viol tone

was so pure and transparent I was transported
to the Empyrean. And there she was, ahead of me,
tuning her instrument, ready to create beauty.

Daniel Brick



Joseph Looks Forward

Joseph laughed as he told stories

in his brothers' company, with

all of his Hebrew-Egyptian household

surrounding him. His grandchildren

cheered him as he pretended to bring

an ornery camel to a fresh stream of water.

The adults maintained a respectful silence

in the presence of Egypt's savior. He was

both the Hebrew Patriarch and a Prince of

Egypt. Joseph sat at the center of a series

of concentric circles: his brothers and

their wives and families, his Egyptian relatives

by marriage, friends and servants, all artfully
spread across the space in front of his palace.
Joseph's palace was Pharoah's gift for his years

of loyalty and service. But it was also Pharaoh's
palace. Pharaoh supervised building the largest and
most splendid palace for Joseph, it mocked all other
palaces. It was a sign and warning: a sign of Joseph's
solitary greatness and a warning to others - THIS IS
THE LIMIT OF AMBITION IN EGYPT.

Years of uncertainty and false imprisonment had
humbled Joseph, he was not the master of men
his titles proclaimed, he was still the shepherd boy
who prayed to his God at night, on the hilltops
where the flocks slept, under the burning light

of a multitude of stars. Even in his old age Joseph
was still a Child of God.

As he aged, he grew silent about dreams and prophecies

and the Voice of God in his heart. Beneath the precious

gowns and lavish jewelry, Joseph was simply a Man of Prayer.
Each morning he prayed in his heart, &quot;Lord God, this is
your day dawning. Make me an instrument of your Will&quot;
Each night he prayed, &quot;Lord God, this is Your day

sinking into darkness. Make me an instrument of Your Will.&quot;

The end came quietly during a time of prosperity.



Joseph reclined on a couch with sweet incense swirling

in the air, and soft sounds of female harpists cushioning
thoughts, and peace was as palpable as silence. Joseph
gently stroked the fur of an orange cat nestled in his lap.

He suddenly spoke: &quot; My prophecy is the Good Life in God's
World. My way of life has that which should accompany

old age, as honour, love, obedience, troops of friends.&quot;
He stopped stoking the cat. The cat looked up into his face
and saw the light fall out of his eyes as his body slumped.
And Joseph sleeps in Abraham's bosom...

And GENESIS closes in calm and confidence....

Daniel Brick



Layla And Majnun By Daniel Brick

Dedicated to my Persian Princess,
Baharak Barzin

I have been following traces of Layla and Majnun.

It is a labor of love, like their wanderings

to find an asylum. Hardships began with winds and

rain erasing their footprints everywhere they went.

Some have concluded their story is only words

on paper, which can also be erased. What do you think,
my friend? I know they live in your heart, whether real
or imagined. They prosper there, because your heart,
young, vibrant, full of an excess of love, holds the secret.

I often stop in some green place,

sit in shade or warmth, depending

on the season, and watch the things

they watched. At this moment, I see

flowers bending in the direction

they took. The lovers and the flowers

both follow the sun. As it begins to set,
Layla and Majun blend into the darkness.
The flowers toss their aromas into the night-
scape. Layla breathes deeply the scented air,
and Majun swells with pride as he senses
her presence in the purple scent. Are they
really together in this tender night?

I do not know: the darkness heroically
protects them, the night has absorbed them.

Where is Majun in the wide expanse

of the morning? He has found a forest
clearing. He has braced himself against
tree bark, and waits for her arrival.
This is how Majun lives each day and
every night. He is perpetually hopeful.
He cannot accept any help. Any help
would diminish his passion, and he lives
only for his passion and Layla. I see

his emaciated body, I see the longing



in his eyes, and I pray for him. He is
suffering in his inner and outer selves.

In the bright light of mid morning,

I see Layla standing on the cliff's edge.

She looks into a sky filled with tumbling
clouds. When I look again, she is sitting

on a cloud throne, and her subjects cluster
below her. They love her, her beauty and poise
remind them of a rising sun. But Layla sees
only Majun on a stage of her imagination.

He sings to her, he dances for her, he recites
poems he wrote to her. I am convinced

they are together during his performance.
Then, the bitter truth assails me:

it is @ mirage, I was deceived by hope.

The next morning I awake in the summer palace

of my friend, a minor nobleman. When I speak

of my sightings of Layla and Majnun, the courtiers
laugh: they assume I am joking. Then they leave
my presence to pursue the games of courtiers.

Oh, love, where have you fled? Is there not

room in this mortal world for an immortal romance?
Is there a secret truth about Layla and Majun?

I will be the guardian of their passion.

Daniel Brick



What Lovers Know

Distance is not a reality to those

who love. It is so easy for them

to conquer space: they merely

occupy it, look around and measure

the steps to reach the next place,

a place to rest or a place to launch

into space. This is how all humans

move from place to place, but lovers

can leap over the fabric of reality,

and land in some pleasant private place:

an island in a rushing stream, a peninsula
connecting a green island to the dusty
mainland, a nest made of promises and praise.
There's no need to race: The love is always present.

Daniel Brick



What They Say

They say a woman's hair

is her crowning glory, and

I half believed it, until

I became aware of the curve

your mouth, when you are near me.

They say a woman should surrender
to a man's superior thinking.

I laughed that they could not

grasp her fierce wit.

They say a woman's voice peaks

and declines rapidly. No, it is

the hearing of men which declines.
They stop listening to her intently,

and fail to appreciate her special charm.

They say composers contend to write

music that fits her voice. But I know

as one who stood in the shadows

as she sang, everything we heard was pure sound.

Daniel Brick



A Night Journey

A Poem for the Two of Us

I went in search of LUCK today.

I looked first in my apartment.

I even moved furniture to look closely

in out-of-the-way places it might be hiding.
Nothing. So I went outside, and walked over
the soft grass, intensely green from rain.

A row of trees and bushes stretched

into the thickening darkness, and

and the night-purple sky spread overhead
like a richly colored Persian carpet.

I saw two people, young and clearly

happy in each other's company. They sat

very close, and their silence was

the eloquence of true love. &quot;Hey, guys, &quot;
my voice invaded their silence. &quot;Have you
seen any trace of LUCK nearby? &quot; They looked
puzzled, but the girl said, &quot; Why do we need
luck when we have each other? &quot; I hope

she saw my smile, as I withdrew...

I walked along a darkening path, a tree
swelled out of the shadows, and on a long
branch sat a dozen finches. Two had already
buried their heads in sleep, others ruffled
and combed their feathers. The sight of their
calm made me abandon my search for LUCK.
I saw an elderly couple walking slowly

side by side. They did not see me:

they were looking into each other's faces,

no doubt searching for secrets they alone shared.
I left them in their private peace...

The air was stillheavy with the day's
extreme heat. Had not all the creatures
already surrendered to sleep? Animals and
people alike were now prepared to dream



their passage into morning. Before I can

join them I must bring closure to my search
for LUCK. Perhaps LUCK is not a thing we can
hold, even mold into what we think we need.
LUCK is rather a mood that friendship creates
and sustains. It is not an event, it is

a series of actions that promote joy and hope.

Daniel Brick



April

No surge of Spring

has loosened Winter's grip

on April. The cold air

mocks this month which should

host the beginning of Summer's

lease. Instead cold rain falls

and confines us indoor and

confounds our dream of Summer.own
What dream-action must we complete
to release Summer from Winter's
bloated grip? Is it a common magic,
lawful as eating, we must summon,

or must we sue dark powers for more help?
There may be a vibrant reality
beneath us, with its own resources,

its own promises, its silence and deep
wells of reflection. When will this inner
reality burst into our surface lives?

Daniel Brick



A Response To Kihachi Okamoto's Sword Of Doom
(1965)

(1I)
The samurai, Ryunosuke, speaks:

There are so many ghosts my sword has
given to death's kingdom. They gather
around me, shove their bloody faces
into my face. But I have left fear

far behind me, sometimes I see fear
leering at me. I growl and send it
packing! Then I drown myself in sake,
and fall into a troubled sleep. I wake,

I shudder, I grab my sword and hold it
against my heart. One beats, the other
is still. That is the nature of things.

You cannot change this reality. Can you?

A Buddhist monk confronted me. People

were watching. I would not be held up

to ridicule. I sent him packing,

and the others. Later I found the monk.

He expected to be killed. His eyes closed

to the flowers of spring, he braced himself

for the death-blow. Instead I dropped coins

at his feet, and walked slowly away. I want
people to be confused. I want them to feel

no one can understand me. I want them to stay
away from me... If they knew how I live

while others die, they would be compassionate.

But I will not allow their compassion,

I turn my back on them. I join in no games,
pretend I cannot hear theirs greetings,
sleep alone, night after night, and

drink sake until I pass out. Then

I cross paths, in my dreams, with men

who are from another dangerous clan.



Or I am enveloped in a swirl of women -
their perfume, their silk kimonas,

their laughter, their promise of

pleasure. I push them away, I go away.
This life has become tedious, is it worth it?

My sword, my soul, is all that matters. That IS life.

Daniel Brick



A Response To Kihachi Okamoto's Sword Of
Doom(1965)

(I
The samurai, Ryunosuke, speaks:

What if I do not complete it?

My mission, my duty, my swan-song...
What if I command the field, but

still fail? Some will live after me.

They will claim to have defeated me,
and left no trace behind. Who will
avenge me and dispel their lies?

Will it matter to me in the darkness

of death's kingdom? I cannot win

this match? I will win this match!

The old man I killed on the mountain,

I sent him to the merciful Amida Buddha.
He should thank me from the grave

for releasing him from life's sorrows.

I keep winning, there is a pile of bodies
without souls. Let them mourn in peace.

I fight their souls. They cluster around me,
and die under my sword like dogs. I neither
laugh at them, nor pray for them. This is
my business. It is my art, my religion,

my life's purpose: How I long for the peace of the grave.

Daniel Brick



In The Light Of Day

24 June 2020

A bird feeder sways
gently in a wind

only half-born. Beside it,
an iron pole is fixed
securely in muddy soil.

Overhead a few birds fly
along the migratory path.
They are tardy travelers
having postponed departure
for three weeks. They are

serious birds, no scavegers

like bluejays, no tricksters

like crows. Just stalwart

birds of all types, whose flight

maintains the Harmony of Land and Sky.

I would readily join them

in miles and miles of flight.

We, whose flight in the light

of day, will maintain the Harmony

of the Land and the Sky for all creatures.

Daniel Brick



The Holy Mountain

My Holy Mountain rises imperceptibly

Onn your path. You do not realise

you have already climbed half-way

to its summit. When you open your

spiritual eyes, you will see light

shining on trees and grass, rocks and

water with a brilliance that will calm

your heart, like the sight of people

who know the path you tread without effort.
Are you tired? No. Are you lost? No.

Do you feel a strength rising from the base

of your being, filling every empty place

within? Yes. Then welcome to my Holy Mountain.
You have entered its precincts, which stretch
further than even your spiritual eyes can grasp.
I AM WHO I AM... I exist.

Feel my presence - in the sweet air

you breathe, in the sunlight pouring over
you like precious oil, and in the distant
blue haze in which I dwell. You have
reached the summit, Daniel. I am there
as you are there. Birds frolic and sing
between Heaven and Earth. Now, what
will you do with sacred moment?

Daniel Brick



At The End Of The War - November,1918

Smoke from the fire-fight still swirled

around us, as we carried the Captain

to the shelter of a huge oak, gashed

by bullets and bayonets. We braced

hus body against the bark. His breath

labored, his face wrenched with pain,

we knew what he too must have known:

he did not have long to live. Jake and I,

who knew him from the first year

of fighting, sat close to him, the others

milled around or leaned into the oak.

The Captain tried to speak, but words

failed him. They also failed us soldiers.

What do you say to man dying inch by inch?

Would the Germans attack again before he had

the chance to die in peace? Would we mourners
have to be fighters again, and abandon him?

But the Captain rallied, and greeted each man

by name. The whole scene was like an unspoken
prayer. An hour passed, he was fading from us.

He drifted into delirium. He addressed us

as children, what peacetime ritual unfolded here?

I leaned closer to him and he spoke to the air,

and named perhaps a chldhood friend, &quot;Sam, you know
it is the sweetness of life I'm losing, I'll never

hear PARSIFAL again... &quot; His voice was twisted
into silence. He seemed to sleep, but I think

he was awake but turned deeply inward. The pain
disfigured his face, so I told the medic to give him
more morphine. He rallied again, &quot;No, I'm not going
to need it. Save it for the others.&quot; It brought
tears to my eyes to know he was thinking of others
and not himself. I had lost track of the movement
of time. What did it matter with all this death?

I bowed my head, he passed quietly. It was as if
some angel had descended and eased his departure.
I don't believe in angels, but I believe in men

who become more than themselves in crises. The sky
was overcast and air was chilled. It was a Monday



morning,10 am, the war would be over in one hour,
one hour too late for our Captain. How badly

the world will need men like the Captain. How can we
go on without them?

Daniel Brick



Memory And Forgetfulness

Are my memories what I choose

to remember, or is there a mechanism

which regulates what stays and what vanishes?

I hope this resident regulator sleeps

long hours, even whole weeks, so that

my mind can harvest a heap of events

the regulator would factor in

only to his advantage. Have I uncovered a threat?
Does the regulator swagger through my mind and
misuse its freedom? The freedom of the sovereign mind
is bedrock, it is the channel both memory and forgetfulness
maneuver. They become more entangled in each other
they often move in tandem, like a dancing couple
sweeping across the dance floor, and then parting.

There will still be floods, volcanoes, diseases,
but I choose to remember this rapproachement.

Without it, we would live in an Age of Half-Measures Only.

Daniel Brick



The Next Road

Dedicated to all seekers,
who walk the difficult path of knowledge

There are so many roads to take you

to sites that enlarge your Soul.

How will you choose your next road?

Will you look into the sky, and wait

for a hawk or eagle drag your sight
across the western pillars? Is that

the strength you want to emulate?

Or will you press your face to the ground,
and listen to the mole, blind but certain
of his destination, scuffing through moist
earth? Or will you close your eyes
against wavelets ignited by sunlight,

and envision the warm islands you visited
in the Persian Gulf. You are invited to return....

Daniel Brick



A Poem For Baharak

February 4,2020

Which of your poems

shall I memorize first?

Which poem should I place

near my heart,

so that heart and poem share

the same rhythm, and

both blood and verse serve

the same purpose: To strengthen

my resolve to make Love the center
of my being. Your heart and my poem
will blend over time into one life force.
And all of me - body and soul, heart
and mind, flesh and spirit - will rejoice
as your poems pass by my inner sight.

Daniel Brick



A Request

for Baharak

Which of your poems shall

I memorize first? Which poem shall

I place near my heart, so that

both heart and poem share a rhythm,
and both blood and verse serve

the same purpose, to keep me alive,
and strengthen my resolve to make
Love the center of my being. My heart
and your poem will blend into one being,
and all of me - body and soul, heart
and mind, flesh and spirit - will rejoice
as your poems pass by my inner sight.

Daniel Brick



The Good Angel And The Bad Angel

The Good Angel never missed a session

of counseling with a sinner, but he arrived

late, very late. He grunted a greeting

the Bad Angel who delivered bread and milk

to hungry but uncomplaining kids. They know -

they're cared for. The Good Angel knows the complete

liturgy, and recites the prayers in a slow, sweet voice.

The Bad Angel remembers nothing, recites nothing. He bows

his head and does not complain. After the service, the children gather around
him, and he tells them the stories they love.

The Good Angel keeps people keyed up for Judgment: &quot;I am
a sinner; you know this. You are all sinners; do you

know this? Or pretend not to? &quot; Meanwhile, the Bad Angel
watches the purposeful activity of birds. &quot;How do they know
when to sing? Do their songs reach Heaven? Yes, yes! &quot;

The Good Angel can enter Heaven whenever he wants to.
When he enters Heaven, a detachment of militant angels

who served in the War in Heaven blow Trumpets of Prophecy.
When the Bad Angel arrives, he is shunted to the back, where
he hears the chorus and organ with heightened beauty.

The Good Angel has quarters in the office, where church
business is conducted. It's lively, distracting,

the Good Angel's prayers are cut short, the words

lie untended on the floor. The Bad Angel listens

at a distance in a perfect silence. Grace descends.

At the end of Time, the Bad Angel is told,

&quot;You have, with the help of the Holy Spirit,

redeemed yourself. Congratulations! You can enter Heaven! &quot;
The Good Angel was promiseda fanfare of victory, but

only a pack of sinners showed up in need of counseling.

Daniel Brick



Music And Its Currents

A variation on Rilke's line,
&qguot; When my soul touches yours,
a great chord sounds&quot;

What chords did we hear

sounding again and again

in cafes, gazebos, gardens

and silent, hidden places

we alone can find? We heard

bass notes as if they rose

from depths of ancient cisterns.
When we listened a second time

to melodies weave and wander

in watery harmonies, a staircase
descended for us to climb. And so -
we did. A vista of trees and

rough paths spread out below us.
We could see for thirty miles distant.

Oh, we belong to the brightest spots

on earth! Our chords will sound

their purest tones, and fulfill

their mission of perfect pitch

in every song. It's as if we saw

a rope ladder strung between two peaks.

The other peak was grassy and and rugged.
Our longing to be there was sufficient force

to put us there. We were fleet, light-footed,
and we slid down that ladder at sickening
speed, but the lawn cushioned our arrival back
at the site of our departure. New chords echoed
between mountains. We were still, we were listening.
The song of a yellow canary was carried

by a gentle wind, as blithe andbright

as the morning light which contained it.

Daniel Brick



On Dan's Path

5 October 2015

I was walking through Salem Hill Park,

as I do everyday, but I chose a new path,
down a lane of sumac beckoning me

with its new autumn red attire. A plaque
pounded into an aspen tree overlooking

the lower path caught my eye. DAN'S PATH
the inscription said, and an arrow pointed
left, the way I was heading. In smaller print
the dates of his birth and death were carved.
Only thirty years old when he passed

from their presence to whom he was

a friend or a lover or a brother,

so many possibilities but only one fate.

I imagine a circle of friends witnessed

his burial, said their final good-byes,

and decided upon this memorial path.

And on a day perhaps much like today
they assembled in the woods, chose
thetree above the sumac lane, and

stood in silence as the plaque was

pounded into place. Sheets of sunlight
cascaded over them as they said a second
final good-bye. And then it was over,

and they dispersed. But one mourner
lingered alone under the tree's shade,
staring at the plaque, and occasionally

at the path below. I wonder about your
silence at the edge of speech. What is it
you want to say? I am listening...

Do you want to say Dan is in God's Heaven
with Jesus and the Saints. I will bow my head
prayerfully. Or perhaps you think death

is the final end, and Dan now lives only

in your memory, forever thirty, virile

and healthy, full of more life than thirty
years could use up. If this is what you say,
I will applaud the strength of your memory.



Still you may believe there is an immense cavern
in which all of our dead sleep, holding hands and
slipping in and out of each other's dreams.

And no one can disturb their delight so perfect

is this sleep across eternity. If this is what

you say, I will share your smile, and we will
briefly join hands. Whatever you want to say,
whatever you need to say, say it...

I am listening still.

Daniel Brick



The Pledge

The pledge you made yesterday

under the sunlight of March

binds you closely to Poetry.

But before proceeding further

look into the auditorium:

your audience droop and wilt

like flowers that drank too much sun.

They must be awakened, galvanized,

alert to every message, both blatant

and subtle. So let the trumpet in your

voice sound forth, filling this place of

silence with meaning. Improvise a drum roll

to introduce a solo flute, that chases

the trumpet melody and suddenly takes flight!
As the flute flies, it draws me up into the air.
We perform an awkward duet as we fly in tandem.
Then I watch as the flute flies through scales
and grace notes and comes to rest in a Largo.

It is time for my solo, and it only requires

I listen under the night sky to whatever message,
blatant or subtle, that is delivered to me.
Finally, I will drop the necessary words

into mix like so many coins tossed

into a baroque fountain of cool nocturnal waters.

Daniel Brick



The Quiet Of Poetry

(1)

I will write a quiet poem

to ease the sadness of my heart,

or to tease it out of being.

But sadness is native to the heart.

It shares the percussive rhythm

of the blood, so sadness and heart
are like siblings, or they are like
matching Chinese vases:

the heart is the delicately painted pastel
container, the sadness is the raw wine
we drink from it.

(2)

Eventually, I will write a poem

that needs no words, because a poem

is a threshold to Silence. That is its destiny:
to become a zephyr wind that softly disperses
the sadness of things. And then the poem will
flash with light and leap into its proper place,
which is its silence, its destiny.

(3)
Poetry

There is a voice within each of us
which is everyone's voice, there is

a hearing within each of us that listens
to the beating of a common heart,
there is a mind everywhere that
spreads its light over all of us.

Daniel Brick



One Of The Day's Dead

I was almost a prince. My father

favored me over his first-born son.

He was delighted as I excelled

again and again in the arts of fighting.

He gave me his retired great sword, and said

holding my shoulders tightly, &quot;Practice until

this sword is an extension of your arm.&quot;

I trained with that beloved sword day after day

until it became part of my body. But my father

also engaged the SophistAnagoras to teach me

how to think. From him I learned to plan

a strategy, to balance strength with cunning,

to think beyond just the killing stroke.

When Anagoras told my father I was his finest

student, my father's pride in me made me

the proudest of sons. I listened to my father,

to my teachers, to the prophet Calchas

with his knowledge of the gods and goddesses,

to old and seasoned warriors, to a priestess of

Isis. Oh, I was so prepared for the battle over Troy.

On the voyage across the Aegean, I sharpened the point
of my father's sword so it would puncture armor.

I was prepared. I leaped onto Trojan shore

with a dozen others, and looked around

for my first victim. But behind me a Trojan warrior

lifted a huge rock, and smashed my brain into my skull.
Hermes guided me into the Land of the Dead. His face was
sad. I didn't know a god could be sad, but Hermes was.
&quot;This is your human fate, ephebe. You lived a good life,
making your father proud. Do not think of yourself

as just one of the day's dead. You had your shining moment,
on the plains before Troy, and it was a heroic death.&quot;

Daniel Brick



5th Chorus

5th Chorus: This poem is an resolved crisis between people who are Poetry-
Enthused and people who are Poetry-Apathetic. Hey, you people,
listen to some JAZZ: Get electrified.

On my walk around the upper level

of O'Hare Street Park,

I saw a fox sunning himself

on a red-dirt mound in the valley.

His red-gold fur shone with a vividness

he felt as warmth, sleep-inducing warmth.
He stirred as I passed him,

my scent descending into his knot of fur
and flesh, and alerting him,

&quot;A stranger passes. Look dead.&quot;
And so he lost the opportunity

to learn from me, and I from him.

Just like the merchant, cutting corners

out of stress, who declined a gift of verse,
or the young woman, so lost in her I-Phone,
she missed the Flight of Poetry, soaring,
just brushing the top of her head.

And on the other side of things,

an old man softly holds a blue leather-

bound book, called &quot;The Long Haul, &quot;

poems his wife wrote early in their marriage,

poems they read together on their anniversaries.

A middle-aged woman tells her friends, she visits

her mother once a week. She tries to embrace her,

but her mother sees a stranger, not a daughter.

and pulls back indignantly. And she cries inside

when she remembers how much she loved her mother's voice.

There's Angus, the Blues bassist. We nod to each other.
Angus stops and watches the relaxed fox, the king

of his small red hill, anointed by sun shafts.

That's the fox, laughs Angus, not me.

&quot;I'm King of the Night Realm Jazz. The Masters
of the surrounding vegans serve me.



&qguot;We take your breath away. We blow off
the top of your heads. We launch the music
as if for distant listeners. But it's enough we're electrified.&quot;

Daniel Brick



Twin Cities Choruses

Ist Chorus: A jam session saves me
from prolonged stress.

Useless hands - they droop

at my side. In a dream - No,

a nightmare. Again and again,

I witness this loss of dexterity.

Useless hands, and myself a jazz musician!

Who are we? Say it loud and clear:

&quot;We are jazz musicians. We shine at night,
from 6 pm to 6 am, we shine! &quot;

My 60+ years old hands, wrinkled, gnarled,
blessed, hold my bass, I twirl it around
while plucking out a rhythmic phrase -
What talent! Don't waste it, buddy-boy.
This belongs to more than just you.

2nd Chorus

OK, I'm as ready

as I'll ever be...

What's the point of all these points

of view? Let's settle on a mission,
say, teaching everyone in both cities
to sing the blues choruses, or at least
hold the beat while they sit. How can
you jazz cats feel the jazz current
and not be electrified!

OK, the set begins. I quiet the noise inside,
I muffle the noise outside, I turn it all into MUSIC, yeah!

3rd Chorus

They say, You're hot! You're on a roll.
Don't blow it. Keep focused on the music
moving from one musician to another.
Each of you makes something unique



and precious out of the same tired tune.
It's the alchemy of jazz, transformations
abound, we make and use up 4 or 5 souls a night.

The night moves at its own pace, it is sometimes
transfixed by the music, and opens it cavernous

jaws and swallows everything with rabelaisian

gusto. The show goes on in darkness, the musicians
create a stage and an auditorium with their eyes closed.
Everyone is a performer! All of us make this holy racket.
The musicians, the crowd, the invisible Angels of Swing,
and the demons working their way back to grace

by losing their bad impulses in the beat.
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Conundrums

&quot;It is painful to say these things,
but it is painful also to stay silent.&quot;

(1)

I have been told erasure

is illusory. I have been told

there is a middle layer

between the front and back

of a single sheet. Whatever you

try to erase seeps onto that layer,

mingles with words, letters, punctuation
marks, doodles trapped there, and -
SOMEHOW - organizes a piece of fiction.

The two most recent results of this

most recondite process are two novellas,
that were secretly entered in the Booker
Prize: They both won! And no one knows
&qguot;what&quot; the writer is. Notice that is not
&quot;who? &quot;; it is &quot;what? &quot;

(2)

I have been told if you break

someone's heart out of callousness

or spite, The Furies will haunt you

like a modern Orestes, whose six years

in therapy have achieved zilch. There

is irony here: These processes we call
&quot;The Furies&quot; are outside of causality,
so how can they impact our sensory world?
And what force or entity regulates

the moral balance revealed

in the suppression of the callous

and the spiteful? How are these qualities
recognized and measured? Is there an agent
behind the operations of things or beings or? ?

(3)



An epidemic rages in a country separated

from ours by a narrow isthmus. With stunning
speed and efficiency, we have built a wall

along our shoreline. Our navy patrols

the coastal waters. They give refugee boats

one long-distance warning, only one. This policy

is sanctioned by our Supreme Court. Permit

me to explain. By now, everyone should understand
triage. We are applying it on a larger scale.

We don't need all these people on one planet.

The immense population probably causes epidemics.
Rational politics sanctions this policy. Triage

works - for the privileged minority. If God wants

to do an ungodly thing, he can intervene and save
everyone, we humans only save those humans

who can benefit humanity. Our philosophers sanction
this policy.
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Defeating Gilgamesh

It wasn't difficultdefeating

Gilgamesh. He is Lord of Uruk

no longer, his kingship in ruins,

no champion has arisen, not in the city

nor in the vast rugged plains circling it.

Once he fought his own battles, wrestling,
crushing, stabbing. Now he slinks down

with a weary sigh. Of his gory what remains?
Words... Words carved in stone, words

pressed into clay tables, words recorded

by historians, and, rarely, words spoken
passionately, spontaneously, preserved

in @ chamber of your heart...

It wasn't difficult. Everywhere you turn

there are people selling services and things.

No one notices an old warrior or two, dragging
his clanking armor behind him. I saw a man alone,
in a pale blue jumpsuit, hunched for hours

his wheel chair, that blob was once occupied

by the spirit of Gilgamesh. The spirit left

its imprint on this man, you know he was once

a king, but now he is a man of memories,

they are immortal and weightless...

It wasn't difficult: a deep breath exhaled

and he totters; strike him with a furry reed

and he cowers. Defeat no longer troubles him,
victory will not elate him. Pieces of his greatness
clutter the room, they are scattered on the floor.
People passing by might examine a piece or two,
then disgard them. But my soul knows better.
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The New Muse

&quot;ARE YOU THE NEW MUSE? ... THE ONE

who will approach each poet as a whole being?

It is a fusion of Flesh and Soul within The Spirit.

I know this union is imperfect. I know my self is
incomplete. I know these things. Why were they not
hidden from me? Am I meant to enjoy this life,

or should I loathe it? That is the Issue of Self.&quot;

&quot;ARE YOU THE NEW MUSE? ... THE ONE

who doesn't teach an 'English Class'

in high school. She doesn't inspire a novelist

writing his first, or a muralist painting

all the Mississippi garden sites. She will lean

over the painter, and let him know in a net of words,
'These are beautiful words in line six. What word

will make line eight similarly shine? ' Is it the dark
magnet that brings the right word into the right
niche? Can words see the path of closure, and deftly
drop each one into its proper place in the meaning of
everything? Or must they rely on the Big People
bossing directions to anyone in sound of my voice?
Will we regret mixing poetry with politics?

&quot;ARE YOU THE NEW MUSE? ... THE ONE
who needs no sleep. He contains a sun

in the cavern of his heart. Its light

does not blast with dawn eagerness.

It does not scorch with noon apogee.

His gentleness is legendary across

galactic distances. His speech is soft.

&quot; ARE YOU THE NEW MUSE? ... THE ONE
who knows the pain of a love that festers

in @ hardened heart. Will you reach

into that wounded heart and ease her passion

for the wrong partner. Give her eyes that see
deeper into a male heart, that sees what truth,

if any, resides there, for her to embrace or let go.



&quot;ARE YOU THE NEW MUSE? ... THE ONE

who chooses to live with us in this world

of fallen gardens, besieged kingdoms,

betrayals and confusions, sacrifice

and hope. We welcome you to join our hymns,

to make our voices blend into your heavenly

beauty and so accompanied we will rise to the Empyrean.&quot;
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A Winter's Tale (Ii)

Winter light struggles to lift itself

over the distant eastern foothills,

then it slides down the long sloping

hillsides to illumine the morning.

It is already a diminished day,

we can only expect more cold, darker clouds,

and piercing winds. But there is music in the air!

If you have ears to hear it. And then, here you are.
Bundled in a winter coat, a brightly patterned scarf
round your neck, you walk nimbly across the icy path.
Body and Soul, you are ready for today's merriment
and mission.

We reach the gazebo, I hold the door open for others.
A dozen people rush, ahead of us. We take our time.
We sit on cold seats in a cold room, our breaths
clouding our faces, and we drink steaming hot cider.

I am near you, but not next to you. There are

so many guests crowding and pushing, so eager

to meet you or be noticed by you. I withdraw

to make room for them. We will later, after lunch,
have our private time. This knowledge calms me.
How do I warn you? These people are not your friends.
They will drain you. Your essence will give them
renewed strength, and they will drain you -

without a backward glance at your fall. There are
those more worthy of your help. I know your heart.
Like the pelican that savages her breast

to bleed food for her brood. Oh, how quickly

our talk shifts to the subject of SACRIFICE.
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Winter In The South

(I)

A feeble sun rises over foothills

in the high country across the desert.
It is already a diminished day,

cold, dark clouds, piercing winds.

And then there you are, bundled

in @ winter coat and around your neck
a brightly patterned scarf. You walk
in brown leather boots with poise

and confidence, body and soul
equally geared for this day's task.

The way you trudge through snow

reminds me of classical music

that depicts landscapes. Some are

flat and barren, others with ragged rocks
half-buried in the dry earth, still others

are submerged in a moving stream taking them
over a falls into a quiet lagoon. You are

the observer, you take these landscapes

into your poetic mind and transform them

into the stuff of literature.

(1I)

I stand near you, but not

next to you. There are too many guests

who want to be in the disc of your admirers.
The disc slowly rotates, rendering the scene
blurred. Be warned: these admirers will drain
you, they will take your essence and gain
renewed strength and age, but you will be drained.
Like the pelican who savages her own breast

to bleed the blood that will nourish her children.
You are that pelican. Oh, how quickly our talk
shifts to sacrifice.

(111



It is required

That you do awake your faith...

Dear life redeems you.

&qguot;A Winter's Tale, &quot; Shakespeare

Are you the new Muse? ... the one
who will greet each poet as if

he were a whole being. It is a fusion
of flesh and soul within The Spirit...
It is a quartet of spiritual powers:
Mind - Body - Soul -Spirit.
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Composition

You are made equally of Reality

and Non-Reality. Sometimes I grasp
your meaning only in the whisper-speech
of dreams. Other times, in the clear light
of early afternoon, your true being
shines as brightly as the star Adelfirth.

You are made equally of Spontaneity
and Reflection. Sometimes your actions
swell out of silence, and you destroy
the peace we have promised. Then you
turn desolation into a teeming garden.
You sit still, and green things prosper
under your sight.

You are made equally of Flesh

and Spirit. Together, we'll prepare

your Love Ballad, with its defiant

happy ending. Only the middle section
contains conflict and grief. It ends

happily as the lovers enter the world

to re-shape it according to your Love Ballad.
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Last Revelation

Imagine a universe of stillness:

when time collapses into eternity,

when change stops wearing new masks

to hide the monotomy of its repetitions,

when Good detaches Evil from its nature,

and presides over its withering.

Imagine both Sun and Moon showering

us with spiritual light. Imagine

the prophecies of the End Time will be

fulfilled without the violence our seers

could not reason past. Instead of destruction,
there will just a whisper rushing through space
and confiding in our hearts:

&quot;Fear not. Be at peace. Everywhere.&quot;
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Creation Is The Self-Revelation...

Threads lie disgarded everywhere.

A patient god could briefly visit some spot,
gather up an armful of threads, and
assemble with them the things we desire:
a chateau amid low forested hills, an oasis
with a caravan serai, river valleys, lakes
of the purest water, paths and dead ends
... or just turn the spot into a garden

and leave it for us to nurture. We will be
ardent gardeners of nature. Our labor

will release the spiritual power of

purely natural things. What is nature but
the ceaseless decay and absorption

of earthly things? Creation is not

a difficult concept to grasp: its code

is embedded in our lives: it begins

with the readiness of things TO BE;

it climaxes with God's self-revelation.

And the simple truth is each of us is

part of this process forever. Look,

a flock of blue and green birds sing their delight!
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&quot; The Dying Gladiator&quot;

My Italian friends told me, &quot;Don't leave

Italy before seeing 'The Dying Gladiator.'

It is so moving.&quot; And so, on my last day,

on my own, I entered the Room of Antiquities

of a small town museum. Sprawled on his back,

his arms folded over his chest, his eyes -

&quot;his hawk-eyes&quot; - fixed on the sky, the gladiator
lay waiting for death to descend. He was dying

the way he lived. Some claimed his death

was unjust, murder really: he had refused to slay

his young opponent whom he had defeated easily.

So other gladiators slew both of them. He watched

his brother-warriors, but did not resist them.

And two streams of blood soaked into arena sand.
Other claimed there was no special heroism:

he was too bloodied to stand, and leave the arena.

His doom was sealed, as if his death had been decreed
by more than human agents. And what do I think
some twenty centuries removed from the event? I want
to see his death as redemptive. Some good must arise
from his suffering even as his body is emptied of life.

Daniel Brick



A Gift

To__

I've decided to let you

dream my dreams, all of them.
My past dreams will descend
the slope of my mind and

be washed in the waters of
consciousness, and then enter
your sleep with a gentleness
that will not disturb your rest.
Future dreams will flash by and
then hide in your mind until
the right night arrives.

Only present dreams are too shy
to expose themselves. You will
have to be patient until they
become past dreams...

If you had not seen my body

twist and shift in troubled

sleep, you would not believe

I have the character of a dreamer.
Only a dream can soothe a troubled
heart, only a dream can provide us
with the weaponry of dreaming.

So - accept this gift readily.

Take it into your Dream Treasury
to preserve the wholeness of your
Dream Life. Be at peace...
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A Disciple Of Coleridge Experiences The Sublime,
C.1825

By mid morning, as he bent his body

against the sleet, and he neared his goal,

the half day collapsed into winter -

temperatures dropping, ice as slippery

as polished marble, the sun a pale smudge

of blue, and himself both weary and excited.

Clouds were his walking companions, patches

of white swirling over the ground, and slowly
circulated in the wind. He had left the arguments,
resentments, hurt feelings back at the lodge,

in a dark closet no one would disturb.

Friendship was electric at close quarters,

even the games they played at night were tense and
driven, as if winning was important. It wasn't.

What mattered was learning to breathe in the thin
heights they occupied, what mattered was surviving
with less effort of the mind, what mattered

was giving the heart enough space to expand.

He was resolved. He would walk in this cold air

until his heart was frozen, and his mind felt

no grief, and he could see her fair face

without a stab of pain. The ground was slippery,

the world was slippery, his emotions were slippery.
He grabbed a tree branch to steady himself,

he took several deep breaths, and began to compose
a sonnet on an ideal beauty he would someday meet.
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The Willow King

They say we have a great king.
They say he has won every battle
he engaged, and his armies swell
with volunteers. The autumn air

is bright with thousands of
glittering spears and armored men.

But after the soldiers marched

into a distance which diminished them,
I saw a sight others had missed:

the king dismounted and walked
awkwardly under the willow,

fully armored, and sat in its shade.

He was still smiling into the willow leaves

when courtiers arrived with documents

and more armor. &quot;Blessed Willow Tree, &quot;
enthused a court poet, &quot;your roots, trunk,

leaves, rise skyward, as if you would

dissolve your weight and slowly become airborne.&quot;

We still live in a world of partial happiness.

We still live in a world that a great king must protect.

We still live in a world where only the rare willow flourishes.
But deep under earth, where all waters flow together,
where all roots are entangled in one life, where we are

all one immense soul, there, there is born Our Life Eternal.
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An Unfinished Fiction

Is the man alone the hero

of this story? Does he perhaps

double as the villain? It would

not be difficult for him to play

both roles. On the surface

both characters are elegant

in clothing and conversation, both

pay a generous tithe to Mother Church,
both promise a full accounting

to the Office of Taxation, both
alternately stand out in a crowd,

or sink into anonymity if required.

One says: &quot;We are masters of disguise
and deceit.&quot; His voice is firm and
secure. The other cringes, and remains
silent. Which of these responses

marks the hero, which the villain?
There's a mystery here, can we solve it?
Or should we declare there is no mystery,
and all of us go home. I don't know.

Let me think this through. I'm certain

I am the hero, and you the villain. Or....
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When I Die

When I die, I must abandon

everything with weight, everything

with dimensions, extensions, details.

Will it not be exhilarating

to see all those useless things

falling away from me? Falling

steadily through the Dome of Inner Space,
until that immensity itself dissolves them...
Meanwhile I draw closer to canaries,

those small things that insert their

brevity into my care, because they know
no care. As nimble as air, as free as a song
in no known key, they wing through their
brief lives, giving us a lesson in beauty.
Ever devoted to the LIGHT itself, they
cling to me, going where I am going,
wherever that might be.....
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Joseph Of &quot;Genesis&quot;

Apollo is the god of cosmic Light, the presence of death, its darkness and decay,
are inimical to his nature. Such is the rigidity of Fate. Providence involves human
beings directly with God: there is God's Rainbow Covenant, His directions to
Moses and other prophets, to whom He speaks consolingly, the Chosen People,
His theophanies to

individuals or crowds. This is the personal nature of Providence,

both God's nature and human nature. In contrast, Fate plays out in impersonal
terms. Zeus climbs to a higher realm, where he places Achilles and Hector on a
scale, which determines Hector's defeat and death. Zeus wants Hector to thrive,
and he may be disturbed by Achilles's almost god-like being. But he must submit
to the Force of Fate, whose image is not a ruler or a temple or a war chariot. It is
a humble scales
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Healing Broken Hearts

Dear friend, it is better to have

a heart broken than lost.

A broken heart still occupies

its niche in your breast, and casts

its broken light over body and soul.
That light, however imperfect, still
ensures each day's beauty, and beauty
will attract beauty again and again.

Let's sit for a while on the wood chips
ringing this leafless maple tree,

its branches wintry gray, no sap
bringing new life. It is enough

for now, until April rains descend

and release the green energy

locked in the ground, and earth blooms.

Antaeus-like, we will touch the earth,

and draw her strength within. All four hands
palming the earth, we will look deeply

into each other's eyes, and find

the true dimensions of Love.
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The&quot; Gilgamesh&quot; Poems(1)

It was simple to defeat Gilgamesh.

But firstl had to build a figure of
Gilgamesh in my mind, a near-sentient
figure, that could change things and

be changed. Then the First Law arose

in my mind, like a column of destiny.

It said: Impose Your Will. Again and
Again. That is what the goddesses and
gods do, never reflecting on what they do,
until damage is done, people are suffering,
and the Great Wheel of Fate rolls over

and on. Awake, Gilgamesh, awake, stir
your mind-stuff into acts, which once
completed within become your worldly glory.

The &quot;Gilgamesh&quot; Poems (2)

It's really simple in its essence.

But we are so divided from each other

that some hear nothing stirring, deep

or shallow. We do not recognize each other's
motives, deeds, because others hear howlings,
screams that crescendo into choked silence,

crazed pleas for HELP. Then sheer Silence.

Then the howlings return... This must be

a test for breathing, because when I tried
&quot;circular breathing&quot; I stopped the noise,
that causeless sadness in my mind was stilled.

And even our dreams keep us apart, dreams

rise and set, they are prodigal, display

themselves like Rodan's statue of Honore de Balzac.
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It

It doesn't demand, extra space.

As for time, it takes what is given

and asks for nothing further. In this

it is like a flower, whose petals

spread perfume for all to smell. It is

like a comet. sweeping across the sky:
just a flash of light, and darkness returns.
It is like a bedtime story that summons
immediate sleep. It is like itself,

a bell ringing in solitude, or a wounded animal
recovering in seclusion, or a demi-god
taking one fateful step after another

until he reaches the edge of his divinity.
It's like all of that.
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Invitation

Come softly to me

in the night. The darkness
contains no threat to us

when we are knit together

with the same fabric of courage.

Come to me disguised

or naked. The truth

will not be concealed

indefinitely. Eventually

we will learn to live without shame.

Make you visitation as serious

as a sacred ritual. Promote me

to the highest office of your hierarchy.
I will assume my duties, I will make
you proud you have chosen me.

Make me a promise you have

no intention to fulfill. Bind

me with false claims of authority.
Watch me flounder with uncertainty.
Withdraw entirely from our intercourse.

When we meet again, as we say -
accidently, we will embrace,

despite our better judgments. We are
bound to a moving wheel which winds
our fortunes into one certain fate.

Come softly to me

in the morning. The light
iluminates and warms us.

We have no cause for fear

or hate. Come softly - I am waiting.

Daniel Brick



Nightward

from &quot;When Night Nears&quot;by Tom Hennen

Light leaves the earth a piece at a time...
It falls into darkness... What is left is the dark
that feels like a body when you reach out....

The Night spreads itself

over our sleeping selves. We fall

into a dream, and wrap ourselves

in its warm contours. The dream-story,

already on-going for centuries of sleepers,
sheds plot-details the way a tree in autumn

lets go of leaves ready to be on their own.

It's a jumble of images, fragments of a story
that began nowhere and now circles everywhere
sleep, dreams and unreality coalesce.

In daylight, my mind reins in its own racing thoughts -
broken pieces that do not recognize each other,

do not know how to reassemble themselves

into a whole cloth...

Even as I sleep, my Night-Mind detaches itself

from its daylight component, and simply soars

in blind flight over and around the expanse

of darkness. This is the other view of Night,

which is etched in my deepest self. No fear of
nocturnal monsters, no night-terrors, no collapse

of composure. There is something I cannot see, but

I know the Unknown looms ahead of awakening. Mental things
bunch together, thinking is paralyzed. The Night-Mind
soars again, free, untrammeled, seeing nothing,
moving by intuitions that have existed for ages

upon ages...

Let the parade of night-things proceed

to the limit of their unreality, let them dissolve
into the morning light. This is still the province
of Night, this is the impetus of darkness.



Reach out and touch the darkness. Something
common and familiar will reach through the blindness,
and grasp your hand in the softest, firmest handshake.
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Interior Landscapes

Even if worldly things, unworthy things,
distract you, you will hear my whisper.

It will graze your deeper thoughts, and

they will fold it within their compass,

carrying it even deeper where thoughts
become a communion. And we are aware of
the sacred wrapped cocooned in the natural.
Perhaps it's what's left of Eden, scattered
everywhere, still audible in birds' songs,

still palpable in the wind's sweep, and

still growing in our pregnant minds, still
birthing the poetry of our souls....

Ephebe, don't expect a treasure chest to appear:
when you see the glint of lapis lazuli, follow it.

II

I've watched your face framed

by an ordinary room light up

with delight, and I've seen you

standing very still, turn slightly

to the left, away from the others,

as you entered some interior space

replete with your thoughts of repose

and repair. I've seen you leaning

against a threshold loosely holding

a sheet of paper and intently reading

what has just been written. It is

a poem written for you in beautiful language.
Ephebe, this intense awareness of her interior
being is the closest you can come to the Truth.
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The Cosmic Scale

Cleopatra: I'll set a bourn how far to be loved.
Antony:Then must thou needs find out new heaven, new earth.
William Shakespeare

We have only time

to grasp Eternity.

Metamorphosis is required:

I will sharpen my mind

to a point so tiny

only a single truth

can occupy it.

Then we will speak the necessary
words, hopeful words, beautiful

word, words that connect.

we will descend to a well-spring
shining with crystalline waters,

all the waters of the world

circulate around us: they are cleansed,
we are cleansed. We are aware of
many others nearby, equally washed,
equally made ready. We know our fears
will be dispelled by fellowship.

Look, all the chambers of dissenters are
empty. All the offices of money-

lenders are closed. And the last lessons
byprofessors of science will be completed
by nightfall. We will enter Eternity

with incomplete knowledge. By morning
we will all be the same, candidates

for a new reality. We will listen

to light, we will hear lilac scents,

we will touch sounds of Scriabin.
There's more for us to absorb:

we will be bubbled in pairs, and slowly
rotate across the arc of space.

The cosmic scale is like a mountain
range we have climbed to the summit.
and breathless, realize more and more



summits ahead of us, below us, beside us.

Our silence the more shows off our wonder. (*)
With in our bonded souls we are told

it is required you do awake your faith.

(*)Shakespeare, THE WINTER'S TALE
V,3, 1.24-25; 118-119
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Dreams Of Ascent

(I)

I have no mountains to climb

to see visionary vistas

from its height. High hills,

to be sure, abound, take us

beyond ourselves, however briefly,
but they are not a passageway to
transcendence. Their grassy summits
do not jut into higher spaces, but
cling to planetary surfaces.

Mountain are rooted in deep earth
but rise high above the surface

and achieve those summits, whose towers
pierce the realm of the high heavens.

(1)

Today I climbed, with my younger brother, the highest
mountain in this region. The only motive was the wish
to see what so great a height had to offer... Then

a new idea came to me: I began to think in terms of
Time rather than Space...

The Ascent of Mount Ventoux,1336,
Petrarch

The sky that late summer morning

was stained with a dull gray blur

that would not melt into the surreal
brightness just out of sight. So we
trudged onward and got exhausted

by early afternoon. Our guide, nimble
and fleet, laughed at our stumbling
gait, and prodded us forward,

despite the increased weight we carried
with each step upward. We persevered.
By mid afternoon, we stood, breathing
the shallow air, and looking over both



height and abyss. My brother and I
congratulated each other, as our guide

smiled over us. Then it was time to descend.
That night just before sleep, we confided

in each other, and discovered we had

identical thoughts on the the summit.

And we slid home on the same wave of feelings.
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&quot;All Hail Macbeth&quot;

It was not regicide, however brutal.

It was not betrayal of a good king,

however treacherous. It was not his

subtle tongue, which slyly persuaded men
to join the evil party. It was not

drinking the witches' brew to see the future.

Look into the night sky, as he did.
Stare at that hot dark light until
you are dizzy with illumination.
Be patient as the wolf howls and
the night birds screech. Invite
fear into your heart and soul.

Now do you understand Macbeth's fate?
The ornaments of life - honor, love,
obedience, friends - he exchanged

for one glittering prize - The Crown.

He thought he was born to be King.

He summoned Hecate and the wolf.

He bloodied his knife with the sacred

life of a divine king, and blood flooded

his being, and choked every good impulse.

But his greatest sin, his unforgivable

offence, was to speak with a poet's golden

words, and make despair beautiful: &quot;Out, out....&quot;
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Listening To Beethoven's &quot;Emperor' Concerto

To Mitsuko Uchida

The music is quiet now.

It's the slow movement,

an &quot;adagio, &quot; not that phoney
&quot;andante, &quot; the real thing
this, and Mitsuko Uchida places

her fingers on the each key

with utmost precision

And we are convinced of its
rightness. We are persuaded

to follow her with slow thoughts,

to seek a peaceful mood,

like a summer day under a blue sky.
An image in opposition rushes
through my startled mind:

Herakles's Nessus-shirt,

infected with poison and jealousy.

I put on the cloth of sympathy, and
all is well again. It is so easy

to be a god doing good: to create

an expanding circle containing us,
and this music is the thread

that connects us. I feel I could

listen forever to Mitsuko playing

this music, slip into eternity

on the slow motion of this adagio,
sink into joy and remain there

with the others around me, strangers
no longer because Beethoven's music
relates us each to each. The pianist
slows the tempo, she will let this moment
of accord stop. I pull the cloth of
sympathy tightly against my body.
Mitsuko's right hand is raised.
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The Lower Angels

You won't believe this, but it's true

Angels sleep, not because they need rest.
They need dreams... Their dreams are

neither memories nor prophecies. There are
moments when an Angel, one of the Lower Angels,
sinks deep within his ambient soul. Distances
and heights, silence and racket, doors and
walls, barriers and open roads - all collapse

as the Lower Angels sleep and dream. A space
of contingencies is liberated. It is here they
gather and read their dreams, all of them.
Joseph descends from his intimacy with Jesus,
and sits with them, and reminds them there is
little difference between dream readers and
common folk...

The Higher Angels, whose beings are matched

to the Throne of God, are puzzled, as they look on.

And a puzzled Higher Angels worries, and they must
dispel this worry. They speak in their thunderous voices,
they summon the dreaming Angels to wake up,

to rise up, to abandon earthly terrain. They say,
&quot;Brothers, we will give you a second sight,

if you return to Heaven, and stay perpetually

awake, and deny your dreams. We know, Brothers,

this is best.&quot;

The Lower Angels are crushed, and turn to Joseph,
who smiles over them as he rises, and returns

to the bower of Jesus. He says nothing.

Both Jesus and Joseph expect the Lower Angels

to speak in their smaller voices to the Higher Ones.
One bright and fiery Angel hamed Melatron

raises his head, so his voice will pierce

the silence of this Sixth Day of Creation.
&qguot;Brothers, we will remain here below. We will
soon be needed to perform new tasks for Our Father
Look at the animals still dazed by their life,

look at the the plants and flowers, the trees and



swirling waterways. Everything is blessed with
divine existence, and those of us who sleep
and dream know there is another wonder
about to be.&quot; And Melatron bowed deeply
and all of the Lower Angels who sleep and
dream bowed with him...

&quot;And God created humans in His own image,

in the image of God He created them,

male and female He created them. And God

blessed them. And there was an end to the Sixth Day.&quot;
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It Is Time

It is time the stone made an effort to flower.
Paul Celan

A lone horse recedes

into the middle distance
without any motion. A mist
denies us further observation.
We trust there are other horses.

A man and a woman are walking

in the field, pressing their bodies

against each other. The mist pools

around their shoes. &quot;Look, darling, &quot;
she says. &quot;We are walking on clouds.&quot;

An owl, no doubt one of many, perches
on a maple branch. The possibility

he might fly into the mist cannot be
dismissed. He is one of the Lords of Night.

Night itself holds whatever scents the air
carries. There are pine scents, lilac scents,
scents of crushed leaves, and some might
perceive the subtle scent of river water
swirling over rocks and roots...

The owl begins to hoot

because it is time.

The horse returns to his fenced yard
because it is time.

The scents dissolve suddenly
because it is time.

The man and the woman Kkiss

as night air cools their checks
because it is time.

I cannot object to any of this.
It happens because something
wills it to be so. Or perhaps



because nothing stops it.

I know this with the certainty of

the crow, perched in a dead tree.

He has no need for human knowledge.
He is aware only of necessary things
His time is the best time.
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The Painter

The painter holds her brush deftly,

and paints a diagonal black line

across the canvas. She doesn't know

what it will become. Her gesture seemed
right at the moment of doing, as she takes
the line for a walk, as Paul Klee put it.
Suddenly, in the middle of the canvas,

she stops, or did the line stop itself?

She lifts the brush from the surface.

She feels an undefined mood within

that has become part of the process.

It permits her mind to roam freely

as it scans the white space before her.

She holds her brush loosely, it could

fall from her limp hand at any moment.

but it doesn't, because hand and brush

have become one. Her thoughts are arrested,
something older and mysterious brings forth
a memory: A woman and a man stand together,
intensely aware of each other's presence.

He leans toward her, into her space.

She leans also, into his space. And the two
become one shape. This is the moment

the painter senses the whole picture,

not in her mind, but in her hand. She trusts
hand and brush, and knows every stroke that
the painting requires. She hums snatches

of favorite songs as the couple take on

the reality of her remembrance.But something
else is happening. She can feel it but can

not name it. That is not important. What is
important is the life the figures will live.

She is in command now, or so it seems

as the painting comes into existence.

The light remains steady, no shadows mar
her gestures. The painter feels a mood

of calm enter her mind and the painting.
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A Warrior's Poem - From Inner Mongolia

In summer flowers cover the grasslands,

and home thoughts are deep in my heart.

But I have a mission to fulfill for my Khan

and our people. May the Sky God protect our tribe,
as he protects the flowers blooming with life.

When snows come and cover the grasslands
like a shroud, the flowers die, as they are
born to. I will kneel in prayer for my Khan
and for our people. My journey completed,
my soul at peace, I will lie beneath the grass.

And above me, new flowers will sway in the grasslands.
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Spring Notes

It doesn't natter

whether or not you show

gratitude. Spring will arrive

gradually or suddenly, and seep

into your awareness. You will

become one with its music, even now
swelling into a Song of Summer.

That green riot will bide its time.

For you, there is the work of remembrance
to confirm. The roads are slippery, and you
must walk them until you reach the place
where everyone understands everything.

The leaves twist and tumble

on their long branches. They blink
as they snap back and forth

in the sharp sun light of early June.
This is how winds sculpt the season
into being. Green energy surges
beneath green matter. It is time

to express your delight.

Daniel Brick



Springing Forth

These are such narrow channels we must
negotiate as our craft comes to rest

in its safe harbor. All passion spent,

we can walk away from bodies of water

that would otherwise hold us hostage

to desires large and small, as one longing
dissolves into another. Oh, the solvency

of water may make this present desire
disappear, but from it springs forth

another desire, and yet another. What if

all of these small desires coalesce

into one giant Desire, and it challenges

the Nature of Things? I have done my part

to prevent this. I have established the Law

of Things. You approved these principles:
&quot;Desire and Death are Siblings, &quot; &quot;Desire
pretends to be the Future, but it's always

the cold dead Past, &quot; &quot;Desire dazzles you
with sudden illumination, in a realm of

Darkness, &quot; &quot;D esir e - See how it
vanishes into the neighboring nothingness.&quot;

Fix these principles into the currents of
everybody's brain, let deep ruts in the brain's
mental channels stall speed-of-light thoughts,
starve the Mind of necessity and pleasure,
dim the urge to know, abolish the light of
conscience, fall into drunken sleep.

It should be easy to eliminate higher
categories of being: Just deny the reality

of Soul, argue we are not soulful creatures,
laugh as your soul withers and dies. Boy,
think of the weight you won't have to carry!

Daniel Brick



How Soon...?

(The first stanza is unreadable.)

Scraps of bread are ripped

from their mouths.

They are too weak to resist

the theft. They bow their heads,
their eyes already closed.

They sink to the floor, and

curl together for warmth.

They are just children

who have stopped smiling, and
no person or thing provokes
their laughter. How soon will
death claim them, out of pity
for their plight? I lean forward,
and change the channel...

Because I've seen enough of this suffering.

I close my eyes and bow my head.

There is nothing I can do but pretend:

Is this a rescue? a closure? a withdrawal

into Self? This life I call my life is

a long asphalt road. My car is going fast again.
Is it completely out of control?

I did not sleep last night. I will not

sleep tonight. I will stare into a vast sky,
wishing the stars delivered knowledge
as well as light. I will park my car

in some garishly lit space, then walk
slowly, deliberately into the deepest
night space. Blind and helpless,

I will be one with the victims. I choose this fate.

(This poem was inspired by the Cable TV series,
TRUE DETECTIVES, Season Three,2019.)
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A Higher Silence

In another moment

we will ascend

into Heaven...

Just another moment...
Ah, it never happens

as expected. Why?

Why should it? My mind,
which tosses up desires,
thoughts, fantasies,
fears, promises,

all impartially, all
spontaneously, is really

a vast empty space, not
even articulated as prairie,
ocean-floor or outer space,

just emptiness, but

so vast it can pretend

to be the mind of a god.
It is a god's prerogative
to fully inhabit his spaces,

as if no boundaries
exist. Wherever

he sets his eyes,
boundaries stretch thin,
then vanish, that's

life in such heavenly
space we aspire to

reach in another moment,
in just another moment,
we will ascend, we will....
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A Persian Rapture

A Poem by Paul Carrizales,
edited by Daniel Brick

Overtaken by that other mind

I sit beside myself - the eye

of flesh staring at the precipice -
wondering where you are:

Heart of my soul, where are you?

Behind these carnal eyes lies

the beacon's object, the still point:

the last weapon in the armory rusts,
poor people steal the tools,

No one objects when the osprey turns
into a swan. The rest stumble in slumber.

At coral dawn I awaken

from this world of dream,

water and West Wind at my face.
The questions were expected:
What is the name of the sun?
Does a fish know its appellation?
Can purple morning glory thank
new day's growing warmth?

I sit beside myself

wearing that other mind:

Beloved, how marvelous is your face!
The Face of faces, which fleshly eyes
have not seen. Who will tear the veil?

Fleet gazelles graze in a unseen garden

behind the eyes, where understanding

grows, and he who tastes knows.

Lovely women feel no obligation.

Khayyam learns what Kalabadhi knows:

the Secret of the Peacock Poet's silvered tongue.

I sit beside myself



watching the fine essence descending.

A Persian shepherd boy becomes

a soul in wonder, Jasmine blooms, fragrances
of Amber and Shalamar blend, water and

the West Wind stir things momentarily.

No fear remains...

After the rain, the rainbow mends the sky,

the day of colors appears again.

Heart of my soul, your sky bow waters my eyes,
and I know the name of the sun.

My friend Paul and I determied to write SUFI-inflected poems

during the summer of 1986. To that end, we both bought copies of Annemarie
Schimmel's THE MYSTICAL DIMENSIONS OF ISLAM, a beautifully

written work of scholarship. For that summer Paul and I wrote, conversed, and
drank wine from a SUFI vineyard. I cannot tell in

a SUFI poem where the poetry ends and the prayer begins, they are so
completely intermixed. And so it should be.

Daniel Brick



Twilight, Early Spring

(I)

She sits very still

in a grassy plot that will

soon be night, crossed with shadows,
pierced by shafts of piercing moonlight,
in the shallow darkness of early spring.

I am standing a short distance from her
in a grove of trees with pale green leaves.
There is no breeze. Every leaf is still,
even my breathing is slow and soundless.
Her twilight complexion is more beautiful

than twilight itself.&quot; Turn toward me, &quot;

I plead. &quot;See me, greet me.&quot; To no avail.
I walk tentatively behind her, and enter

the edge of her grassy plot. Suddenly

I feel like an interloper, and leave quickly.

As I turn away, as I walk away,

her presence weighs on me. I feel motionless

air on my arms and face, I see traces of moonlight
on my clothes, even the silence touches me.

But that girl of spring touches me most deeply.

Why do moon and trees, air and heat, darkness
and fading light all acknowledge me, and yet

she is silent, self-absorbed, distant even

in nearness? We are sharing this silence.

We are of one mind. It should be a shared spring.

(1)

The air is moist with desire.

We are just beginning to become

&quot;Spring People.&quot; The heaviness of winter
still holds many people in its cold grip.



&quot;Look at the sky! &quot; I want to shout at them.

The warmth washes over me with its pure air.
I am cleansed by it, I shine because it

covers me with illumination. This is as

close to the Garden as we can be, and

it is @ wonder to be shared with someone dear.

Who is that guy who's been eyeing me

for two hours? He approaches me timidly,
then withdraws boldly. I hope he reverses
his actions. He is obviously a man of Nature
and Desire. Come over here. Speak to me.
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Homage To Pablo Neruda

O Neruda, the twentieth century belongs to you.
Your whole life is contained within it. Your poems
aged like a precious wine over its decades,

and they grew stronger, even as you did,

in body and soul. If we placed your poems one by one
on the ground like pavement stones, they would

lead us to Isle Negra, where you lived with Mathilde
a life of love and service, of passion and poetry.
Your poems can abolish slavery where it still lurks,
they can relate history minus the lies of the victors,
they can create gardens whose flowers and flowering
trees send forth a fragrance that summons lovers,
they make birds swoop over our heads, they make
landscapes that promote harmony and hope.

Your name is a banner that reads in all languages:
&quot;Poetry is the Truth of Life.&quot; Our voices are cleansed
reciting your poems, our hearts swell with pride
carrying them within. O Neruda, the loneliness of
this twenty-first century without your presence

is unbearable. Speak through our voices, be present
as the Spirit of the Age, the Angel of its Salvation.
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Two Seasons

Everything winter is heavy

with itself. It admits no abridgement

of its length, and crushes the tender
wishes of spring. Spring is a locked room
on the second floor of a huge mansion.

The resident who locked it also lost

the key. This should have been foreseen.
Complaints are even now circulating

in the living room and dining room,

but little can be done, because of

the frozen condition of our lives.

The resident in question refuses

to show remorse, or even interest.

But a few of us crowd the warmth

of the kitchen, and vent our feelings.

We all know what is locked away

from us: Books with refrains of warm air;
pictures of tactile green fields;

a row of vases on a shelf, each of which
contains one flower aroma. And a collection
of songs written in the spring air

by composers bewildered by emotions
surging in their hearts, like unblocked streams
flowing freely in their channels. Will we be
so free? Or must we wait until spring releases us?
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Anima

In a high-domed room -

streams of light pouring

from a clear sky into the interior -

six painters are committed

to the creation of beauty

out of beauty. She sits

in @ simple chair in the center of the room.

She moves very little, her expressiion is a half smile,
her thoughts are so deep, nothing appears on her face.
The painters are the planets orbiting

her sun. She is no longer just a model.

She is whatever each painter finds

appears on his canvas. It will surely be

the truth of his art. Consider the possibilities:

She is a princess robed in privilege and pride.

She is a star everyone envies and praises.

She is the fulfillment of her lavish wishes.

She is a mystery to herself as well as to the others.
One of the painters has dropped his brush. He closes
his eyes tightly, as if he is praying. He thinks,
&quot;It is enough that I have looked upon you.

You can return to the sea foam

of your origins.&quot; She remains serenely silent.
The glow of the afternoon sun covers

the room in pale yellow light.
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Symphony No.8 By Anton Bruckner

ITI. Adagio. Feierlich langsam, doch nicht schleppend
The Great &quot;Slow Movement: &quot; Contemplation and Ecstasy

The conductor stands facing his musicians,

they face him. This will be beauty's high moment.
There is a silence as startling as a morning

without songbirds. These are the moments before
the runner bolts, before the chess player moves
her Queen, before four lips shape a kiss,

before the poet writes the word, t-e-n-d-e-r.

The depths into which these players can descend,
the heights which they can attain, are known only
to the highest Imagination: Prepare for the Vision...

It is like a woodland path just after a heavy rain,

the birds have resumed singing, raindrops glisten

in the restored sunlight, the scent of wet bark is sweet.

It is the sap running through the furthest branches.

It is the rabbit hopping through tall grass, it is deer
bounding in pursuit or in flight, it is my soul

rushing ahead to greet the woodland souls. We alternate
walking slowly or running nimbly. But listen now, just listen.

Bruckner's music is enveloped in Nature's Web.... and

Heaven's Glory. &quot;To the greater glory of God, &quot; he inscribed
in the score. Some claim, their eyes burning with sacred fire,

that angels descended and took Bruckner's soul to paradise.

And the old man, now a blessed spirit, rejoiced: &quot;Now to teach
the Angels to sing my Te Deum, and to write a Symphony scored

for the Spheres themselves... &quot;

Xk >k Xk X

The conductor moves his baton in an apparent silence, so quiet

is the Adagio's opening. This is music of the gentle ascent.

This is music that, step by step, regains its ancient home

where stars shine and moons glow. It is as if an angel descended,and we were
afraid because his first words were, &quot;Be not afraid.&quot;

Then folding his wings, he pointed to a golden staircase.



&quot; The music will guide your ascent, and it will confer grace.&quot;
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Recital

If I sit at the piano,

and make myself ready to play it

with simple gestures, perhaps

a dusting of the page of music and

a quick look at the last page,

and then I adjust the chair, once.

twice. Then complete stillness,

my hands folded in my lap,

my expression expectant,

will any of this draw the music

to me? Will it surge through the music-

saturated air of the auditorium, and

settle for a spell in my hands.

Wait, the length of a grace note,

and Stockhausen's Piano Piece V

descends from whatever empyrean space

it occupies and occupies my hands.

My fingers are taut with a knowledge

they have never known. My mind us empty,

it only listens. My fingers play

the first section of 60 quavers

in just 45 seconds, and immediately begin

the 104 quavers of the second section.

I am only dimly aware of playing. I want

to get up from the piano and kneel

at the edge of the stage, and cry out,
&quot;Forgive me, friends of music, for deceiving
you. I am no pianist, no musician. I am just

one of you, but I so longed to make music.
Forgive me.&quot; But it is useless. I am still

at the piano. I am finishing the fifth section

of 84 quavers and launch - can this really be true? -
into the last section of 95 quavers... Piano Piece V
is over. I feel my fingers relax and my hands lose
a vital energy. But an audience is applauding, and
I hear a woman say to her male companion, &quot;This was
better than Kontarsky's! &quot; I bow deeply, and
leave the stage. I carry the moment of music

in my soul.



(Poet's Note: Should I have added a subtitle, &quot;A Fantasy? &quot;
Well, the technical data I found and borrowed from

THE MUSIC OF STOCKHAUSEN: AN INTRODUCTION by Jonathan
Harvey,1975. This poem is make-believe, but even a charade

brings us closer to the music we love, and the composer we

revere. Any requests for an encore? ... Any?)

Daniel Brick



The Poet Today

I am the Poet of Today...

I can do no more: I am only a teller of tales,

a writer of poems, perhaps only a dreamer of reality,
always half-asleep, with inspiration revealing to me
only small epiphanies. And you, no doubt, are anxious
for some full, final wisdom.

from THE AGE OF STOCKHAUSEN
byDaniel Brick
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Reality

We are anxious, my friends, when we

should be astonished. How do we anchor
ourselves in the flow of wonders

that at every moment pass and surpass us?
Start now with serene resolutions:

Stretch your body to its full height

in the blaze of noon, plunge it

into the cool abandon of evening air.

Make your love of moonlight as transparent

as your love of daylight, and make it a reflection.

We live through a chaos of forces...

Summer smears its hot constitution over every

landscape. Nothing can resist its searing impact:

trees, dreams, polished gems, lakes of all sizes,

the ravine in the South, pathless forests, fountains

of sweet water, even a comet burning into the atmosphere.
And the deepest impact overtakes day and night, making
the bright light and the dark light release revelations

that will blend into a wonder for our souls.

And then Winter arrives with its prior claims

over our serenity. Winter freezes everything

into an impossible stillness, and nothing grows

or moves or feels. So we must descend into

The Interior where thoughts contend over issues
of Good and Evil, Love and Apathy, High and Low,
and create a friction that opposes its mental fire
to cold paralysis, and keeps a channel of freshness
ever flowing before our astonished gaze.
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The Good News

A week later, when Jesus had withdrawn

with the Twelve to the far side of the River Jordan,

my younger brother shouted my name from horseback.
of a fifth horse...

My father sent me to supervise our vineyards

in the north. My brother was delighted we were

living and working together. The grapes harvested
that year became a superb wine that made

our father proud of us. How could I abandon

a father so fulfilled in his eldest son

and a brother for whom I was the image

of the man he was becoming? I stayed with my family.

A year and a half later, I heard rumors of unrest

in the south. Jesus had been accused of blasphemy.
Travelers told me he was betrayed and dragged
before the Temple priests, and humiliated at

King Herod's court. Three Zoroastrian priests

quietly arrived and with suppressed emotion told me,
the Romans intervened and crucified that best of men.
I cried for three days and nights. On the morning

of the fourth day I awoke before dawn, and I saw a sign:
a perfect circle of brilliant yellow light, within a nimbus
of flowing white. I knew in a flash of truth -

My Redeemer lives. And I knew the days to come
would be sweeter and harder than ever before.

He dismounted and fell into my arms, with a cry of joy
that shook my heart. Three servants nearby stayed

on their horses, and one of them held the reins of a fifth horse.
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Epiphany

arrive, listen to Jesus and become disciples.

I no longer lived in ordinary time, all places

were made holy by His presence. Was this the life
I expected? Once from a hillside, I watched
Jesus, far below, address a crowd of five hundred.
Suddenly I was in a trance and what I saw was
the purest landscape ever. It was simply earth
newly created, it was Peace on Earth, it was -

the Kingdom of Heaven. A brilliant white light
was shining everywhere. At its center, a bright
yellow light blazed. . .Suddenly, it became

the figure of Jesus, whose right hand was raised.
And Jesus blessed me. . . A moment later,

I was in the midst of the crowd at the base of the hill.
And the voice of Jesus was sweet in my hearing.
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The Disciple

It was easier when there were

fewer of us.Sometimes there

were just half a dozen of us,

mingling with the Twelve

and Jesus himself. Like brothers,

we linked arms as we walked,

and no one complained. Jesus pointed
to a flock of birds overhead,

&quot;Be like them.&quot; And it was easy
to get shelter for the night:

servants of big estates led us

to the extra beds, or we slept

on the straw-softened floors

of a barn, or on a cushion of grass
with starlight swirling above us.

In the morning servants greeted

our Master with proper respect,

and they fed us fresh bread and

fruit. Some went to the gate with us.

As we walked to the next village,

Jesus spoke of the Kingdom of Heaven,

and we prayed to our God, the God of

Abraham, and Moses, and David. He said,

we are all part of the Kingdom of Heaven.

He called Our God &quot;Our Father, &quot; and so do we.

Of course, my father had different ideas.

I knew he would one day summon me home,

but he seemed satisfied I lived according

to the Law... I witnessed more strangers

arrive, listen to Jesus and become disciples.

I no longer lived in ordinary time, all places

were made holy by His presence. Was this

the life I expected? Once from a hillside I watched
Jesus, far below, address a crowd of five hundred.
Suddenly I was asleep and what I was saw was
the purest landscape of my life. It was simply
peace on earth. A brilliant white light was shinning,



at its center a brighter yellow blazed. Slowly

it became the figure of Jesus, whose right hand
was raised, and He blessed me...A moment later,
I was in midst of the crowd at the base of the hill,
and the voice of Jesus was sweet in my hearing.
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The Soul Is Always Naked

Why, what should be the fear, for my soul, being
a thing immortal?
Hamlet

The soul is always naked.*
What mortal weapon known
to men can wound the soul
whose armor is the truth
and whose life is integrity.

The soul is always naked.
How can it be otherwise
when the world is clothed
in deceit, and honesty

is a disdained fabric.

The soul is always naked,
because it is transparent:
the light from above flows
through it and joins the light
of its own sweet will.

The soul is always naked.

Rich men, ever jealous

and insecure, want to rob

it blind, to leave it

to languish, and cover up

the shame of it with explanations.

* &quot; Naked&quot; has a two-fold meaning:
unprotected and unclothed.
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sSsummer

Summer smears its hot constitution

over every available landscape,

Nothing resists its searing imprint:

trees, dreams, polished gems, lakes,

the ravine in the south, a passing comet.
And the deepest impression overtakes

day and night, making the bright light and
the dark light both release revelations
that will inform the very notion of seasons.

It's early, my anxious friends. The stage is

still empty, and the best actors are still
learning their lines by heart. Fame means little
to them. They simply want to inhabit summer
with rest of us, stretching to their full height

in the blaze of noon, plunging into the cool
abandon of evening air. Remember! Moonlight
is as fair and transparent as sunlight...

Do not tremble. Keep body and soul receptive

to the gentlest breeze. Smile more frequently

Make room in the medicine cabinet for the Elixir

of Summer; divide the potion according people's
needs. Use morning light as your beacon of success.
Nestle into the dim glow of what is left of moonlight.
Say a prayer or two so that the sun will rise tomorrow
just as the prayers of the madonna with black tresses
released today's sun, which now fades into its eternity.
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Finding You

for a bold dreamer

When I find you again, it will be

in the high country you have wandered
so long that clouds recognize you,

and bunch together to greet you.

They are in awe of your journeys

over the hard rugged surface,

whereas they glide through open space
on winged air-currents, under the dome
of Heaven. They consider you Heaven's
rare gift. Have I been blind to what
clouds know out of their pure instinct?
And what of me? I must look deep

into and eyes, and fall into the meshes
of your soul. I have so much to learn
when I find you again...
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An Experience Of Grace

Once when we were camped on a hillside, and
Jesus was speaking at a great distance,

I stretched out my body and let sleep
command me. I suddenly awoke and felt

a fierce scarlet light scorch my head.

I covered my face. Then I opened my eyes

to a cool white light inside a shimmering
yellow halo. And I was speechless because
the face of Jesuswas staring at me, and

his right hand was raised and blessed me,
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Haunted

Why do other words crumble
after I say your name?

What is this salt

that fills my eyes

when I close them

to draw your smile closer?
What good is remembering
if you can no longer play
your role in the flesh?

I was the one Fate chose

to stay alive: to speak your name

at night, to show your smile

to the sun, to wait for you

to sing a song neither of us knows,

to embrace a figure of air shaped like you.
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Divine/Human Communication

Prayer by George Herbert

Prayer the Church's banquet, Angels' age,

God's breath in man returning to his birth.

The soul in paraphrase, heart in pilgrimage,

The Christian plummet sounding heaven and earth;
Engine against the Almighty, sinners' tower,
Reversed thunder, Christ-side-piercing spear,

The six-days' world transposing in an hour,

A kind of tune, which all things hear and fear;
Softness, and peace, and joy, love, and bliss,
Exalted Manna, gladness of the best,

Heaven in ordinary, man well drest,

The milky way, the bird of Paradise,

Church-bells beyond the stars heard, the soul's blood,
The land of spices; something understood.

EROS = human love, based on passionate attraction;
AGAPE = spiritual or idealized love; the love of benevolence, friend-

ship of the spirit
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Preface: A Man Alone

An Unfinished Fiction

Is the man alone the hero

of this story? Does he perhaps

double as the villain? It would

not be difficult for him to play

both roles. On the surface

both characters are elegant

in clothing and conversation, both

pay a generous tithe to Mother Church,

both promise a full accounting

to the Office of Taxation, both

alternately stand out in a crowd,

or sink into into anonymity if required.

One says: We are masters of disguise and deceit.&quot;
He speaks in a loud firm voice. The other cringes.
They found it: the tiny detail that makes each unique.
We can go home now. There's no more Mystery....
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The Night Sky

I once read the night sky

like a favorite book that

needed neither note nor

gloss, so well-remembered

were its images, spread

across both mind and sky.

I read the stars and

the words with equal felicity,

and knew the messages hidden

in both. I made it so that

all was clear, all was known.

And then suddenly a double eclipse
darkened my prospects far and wide.

AManAlone

Poems by Daniel Brick
Woodcuts by Franz Masereel
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Reading The Sky

I once read the night sky

like a favorite book, which

no longer needed notes or gloss,

so close to my heart lay the book's
meaning. I stand, hatless and thought-
less, beneath those cosmic letters
riddling my fortune, measuring

my years still in earth, ever ready

for the shallow sleep at night, or

my deep sleep once and for all.

A MAN ALONE

Poems by Daniel Brick

Woodcuts by Franz Masereel
AMANALONE

POEMS BY DANIEL BRICK
WOODCUTS BY FRANS MASEREEL
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Friendship

I sought a friendship with the wind.

I merely stood at the center of a circle

I imagined into being. I slowly rotated,

bowing briefly to each of the Four Directions.

At first, I felt only that heavy emptiness

within that makes you choke on your own breath.

I saw, in a suspended moment, a dry, brittle

bush wave in the air, its green swiftly returned

to leaves and branches, and it flourished before me:

I knew what Wordsworth had tried to teach me in verse
now revealed in the humble bush's renewal, that Nature's
soul overspreads time and place. Immediately I felt

a soft breeze touch my face and cover my body

with lilac scent. The wind had answered my summons.
She had witnessed my renewal and displayed her
welcoming &quot;Yes&quot; to our friendship in touch and
truth. Henceforth, we travel the earth as one being.
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Peace

December 31,2018

Jessica sits very still

in a spot that will soon

be Night, crossed by shadows,
immersed in a silence far

far greater than her own.

She accepts this silence

because all that must be said
was already spoken by all of us
this morning and early afternoon.
Further speech would only cloud
those words of sufficient light,
now dimming, flickering, soon to
vanish, just as they should.

I can just barely see you

approach this still spot, and

sit beside Jessica. There is

a pause in Night's passage.

Jessica's right hand clasps

your left hand, and both of you

tighten the grip. It becomes

the gesture of prayer: you are locked

in a single appeal for grace...

The darkness widens, as more light withdraws
into the sleep all of us needs. How can we
say, &quot;Darkness has fallen, &quot; without also
saying, &quot;Light has risen over us? &quot;
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&quot;My Angel... &quot;

for Sonja

My Angel, I know you

will never abandon me.

You sit wholly encased

in your frame, exactly

as Sonja intended. Your will
and your fate mesh perfectly.

You look to the left, your gaze
turned upward. Are you looking
into my future? Or is something
in my past on which you fix

your sight? Whatever the object,
I know your concern benefits me.

My Angel, you are my other self,

my parallel being. We share both
surface realities and depths I can
barely grasp. I am only half-alive
unless your spirit unfolds itself
throughout my being, body and soul.

You cradle either a narrow rapier

or a frail cross near your heart.

Which one you use depends upon

the challenges you face in protecting

me. My Angel, let us pray together

that only the gentlest measures are required.
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The Silence

Dimly in my dreams I hear a children's

choir singing a sweet song: their music is

heard in the heart and resonates in the mind.
Let us listen together: There, under the oak tree!

Xk >k X Xk X

One night changed everything: I listened as the traveler
told about his journey across three continents,
searching for five minutes of silence. Everywhere

was the clamor, the clangor, the sheer noise

of the world. Is there a niche somewhere of silence?
Just five minutes, and if there is five minutes,

could there be... No, let us proceed slowly,
deliberately like a robin scuffing for food in winter.

Xk >k X Xk X

One night I listened to an old wanderer

tell of his journeys across three continents
searching for The Silence. Everywhere he turned
he felt there were promises but they slipped away.



Once, a lifetime ago, he had stopped

at a caravan serai, expecting to find

a measure of peace. Surrounded by exhausted
animals and despairing men, he surrendered
to sleep, and fell into an abyss of dreams.

His first dreams were nightmarish. He was paralyzed,
but he dreamed on and dreamed himself past winter,
into spring, and even tasted fresh water cool his lips.
He rose out of the dream-depths, and woke up to a festival



of villagers and travelers at the caravan serai. It was not
the peace he desired, but it was not the turmoil he feared.
It was a middle zone, an open place that extended past
what he could see or imagine. It was sufficient. He knew

his journeying was over. His quest had failed. The silence

he had found was soul-silence, only a subsequent life of

care and prudence could preserve its benefits. He had nothing
to give to others - he could only rescue himself...

I left him and we were both in a rare mood of hope.

As he sat in reverie, he knew his quest, no longer his affair,
had been passed on to me. Within me was a vibrant spring,

all my inner strengths were washed clean, and joined together

in @ wholeness of readiness. I would have gifts to share

with all the others in due time. There was no need to rush.
Ahead of me was the Shrine of Silence I would find soon,

or perhaps it would find me. Its healing will rescue and redeem.
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Our Master, Robert Bly

Robert, you are still the teacher,

and I am forever your pupil, sitting

on a log in a sun-streaked woods

or on a hard metal chair at a formal

reading, or sprawled on a living room

carpet. Anywhere or everywhere, you raise

your baritone voice and regale us with poems.
You separate us from our usual comforts,

make us squirm and wonder, &quot;Is he still
talking about that same subject from last year,
and the year before, or the time, remember it?
when the last glacier sliced through southern
Minnesota, and in an impromptu poem, Robert
named the three new lakes it had carved.&quot;
But a silence greeted your latest poems

about grief as the flip side of joy. Where did

you first find grief and joy so perfectly

meshed? At your other house on the far side of
the River? Where you live with badgers, deer,

a great horned owl, unfettered horses, stray dogs,
even a lone wolf, who howls when you recite.
And what is that dark creature sunning itself

on your front porch? Robert, when will you stop
surprising us? I saw your writing tools on a table
in the Great Hall of the Poetry Building. A pen
was spilling blue ink wantonly over piles of

pure white pages, a PC was furiously revising
new poems, even an old typewriter was making
an inventory of past poems. And then I saw you,
walking swiftly through the tall grass, pausing
only long enough to write in a small notebook.
But the Book, Robert, the Book! Some say it can't
be closed. You keep expanding it. Others say

it has burst into spontaneous life. Imagine that!
I remember meeting you over fifty years ago

at a Poets Against the War reading at St. Cloud
State University. An exchange student from Vietnam
was in the audience, and he came to the podium
and recited one of his English-language poems,



imitating your vocal inflections with pitch-perfect

intonation. It was very moving. Even five decades later,

that memory brings tears to my eyes. That brave young man,
his country ravaged by war, still trusted poetry, and he

chose you as his master. Poetry was the Joy, War the Grief,
and the two were knotted together like Fire in the Lake.
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Birds And Humans

I am awake at dawn, the earliest light,
because my heart needs the green air
filtered into its interior space

by my unforced breathing.I am ready...

The male cardinal flies over me
and deposits his songs in my heart
the way his female deposits eggs
in their nest and broods over them.

And I brood over the vexed affairs
of humanity. The cardinal pair

will hatch fledglings from their
brooding. What will mine create?
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Contentment In Old Age

It was Cloud Realm

my mind entered, effortlessly,

like breathing in pure

mountain air. My wife and I

glided into a deeper intimacy,

and we housed our happiness

in @ simple middle-class home
nestled in a woods, a calm lake
half-circling the yard. That is

our &quot;terra firma, &quot; our domestic
peace, the place more than any other
that confers a sense of wholeness.

So when we embrace in the morning
kitchen, or the living room criss-
crossed with afternoon sun shafts,

in the bedroom or gazebo, we live
for moments as if this place is

down the block from Eden, or just
ahead of Paradise...

Deep in sleep, when my body loosens

and my arms flail in search another

warm body, I am not myself but some

other being, sui generis. But if I wake

suddenly and see her asleep beside me,

see the darkness hides absolutely nothing,

I slip back into sleep without a second

thought. And my released thoughts disperse
into the Cloud Realm in which my sleep

floats, and my Intellectual Life is transcended.
I become a pure spirit for the duration

of nightly repose... And deep, very deep
within, I hear my voice saying again and again:
&qguot;Thank you... Thank you... Thank you.&quot;
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&quot;Winter Has Descended... &quot;

I am moved by...

The notion of some infinitely gentle
Infinitely suffering thing.

T. S. Eliot

Winter has descended into

our company like an ornery guest
who will share no hospitality

but just piles show and more snow,

and spreads sheer cold over our bodies
and souls. Shivering outside and inside,
I write you a letter to feel your warmth
I use the word &quot;love&quot; three times,

twice on page two and once on page four.

For me all of it is just words on paper.

Forgive me, I did not realize the vibrancy

of your heart would be so touched, so aroused.

The first time you read the word &quot;love&quot;
on page two, your sleeping heart awoke and
spread sweetness and light throughout your being,
and things dark and harsh within became radiant.

The second time your eyes encountered the same word

on the same page, you rejoiced to see &quot;love&quot; in flight,
circling in freedom, but staying close to its home -

a gesture of hope, an act of kindness, a blessing.

You paused. You asked me why I was so unmoved, but
I was heavy with wonder, and I was as still as a tree
drinking in an excess of light. You smiled, and it was
another of light that nourished my inner being...

Then you read the final &quot;love&quot; on page four and
declared it was &quot;agape&quot; love that immediately,
at the speed of light, circled the globe with

radiance that outshone briefly the dawn's brilliance.



And then it was over: we stood together, amazed
but content, in the afterglow of a shared vision.
And we simply accepted the common light

of an ordinary day....

(This poem is a response to a beautiful but bitter-sweet poem by
Nosheen Irfan, &quot;We vowed to stay together....&quot;)

Daniel Brick



&quot;Mountains Into Clouds&quot; (*)

(I)

Eyes reach into a distance

no body can attain, and place

a mark at intervals of space

and time. Eyes inhabit a region

in which descending shafts of
darkness momentarily blend with
ascending shafts of light, and

they both illumine and darken

the world. Then they vanish

from each other's presence, and
disappear into their particular

colors and shapes. This is our Reality:
to be alive to sensation and wonder.

(1)

The magic begins at dusk:

spiritual eyes have been

patiently blind, and now

they assert their traits:

being soundless, weightless,
scentless, they glide

through the heaviness of Nature,
like a Vedic priest's knife slicing

the sacrificial butter. They stretch
further into the Night, and arrive
on immense plains where they envision
cities rise up against the power of
Nature with the power of Humanity.

Nature is a stream of both physical

and spiritual lights, united to make

both Night and Day prosper in their
alteration. Then Humanity enters this Reality:
under the branches of the sky, they rush

into love and hate, learn true lessons,

and try to make to make two become one.



Above the roots of the ground, they gather together,
possessed of love and hate, and make a dwelling

for both solitude and company. And they become
One Reality, sometimes dark and sometimes light.

* This phrase from A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM reveals the ambiguity of
how and what eyes see.
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&quot;When You Read My Poem.... &quot;

When you read my poem, let the words

be like the flashes of light you love,

and are just as brief as the light they cast.
Read my verse rhythms as if they were

parallel to the warm breezes that caress

your flesh in their passage. And if a phrase
strikes you as especially truthful or an image
as especially lovely, pause your reading so that
it can sink into your heart...

What are these words but air breathed in and out,
with their sounds carrying into the world

this stumbling eloquence, which arrives as poetry,
goes deep within your being, and disappears...
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&quot;Images Abound! &quot;

A Poem for Baharak

They say the music plays

without a destination.

They say the Heaven's Gate

is shut tightly and locked.

They say six converging paths

enter a huge meadow in the lowlands.

You will lose your way, and blind

with fear, huddle in an unforgiving

darkness. They say the hill you climb

the next morning will trap you in a pathless
forest occupied by a murder of crows. They say
by the second day's end you will have lost
resolve to find the Chapel of Beginnings.

They say your faith cannot withstand these tests.

My friend, do not listen to their terrorist words.

Their speech is meant to defeat you. They are

lapsed pilgrims who have lost every tendril of

faith that once connected them to shining hope.
Stragglers have broken free of their control,

and have left behind this company of despair.

They greet you with famished hopes, they share
their meager provisions with you, they sing

in cracked voices of their escape. &quot;Join us! &quot;
They cry. &quot; We are the self-rescued ones.&quot;
Not even rain clouds massing overhead can

dampen your high spirits. Soggy ground makes

you stumble again and again, chill air bites

your face, but you rejoice in your success

in the company of the self-rescued ones.

The French song you sing softly in the twilight
will reach my hearing like a cherished memory.
A pair of angels will reassure you the Heaven's
Gate always swings open in a celestial breeze.
All six paths lead to the welcoming homestead
of the Green People, who will tenderly give you



sweet water to drink and magic mushrooms

to eat to ease your stress. When you enter

the Dark Places, courage will not abandon you
and the light within will guide you unerringly.
Crows will scatter at your approach. And nestled
in @ green valley you will see the Chapel. The air
will resound with welcoming music sung by your
new friends who greet you from your new home.
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If You Asked Me...

If you asked me, &quot;Is Spring the fairest

season? &quot; I would answer, &quot;Yes, it is the fairest,
but Autumn is deeper and broader, and gives

the soul ample time to enjoy a season of wonder.&quot;

If you asked me, how do I survive a night

of despair I would touch your cheek and say,

&quot;I would not: I would die before midnight,

but in the soft morning light, I would be reborn.&quot;

If you asked me, &quot; Why do friends, even the best

among them, betray us and abandon us? &quot; I would be
silent a long time, &quot;I do not know how to answer you.
They are only human like me and you: Forgive them.&quot;

If you asked me, &quot;Am I beautiful, or is it only

the other girls who possess beauty? &quot; I would hand you

a sprig of lilac in its season of bloom, and say,

&quot;You do not possess beauty like the other girls: You Are Beauty.&quot;

If you asked me, &quot;How can I know you are telling me

the Truth? &quot; I would smile suddenly. &quot;You know my words
are truthful, deep inside you know this, because

you trust me as I trust you in a double bond that cannot be false.&quot;
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The Perfect Arc Part One

Kais! Kais! Do you know

who you are? Do you know

at least where you are?

You are standing on a ridge

overlooking a cliff. A few

careless steps and you will

trip, falling to rock-covered

shoreline below. You can't go on.

You must change direction.

Will you stay in this one place, and

let nature batter you through seasons
of cold and heat, scarcity and plenty?
You have entered a wasteland, you have
become an unthinking dweller in wilderness.

Kais, is this hapless figure before me

really you? Haunted by loss, bereft of

family, torn by impossible desires,

you are dying from the inside out.

You are gaunt and speechless, the bloom

of your youth has withered, your former beauty
vanished like the final decay of a once resplendent
rose. I am your loving elder brother, Kais, and
your silence breaks my heart. Is there not left
within you some flame which radiates your identity?
Reminds you of your duty to our parents and

our tribe? Rumors abound that a mere woman

has reduced you to this... I can give you

a harem of women who will smother her memory.
Why is this woman so particular to you?

Step backward, Kais, and take my hand.

(This poem is the first in a series of poems which will be a
MAJNUN AND LAYLA REDUX.)
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Two Poems Inspired By Moon Light

The pale glow of the Moon

enters my night space.

I summoned this visitation

by my fidelity to the Night,

and she has responded

in a gracious display of

nocturnal readiness.

Massive clouds swirl above.

but a corridor remains

for moonlight to descend.

I look up, the Moon looks down:

ours is a partnership of

visions meshed together, sealed.

a single reality. The colors and

shapes of Moonlight convey something
akin to words. And tonight

the message is: &quot;Expect nothing.&quot;

II

Doubt spreads itself everywhere

in a vast field of mist admitting

no light. Many, no longer willing

to resist, surrender to this

gradual darkness; they are pleased

by the comfort of not thinking

things through... I have learned

how to move in this dim landscape,

I have learned how to wait for

the return of light, I have learned.
Perhaps, in some mysterious way,

I am a part of this return, an agonized
witness to the increasing darkness,
soon to become a herald of the arrival.
Those who are more sensitive, and
see more, see further, saw this:
&quot; EXPECT NOTHING AND ALL WILL BE GIVEN.&quot;



(This poem is a response to &quot;Confabulation, &quot; Baharak
Barzin's Address to the Moon.)
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Envoi: A Day In The Life Of Baharak Barzin

You will awake early to a morning
neither sunny nor cloudy but simply
a new day for you to color and shape
as you wish, and the Light will shine

within you brighter than any normal day.
You will wander at noon through bazaars
and stores, where money spills from hand
to hand, and people cradle new purchases

as if they had soul-value. But you are
unmoved until you see your friends
sitting serenely in a pool of sunlight
at a table festooned with flowers.

Smiles flit across your faces for hours.
Later, visiting your relatives, you will
sense your younger brother needs help.
When he sees the kindness in your eyes,

he will unfold his heart's truth just

to you, and he will feel a sudden peace.
You too will feel this peace as if you traced
a butterfly's flight over a patch of flowers.

Images abound! Your mind is a net which holds
them loosely until they connect with other images,
fecund, lovely, conveying impressions that resist
being attached to words at this time. But you know,

in some mysterious way, they are the beginnings
of your future poems. They make no demands on you
yet, do not nag at you for embodiment in words.
For now they occupy quiet caverns in your mind.

They even sleep. They even dream, and when one
of their dreams meshes perfectly with one of yours,
a poem is being born in the crucible of your
imagination, and its birth is imminent. This is



the ideal repose before the clamor of creation takes over.
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Echoes No.11: Inspired By Attar

Your eyes watch bright winds sweep away

the day's debris, or they watch as sun rays
sparkle the lake's surface. It doesn't matter
which happens first. The order of time is suspended,
so that everything can be fulfilled at once...

It is the same experience when you take things
of the world into your Interior Being:

They are cleansed and returned to the world.
Every problem can be resolved through your
heart's generosity. Attar watches over you,

his love for you will last for centuries...

Forgive me! I had doubts, unworthy doubts,
and did not trust you until this very moment

of shining obedience. I am kneeling at your
left side. It feels good to pay homage with you.

(This poem is a response to Baharak's gift of a poem by Attar, Poet of Nishapur.
About himself, Attar wrote,

Attar, you've scattered with each breath

musk-scented mysteries on earth.

X 3k ok ok

You've thrilled and excited lovers.

You've strummed your music in the key of love.)
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Echoes No.10: A Special Rose

We were walking through your Rose Garden

on the same day the West Wind was spreading

its warm health over flowers and people.

We walked through the same heat, the same

pure air, the same fragrant happiness.

But never did our steps take us to the same

place of delight in same moment of delight.

You failed to find me, I failed to find you,

our double efforts were futile. The &quot;old garden&quot;
was a labyrinth disguised as a place of promised

union. But are not gardens well-known for preserving
their secrets? They are not human, they know nothing

of desire... And indeed a higher purpose was

our purpose: you had sensed &quot;devils&quot; present that day,
prowling the garden, seeking to Kkill its fragile beauty.

We were summoned to a higher purpose than our simple
delight. And together we preserved this natural beauty.

It was a day of gain rather than loss, we preserved

the air, the breath, the double column of prayer ascending
and grace descending, the myth of time: the abundance,
the myth of space: the fulfillment, the myth of the rose: the beauty.

(This poem is a heart-felt response to Baharak's generous poem, &quot;The
Rose.&quot;)
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Echoes No0.9: The King And The Willow

Who is this &quot;great king&quot;?

Is he a worthy king, who deserves

the power he has been granted?

I know he is worthy, because you wait

for him, through bright autumn and

&quot;cruel winter&quot;. I trust his grasp

of power, because I trust you. When you

bow to this king, I will bow too...

But more than kings and their power,

we have love: I love the &quot;weeping willow&quot;

in your garden. I know its loneliness is

really its desire to love all loving things.

It will not be a whole thing until we declare,

&quot; O blessed willow, you are the emblem,

the symbol of the holiness of our future

existence.&quot; Its loneliness is the impatience

of a love that cannot yet embrace all that it loves.

We live still in a world of partial happiness.

We live still in a world that a great king must protect,

We live still in a world where only the rare willow flourishes.
But deep under the earth, where all the waters flow together,
where all the roots are entangled in one life, where we are
are all one immense soul, there, there is born Our Life Eternal.

(This poem is a response to Baharak Barzin's wonderful
visionary poem, &quot;Attesta.&quot;)

Daniel Brick



A Song Of Heaven And Earth

A Prayer-Poem for Anna,
daughter of Emma and Angel

Dear Anna,

because people no longer listen

to the morning and evening concerts

of song birds, we have lost a glory

the was once shining in the world.

There was a time when whole villages

awoke before dawn. Families and friends
clustered below a wide opened window

and listened to the birds' carillon.

Some even went outside, wrapped in robes
and blankets, and sat close together

and watched the birds swooping overhead
until they settled on branches to sing.

People and birds were bonded in the sight

of God and His angels... But things change,
passions weaken, and most people found sleep
sweeter than song. A glory passed away from the earth.

The birds then put their faith in children.

They knew that children must develop

a very tough skin to live a human life.

So they began to sing songs which touched

their hearts before they were hardened.

Oh, how wondrously birds sing within

the hearing of children! And, hovering above

them in the Middle Heaven, the Angels are present...

Dear child, I will tell you a great secret:

Angels and Birds are cousins - It's true.

Some even believe birds taught angels

how to fly, that cannot be true. But they

surely taught them to sing! And for ages,

the songs children sing joyously on earth

the angels repeat in heaven. There is always

a column of song raised by children, then raised
higher by birds and then even higher by angels.



Finally, this song enters the perfect

silence of the highest heaven and reaches the hearing

of the Lord God, the Creator and Protector of the Universe,
who loves the angels and the birds and the children.

With equal fervor His Love unifies earth and heaven. Amen.
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A Memory Of Prayer

And what was my experience of prayer?

In a small side chapel in the vast

interior of the Church at St. John's
University stood the only sacred image

other than the crucifix: a small wooden
statue from ninth century Byzantium of

the Blessed Virgin holding Baby Jesus,
whose right hand is raised in blessing.

I prayed silently, fervently before an image
of the holiness present everywhere and always
in this world of flesh and spirit: I knelt

in wonder at the Mystery of Incarnation.

It was just my lone human self touched

by Grace descending as my prayer ascended.
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Echoes No.8: Our Opened Hearts

Today is just an ordinary Tuesday,

in Fall, partly bright and partly dark.

The wind rips leaves from their branches
before their time to fall, and they paint

the lawn red, yellow and gold. I rake

the leaves into piles: they resemble

dull fires that need to be fed by fresh flames.

Later, inside I play Mozart. His orchestra of

twenty-four musicians is a crystal sky

from which the solo violin descends into melody

and the solo viola adds harmony. It is a poised

and steady beauty which only human beings create.

For thirty minutes I neither think nor reason.

Even memory stops as &quot;allegro, &quot; &quot;andante, &quot; and
&quot;presto&quot; rhythms replace the procession of time.

Thoughts and memory return to my refreshed mind,
both focus on you and your thoughts and memory

as you wander across your &quot;paradise&quot; island.
I see you standing on an elevation, looking over

land and sea, your face upturned to receive

the light, your arms outspread to embrace the air.
Everywhere you go the island is alive and responds

to your presence. It is a mysterious union,

you are both witness and participant. Person

and place, Baharak and island are a single reality.

(This poem is a response to two landscapes, for me it is southern
Minnesota, for Baharak it is an island in the Persian Gulf.

The music of Mozart is his luminous masterpiece, SINFONIA CONCERTANTE
FOR VIOLIN, VIOLA & ORCHESTRA, performed by Gidon Kremer, Ula Ulijona
and Kremerata Baltica.)
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Echoes No.7: The Island

The Island you desire

is neither near nor far.

It is both accessible and

completely out of reach.

If you try to get there

by air, the seasoned pilot

will fly in wider and wider

circles, searching for this

green spot in a blue immensity.

He will readily admit failure

and ruefully smile when you

ask for a second attempt...

On a destined morning, you will

sense a different light has covered

your sleep, you will smell sweetness

of an alien fruit, and you will know

you have attained the Island you desire.

Don't think of this poem as a riddle,

don't think of your journey as a miracle,

don't think at all. This is a place you

are meant to be. Your future good deeds

depend on your timely arrival. Even events
leading up to your marriage are intertwined

with your experiences here and now. You may
even cross paths with one of your future
children. She will recognize you immediately:
&qguot;Mother, mother, I see you, and now my life
can really begin.&quot; And you two will shed tears
of absolute joy in a timeless embrace. And then
a moment later, you will be in Tehran, sitting

in your favorite chair, your mother in the kitchen
fixing your favorite food. And all of this will be
remembered as a dream, or dreamed as a memory.

(This poem was inspired by an email from Baharak as she visited
an island in the Persian Gulf for the first time.)
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Echoes No.6: Failure

I am just a common man, one of

the teeming &quot;hoi poloi, &quot; a man of
ordinary desires, sometimes hot,

more often cool, even their satisfaction
leaves me bereft, anxious for a greater
fulfillment. I sometimes dream I am a winged
creature, but when I awake, my wings are
pressed into my flesh and cannot unfold,

or they hang uselessly, stirring slightly

in a passing breeze. Often I look out

a high window at the wide blue sky. It is
emblematic of your summons, &quot;Come Here.&quot;
If only I could pump vital energy into

my wings, or stir my mind to grasp

some natural energy flowing freely

around my stale existence, then I would
surprise first myself and then you and -
Sometimes I move forward until an invisible
resistance halts me, Then I move backwards,
fall backwards and feel a rare excitement,
until fear halts me, fear the sentinel

that frustrates impulse and keeps me trapped.
I am after all just a common man, so why
should I aspire to change my condition?

The day has sunk into darkness, the high
window is blank. Why should it be otherwise?

(This poem is a response to &quot;Come Here&quot; by Baharak Barzin.&quot;)
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Echoes No.5: The Re-Creation

&quot;Descend upon me like the Lord's
shadow upon Jesus&quot; So you prayed
throughout a recent night of wounds
and wonders. The pain inflicted

on you was real and threatened

to leave scars in your soul;

the wonders you witnessed lifted

your soul past harm of any kind.

And so it is: every hurt calls forth

its healing. I can only offer a purely
human comfort, and the wonder of it is
it is entirely sufficient...

What is it you most desire now?
Whatever it is, you know I share

in its full measure. So you can let go

of any clinging and let yourself fall

and fall until you arrive at a summit
unbelievably high where day and night
blend into a perpetual twilight or

an endless dawn light. We will fulfill

even unspoken promises as I ascend

to reach the depths you occupy, and

you descend to arrive at the heights

I command. It doesn't matter which
happens first or second, because

being there together is a destiny

we fulfill by making neither effort

nor resistance. We will stand side by side
in a blue space spotted with trees, sliced
by streams, and more of our kind will arrive
with each moment of wonder we register.
And so there will be a garden at the end
as there was in the beginning....

(This poem is a response to &quot;Descend Upon Me&quot; by Baharak Barzin.)
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Echoes No.4: Baharak's Voice

&quot;Today is the Festival of Hafez!
All of the people in Shiraz,

residents and visitors together,
celebrate the poet we most love.
Flowers bloom in gardens, along
streets, in the hands of lovers.
Everywhere they bloom, as if each
were a poem made of fragrance
instead of words, and we breathe

that enlivened air. The only thing
sweeter than this air is the poetry

of Hafez... Everywhere people

recite and sing Hafez's words, some
even dance to them, like the Sufis

in the ecstasy of love. It is as if

no time separates us from Hafez's
presence in the city he loved.

Hafez said, Shiraz honey flows

in Shiraz streets. Hafez said,

Khidr's stream is hard to find, hidden
in the land of night, but Ruknabad flows
down mountains slopes into Shiraz, and
gives us the purest water. Hafez said,
O Poets of Every Age, listen with your
eternal hearts, sing with your immortal
voices and leap into lasting ecstasy!

&quot;At this moment, I feel only the goodness
of life, only the generosity of my friends,

only the kindness of my mother, only the joy

of this day. Where does all this goodness

come from? Who is the Giver? That question
contains its own answer. Surely, this goodness
descends from Heaven as God's gift to all of us.
All of it - Hafez's poetry, our celebration,

the flowers and the streams, work and wonder,
the various loves humans shower over each other -
all of this is blessed by God. And as He watches,
His eyes are pleased by what he sees! ! &quot;



(This poem is a response to Baharak's email about the National Day
in Iran which celebrates the great poet, HAFEZ, in his beloved city
of SHIRAZ.)
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Echoes No 3: In Early Fall.2018.

Today is a nondescript day

in early Fall. It is not a day

that will inspire a Nature Poem,

or any poem of merit. A carpet of

fallen green leaves covers

the pale green of the lawn. Both leaves

and grass seem exhausted by their abundant
life throughout summer, and are resigned

to an early death or a long sleep until

spring. I felt this lassitude in nature

invade my soul and pull me down all day.

I felt a kind of despair in the midst of

this season of harvest and decay. Why did

the negative side of the season overwhelm

its positive elements? Then I read your poem
which names &quot;Love&quot; seven times, and each time
I heard your voice speak that blessed word

I was lifted out of my melancholy. Or rather

I became one with the poem, and both hope and
happiness mingled in my heart, and a day I had
considered lost found its proper identity

as a time we shared in a flight of delight.

(This poem is a response to Baharak Barzin's poem, &quot;Can You
Ever Feel My Feelings.&quot;)
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Echoes No.2: Shadows

Shadows mean us no harm.

Their meager thoughts cannot

connect to our subtle minds.

Still they occupy our pure flesh

and invade our radiant souls,

desperately hoping to become

real beings like us. Their presence

causes us distress. How can we help them
in their distress without harming our selves?
What sacrifice can we make to give them
at least hope? I spend sleepless nights
wrestling with this need to help them.

I know you share this frustrated charity.

(This poem is a response to &quot;The Shadow&quot; by Baharak Barzin.)
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Echoes No.1: Under A Dark Sky

I rose early today. I waited patiently

for the sky to unfold its glory and

spread its light. But the sky remained
stubbornly overcast and no golden light
poured over me. Still even the faintest
morning light traces a single path

to discoveries. To walk that path is to be

a man or a woman who lives the living truth.

The morning arrived in its due time. It knows

its place in the world is modest and transient.

And it does not need to promise us more than

that time we spend together when the world allows
us to be together You may not believe this yet

but the promise was revealed by an angel

who descended from the moon in a sacred mist,
and then returned fulfilled to the hidden king.

The sky today was just a locked room, hoarding

its beauty. No light came forth into our selves

from that blank expanse. But your words, alive

in your poem, released a rescuing light that

brightened this day of gloom. And my poem caught

fire from yours and now it is poised to inspire you.

You may not believe this but you will because it is

simply your heart which rises every morning to spread its light.

(This poem is a response to &quot; Where Has the Angel Voice Gone? &quot;
by Baharak Barzin.)
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Dream Visitations

On an early spring night

I dreamed of a young man

in a red tunic who simply floated

down a sandy ridge above my place

on the beach. He passed me quickly

in @ heavy silence. Then he turned

back and stood before me, his arms
akimbo, his face smiling with welcome.
There was a flash in my brain - it almost
woke me up - and then a truth I had been
pursuing for weeks suddenly flooded

my brain, pure and whole. The young man
in the red tunic was gone, and no foot prints
in the raw sand traced his departure...

I dreamed of a young man in a red tunic,

who got lost in his thoughts, He was braced

against a palm tree, as he slept deeply,

occasionally stirring as if he were on a mission,
other than bodily rest. When he finally woke,

he spoke without surprise, as if we were -

friends on an outing. &quot;The road above us leads
to a wicked city. We will not cut through it,

but circle around it. As you are fond of saying,
Daniel, 'So it goes! '&quot; It's true - that's what I
say. We spent the day together, and I cannot tell
when the dream ended (if it did) , nor when my reality
took over (if it did) ...

Night after night, he visited my dreams,

the young man in a red tunic. Sometimes

his visit was a silence, he was like a statue,

and I was not inclined to speak myself. I slept.
Other times he spoke at length, eloquently,

vividly about &quot;de rerum natura&quot; - he was
a latter-day Lucretius, revealing to me

quantum realities completely new to me.

When I awoke from such dreams, I wrote

what he told me in a notebook. On the cover



I wrote only a single word: &quot;EUREKA! &quot;...

It is winter now, a mild winter this year,

blue skies abound, no heavy snow confines us,
makes driving difficult. It is an easy season.
The young man in a red tunic has been absent
for sixty-two nights. I will keep counting,

I will be vigilant....
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Eyes: A Poem In Two Parts

(I)

Eyes reach into a distance

no body can attain, and place

a sign only inner sight can read.
Eyes inhabit a region in which
descending shafts of darkness
momentarily blend with ascending
shafts of light, and together

both illumine and darken the world.
Then they vanish from each other's
presence and disappear into their
particular colors and shapes.

This is Reality as we know it.

(1)

The magic begins at dusk:
spiritual eyes gave been

patiently blind, but now they
assert their traits. Being
soundless, weightless, scentless,
colorless, they glide through

the heaviness of Nature,

like a Vedic priest's knife slicing
the sacrificial butter. They stretch
further into the Night and arrive
on immense plains where cities rise
against the power of Nature and
assert the power of Humanity.

Nature streams both physical light

and spiritual light, unites them

to make both Day and Night prosper

in alternation. Under the branches

of the sky, we rush into love or hate,
trying again and again to make two one.
Above the roots tangled under the ground,
we gather together in love or hate,



and make a dwelling for both our company
and our solitude. Are we not One Reality,
sometimes dark and sometimes light?
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Ascension

In Memmoriam:
Rosemary Morin

On that Wednesday of her departure

it was as if darkness had descended

and smothered the daylight. It was

as if grief pulled us from a long sleep

of happiness to face fully Rosie's

change from one reality to another.

For us agonized witnesses it was

a confused and angry night which severed

us from her goodness and beauty...

Or so it seemed. But when we raised

our heads, bowed in sorrow, we saw

there was sufficient light: a sliver

of the moon was shining. distant stars

glowed, and in our midst an Angel stood

and burned with holy fire. She had stepped

forth from heavenlight into earthlight.

The Angel folded her massive wings, and
reduced her size to human proportions.

Even her voice became intimate, and it

did not pierce the air but welled up

within us slowly and softly: &quot;Look upward,
and restore your hope. Eternal Life is granted

to those who are elated by God's presence

in all things. You must know what your Rosie
knew throughout her life: The Golden Rule

binds every created thing with themselves,

with their neighbors, and with the three-personed
God. And the fibers that bind the whole of Creation
are animated by this Love. Look upward and you
will see The Ascension, as souls who lived a life of Love
return to the Source of All Love...

A thousand souls were released at once. They floated
slowly upward, gently rolling in a circle, as they rose
into the sky. Their eyes were shining from some source
of light not visible to our mortal eyes. They looked



down on us with compassionate eyes, the tenderest

expressions flitting across their features, and we were
speechless, in wonder, that so much Love could radiate

from human beings. The last thing we saw were their eyes,
even more strangely illuminated than before, blinking

again and again, as if they could not believe what

they were seeing. And each of us saw Rosie rise, blessed

among the blessed, and go beyond the limits of our sight.

We felt her presence settle deeply in our hearts...

And then it was over; the vision closed. The Angel had vanished,
and it was just the blue sky, and the endless depths of space,
and a passing breeze which refreshed us as breezes are meant to do.
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At Lake Lucerne - August 2018

for Kathinka

The day began as if it had

no promises to keep:

the morning sky frowned

over a darkened lake shore.

The air was chilled

by the early departure

of summer, and the only

warmth resided in human hearts.

The day began as if it had

no gifts to give or receive:

Song-birds were reluctant

to sing, and withdrew into

their leafy sanctuaries.

Forest creatures stayed seep

within the shelter of trees,

matching their movements to the stillness.

You paused, leaning against

a rock, and meditated, eyes closed,

and an invisible door opened.

When you opened your eyes,

two huge swans were next to you.

They were combing their feathers,

slowly, majestically. And when they spred
their wings, they almost touched you.

How close you came to flight

at that moment. How close to thought
they came at that moment. You

and the two swans shared a moment
of union as you mingled your live

into the larger life of nature.

An invisible door had opened, and
neither animal nor human has closed it.
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The Third Day

The Man Speaks:

It was during the Seven Days

of Creation that we fell in love.

It was probably only the middle

of that week, because eerything

was still moist with its beginning.

Of course, we didn't plan any of

this. No one in those days planned
anything, because God was still laying
foundations: wherever he rested

his almighty hand, there was a turmoil

of creation, and something came forth,
something new and never seen before

came into being. She and I know so little
about our origins, but angels on divine
missions stop to refresh themselves, and
they tell us stories. How he created

this garden of plants and animals

by his divine word, how he created

the two of us by his divine word.

And then he departed without a word

to us. Where is he? Will he come back?

The visiting angels know nothing, they smile
but can give us no words of his whereabouts.
The woman and I discovered love in his absence.
The angels wish us well and depart....

The woman speaks:

We were close by each other

for a very long time, under the big light

in the sky and under the small light other times.

It was under the small light, when our eyes locked,
and we stared into each other's being. Under big light,
something more happened. We tumbled together, rolled
over the grass in a tangled, and then, then,

we were suddenly one being. For a long moment,

and nothing else mattered. We have repeated

this long moment again and again. The angels told him
this is called LOVE, and he told me it is called LOVE.



The angels ignore me, our eyes never lock, they never
speak to me. It does not matter to me: I live and love
in the garden with him. We roam and the animal roam
with us. We share the long moment often. We must find
a name for what we are experiencing....
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A Birthday Poem For: Loretta

September 13,2018

Birthdays remind us of

of what we try to forget
every other day of the year,
that Time burns through

our lives, consuming the fuel
of youth, vitality, Life itself.

We would rather our friends
and family celebrated the date
among themselves, and left us
in a peaceful space in we can
both reflect on things passing
and hold on to things eternal.

Time is the enemy of Lyric Poets,
destroying what we cherish, just
because Time imposes limits, or
enforces those limits with events
like birthdays and anniversaries.
We would make delight last forever,

but it weakens to a whisper of passion.
We would like a flower to bloom

brightly, but it knows its season

to shine and its season to droop.

We wish our life could swell to biblical
lengths, and remain fresh and wholesome.

We rely on such beauty to fill

our earthly days with glory,

a glory not seen on Earth

since we lost the Garden and

have become acquainted with grief.
But our faith in beauty persists,

and we sense a lasting beauty
visible to our inner sight and



nourished by our inner strength.
Your birthdays remind us our Souls,
forever young and vital, burn a path
of sweetness and light, as they return

to an eternal Garden, purged of earthly

limitations and raised to Glory: This is

your faith, it is the story of your Hope,

its theme is Love, and that Love is expressed

in your daily prayer:&quot;Lord, You nave blessed me

with long life and all good things. It is sufficient:

give the rest of Your blessings to my family and friends&quot;
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The First Fall Poem Of 2018

Up late the day before, night blurring into dawn,

too busy with thoughts and rough drafts

to even notice that slow procession of stars

across the Milky Way, that cosmic theater that gave
Whitman so much delight. It surrenders a knowledge

to us we do not have labor to acquire: it just spills

into our lives. And we feel our human-beingness

stretched all the way to the sanctuary of God and His Angels.

But now in the waning hours of this day,

I sit for hours barely moving, not even thinking

ripples my calm. I am compensating no doubt

for the excesses of last night's watch. My thoughts

had been streaked with dawn light, had grown suddenly
bright and airy. Yes, the moment enclosed a quiet place,
a heart space, unruffled by fear and doubt, where

I rested, too tired to play the melancholy Prince, but -

ready to affirm, &quot;Friends, let us play the roles

best suited for each of us. Let the sun lift out of us

the purest voices that will replace nights's mumbled speech
with the clear clarion call of morning's fresh starts.&quot;

Of course, it is too late to puff up my ego with displays

of wit and innocence: we have burned through time, we have
trekked across space. We have reached this moment and
arrived at this place. There may a higher plan we are part of,

or we may just be fellow travelers, moving in tandem with those

who alter destiny with their slightest preordained gestures.

Whitman appears again, and guides us by the gentlest words of

his last poems. The heroic gestures have had their sway, the Songs of Myself
have been loudly sung. Autumn rivulets have replaced

the surgings of the sea, and we are content to let a solitary

bird, a pale brown thrush, sing the anthem of final discovery.

Is this moment the stillness of noonday or the silence of midnight?
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Summer Ending

In summer the pace of things

slackens and loses its winter

regularity. Dates blur, days blend,

we age into a green happiness even

the cool air of August cannot dispel.

Are we foolish to maintain a summer

attitude even as autumn steadily changes

the landscape to the threshold of winter?

Let our green thoughts prevail, until

snow and ice and cold make such cogitation
untenable. I will simply be a man of summer,

still grasping the slightest sign of its

sweetness and light. All too soon events

will descend into memories of the seasons'
hardships, and we will be pleased with any

change that puts us in &quot;a summer first&quot;
mentality, but not for long: winter produces

its most persuasive arguments in the decline

of summer's benefits into into winter's spendthrift accounts.
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Patterns: A Sonnet Without Rhyme

How many dawns have failed

to become morning because they

fell back into a darkness

which consumed them?

How many tides have checked their
flow, their waves flowing elsewhere
with the beach in sight?

Such reversals in Nature never
concern us, because Time repeats

ad infinitum the patterns immemorial
of the Earth, and what we witness,

if we are alert and aware, is an order
of being that fills our minds

with necessity and beauty.
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An English Sonnet In Three Leaps

My first leap must be carefully planned:

I start with a short but intense run, and

leap three times my height, landing inside

the opening quatrain, which states the theme:
How our hearts stretch out to be grasped by love.
My second leap will take me past the silence
and the waiting: it is a long floating flight

over the next two quatrains, in which the poet
I am expresses his faith in absolute love, and
he calls upon the Earth to witness his pledge.

I pause after this second leap, and consider
my prospects in the theater of love. I launch
for a third time, and land softly in bower

of green foliage which welcomes all true lovers.
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&quot;I Kept A Journal For Years... &quot;(Part Four)

Eidolons by Walt Whitman

And thee my soul,

Joys, ceaseless exercises, exaltations,

Thy yearning amply fed at last, prepared to meet,
Thy mates, eidolons.

Thy very songs not in thy songs,

No special strains to sing, none for itself,

But from the whole resulting, rising at last, and floating,
A round full-orb'd eidolon.

I kept a journal for years,

sometimes treating it like a diary

of everyday life, as if I were storing

minutiae for some over zealous historian

of the common life. Other times I wrote
abstruse passages meant to penetrate

the meaning of these times. The journal

is no longer itself, it is a symbol

whose possible and probable meanings

spread widely through space and time,

already beyond my ken. But not beyond

my soul's need and interest and curiosity.

I ascend to the third-story room

in my apartment and see the real world,
perhaps only a small vista of its immensity

but still it is a genuine place of trees,

shrubs, lawn grass, and humble creatures

who are my neighbors. But as I read my books,
write my poems, think my thoughts,

I become obscurely aware of openings, cracks
in what passes for solidity, corridors of light
summoning me to the other side of things. It is
a mystic calling and I am certainly ready for it.
If I sense my eyes blurring after a long night
of reading and thinking, I can only imagine

the clarity of my spiritual vision, which hastens
to balance the doubleness of experience. Inner and



Outer mirror each other, Life and Death complete
each other, Music and Silence exchange their arts.
And now we sense the rightness of Walt Whitman's
paradox:

Ever the mutable,

Ever materials, changing, crumbling, re-cohering,
Ever the ateliers, the factories divine,

Issuing eidolons.
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&quot;I Kept A Journal For Years... &quot;(Part Five)

Eidolons by Walt Whitman

And thee my soul,

Joys, ceaseless exercises, exaltations,

Thy yearning amply fed at last, prepared to meet,
Thy mates, eidolons.

Thy very songs not in thy songs,

No special strains to sing, none for itself,

But from the whole resulting, rising at last, and floating,
A round full-orb'd eidolon.

I kept a journal for years,

sometimes treating it like a diary

of everyday life, as if I were storing

minutiae for some over zealous historian

of the common life. Other times I wrote
abstruse passages meant to penetrate

the meaning of these times. The journal

is no longer itself, it is a symbol

whose possible and probable meanings

spread widely through space and time,

already beyond my ken. But not beyond

my soul's need and interest and curiosity.

I ascend to the third-story room

in my apartment and see the real world,
perhaps only a small vista of its immensity

but still it is a genuine place of trees,

shrubs, lawn grass, and humble creatures

who are my neighbors. But as I read my books,
write my poems, think my thoughts,

I become obscurely aware of openings, cracks
in what passes for solidity, corridors of light
summoning me to the other side of things. It is
a mystic calling and I am certainly ready for it.
If I sense my eyes blurring after a long night
of reading and thinking, I can only imagine

the clarity of my spiritual vision, which hastens
to balance the doubleness of experience. Inner and



Outer mirror each other, Life and Death complete
each other, Music and Silence exchange their arts.
And now we sense the rightness of Walt Whitman's
paradox:

Ever the mutable,

Ever materials, changing, crumbling, re-cohering,
Ever the ateliers, the factories divine,

Issuing eidolons.
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&quot;I Kept A Journal For Years...&quot;(Part Three)

Writing destroys the compulsion within the soul

to repeat the past.

What is the point of writing? To avoid a living death.
Pascal Quignard

The screaming silence of no's knife in yes's wound.
Samuel Beckett

(4)
for Paul,2018

I kept a journal for years,

a trove of memories of my circle

of friends in the 1970s, into the 1980,

all dissolved by 2000. But tonight

I only summon you, Paul, my friend of

fifty plus years. Back in college days,

I told you of being assigned to read

Boswell's LIFE OF JOHNSON, all 1100 plus

pages. I read half of it, then cleverly

used the Index to complete a paper

on the while of it. Then you abruptly

said, &quot;Write my biography.&quot; What a startling
request! But it made perfect sense then

and still does now. I scribbled pages and

pages you saw and approved overtime.

And we agreed: we did not want to forget

our youths, we had an obscure awareness

- this is the time of wonders, wonders

and miracles. What I recorded, what you read
was the chronicle of a friendship that

took root in the fertile soil of the 1960s,

a time of hurt and heal, when we sang anthems
of freedom and assumed this liberation

would grow even more splendid. Instead it
crashed, all around us. And then the journal was
a refuge, an asylum, a place where waking dreams
were planted and reaped. Sometime in the 1980s
Anais Nin rescued the journal from mediocrity



and humdrum, and the journal flourished once more

as &quot;a secret history, &quot; an interior account,

a celebration of a vexed but persistent friendship.

We might reach inside its bulk and find our trek

to find the birch forest with Richard and Rosemary,

or your account of meeting Amos Owens, who admitted

you to the Sweat Lodge ceremonies, or your bold meeting

with John Lily, when his wife intervened for your sake,

or the many encounters with Robert Bly in wilderness

and city. &quot;Write my biography, &quot; you had said, knowing
it would be the biography of our visionary lives.

The journal will ever be the high ground of our lives,

the heights from which we take in the vista of our age.

And if you thank me for writing this journal,

I will shake my head and affirm, &quot;All of us wrote

this journal. We are all of us both actors and chroniclers.&quot;
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&quot;I Have Kept A Journal For Years... &quot;(Part
Two)

A Cycle of Poems

My soul writhed from morning to night,
in the mere quest of itself. I decided
therefore to be myself.

Samuel Beckett

(3)

I have kept a journal for years...

I have kept a journal for tears. Fortunately, tears

dry quickly, and a splash of water clears the red traces

and restores composure. What do you think? Should a journal
record all the bitter truths, or should it be an upbeat
account of the best of times? Wherein lies your peculiar art:
in fabrication or in truth-telling? Could you see yourself
doing both? Why not, a writer chooses his battles and

his ideals... What memory do I hold most tightly? Is it

the photo that preserves her luminous smile? Or is it

the time at the Conservatory when she lost all restraint,
and I watched her, bereft and crying, half-hidden

by a wall of humid ferns? Or is it the summer day

I darkened when I confessed to my sister the whole story,
the whole truth? Just last week I suddenly remembered
pressuring Shirley to admit her grief over a white lie,

and then being unable to console her. I know somewhere
in my journal these shames reside. No subterfuge

can absolve me, or make me forget. This is me and

the man I pretend to be. &quot;Hey, you, yes, you, we have
to talk... &quot;

Daniel Brick



&quot;I Kept A Journal For Years... &quot;

A Cycle of Poems

Memories by Walt Whitman

How sweet the silent backward tracings!

The wanderings as in dreams - the meditation of old times
resumed - their loves, joys, persons, voyages.

(1)

I kept a journal for years

in the top drawer of my desk.

The desk had been hand-made in another country,
made of seasoned-wood by a seasoned craftsman.
The drawers originally had bronze knobs, but they
were replaced with ivory ones. I don't know why:

I prefer bronze knobs. Why does this bother me?

I especially like the table top, its size is awesome.
There's room for a pile of books in each side.

On the left are references books, including

two dictionaries each housing 96,000 words.

I love words with passion. On the right are

are poetry volumes, including THE ANNOTATED TEXT:
THE POEMS OF T. S. ELIOT. That book anchors
Memory for me, and memories cluster,

because of it, true, lasting, pregnant memories.
This desk is entirely mine, only my stuff

is stuffed in it, only my fingerprints lay claim

to it. Only I know its ultimate value. When I open
the top drawer, there lies the journal and no other
object, not even a pen. Its embossed soft leather cover,
its pages lined with gold leaf, its lock and key,

its pristine condition, its unmarked interior:

all these things are vital facts about the journal

I kept for many years in its lonely top drawer.

(2)

I kept a journal for years,

and through its steady use

I learned the craft of writing.

I am very fond of writing entries



in the morning, the earlier

the better, before breakfast weighs

on me and showering clears away remains
of the Night. I stare at the next

blank page and let it stare back at me.
Then I begin writing in my deliberate
script, slowly, neatly, proudly.

Someone once said, You have to go

after Inspiration with an ax.

Kafka, I think. It's no wonder that

blood seeps out of copies of his
COLLECTED STORIES, even the new edition
translated by Breon Mitchell, and

and his novels require expensive

blood transfusions, despite standing

idle on book shelves. Kafka is, you

will agree, the non pareil of committed
writers. If for you, like me, he is your
model and master, you write and you
bleed. Then you write more and bleed again.
It's no secret among writers that
contemporary writing is a &quot;blood sport.&quot;
It's not a question of loss, it's an issue

of gain. And if this makes you squeamish,
if you cannot face it, then put down

your pen and close and lock your journal.

Daniel Brick



A Warm December

You are that rare December

which keeps Autumn alive

past its time. Delighted,

you laugh to see me, and

the others, shuffle across

lawns of fallen leaves,

crushing them in a dance of
stomping feet and waving arms.

Then I kick the debris into

the warm air, and yellow, red,
bronze, even some green lights

flash briefly. Children will arrive

after we leave; they will know what
to do next... Songbirds have flown
south, but, dear December, you know
how to make sweet music unfold

in our imaginations. Some of us dance
to an inner rhythm, others stand still,
listening to an interior symphony.

Tree branches are almost bare, and
colder winds send brittle leaves
rattling down streets and sidewalks.
But I blink at these signs of winter
and open my ears to the sparrows'
sweet singing. Squirrels, rabbits, and
the occasional deer signal robust life
lingers. What is required of me and
the others? To emulate the sweetness
of this warm December. It is enough.

Daniel Brick



The Flung Pennies

When you ask me what time it is,

which is rare, I answer, &quot;It is the

time of Love's Middle Age, when

desire gives way to mutual comfort,

and fulfillment showers us with

more hopes fulfilled than we

thought possible.&quot; You seem unconvinced.
&quot;Well, there may be an end we don't see, &quot;
you reply. &quot;There may be a big twist

in the road ahead, and we know nothing

of it -.&quot;&quot;I am troubled by your fear,
dear. There could be low-lying hills,

and we will reach a moderate summit, and

read our futures in the lay of the land.&quot;
You are silent for just a moment. &quot;Oh, you
and your optimism! Look, here are four shiny
new pennies in my hand. I'll fling them

into the fountain. The sunlight will enhance
their polish. Choose one and I will give you

a fortune-telling free of guile. Free of hope

as well. A perfect balance sheet, don't you think? &quot;

Daniel Brick



In The Adjacent Room

While I sleep there is a woman

who sits in the adjacent room.

I am not dreaming her. She is real,
perhaps more real than I am. Who am I
after all? A denizen of surfaces,

a temporary inhabitant of apartments,
one who walks along walls for security.

It would not be wise for me to claim more
substance than she must embody. Why not?
Because she sits in nightly vigil

absorbing the Night's power. She is one
who is free of fear, she is one who sings
the songs of victory with perfect pitch,
she is one who seek everyone's salvation.
I know this because in my deep dreams
an old wise man cautions me to honor

all spirit-guests in the adjacent room.

Daniel Brick



Aspects Of Light

The idea of creating a huge work suddenly blazed up within me like an inner cry
of joy. LIGHT is the summation, (with its seven operas, one for each day of the
week) . LIGHT is obviously SPIRIT per se, manifestations of the Spirit, and the
perfect, all-permeating, all- illuminating Spirit.

Karlheinz Stockhausen

The dawn I slept through

still poured its quiet light

over my silent being, cleansing
my body with solar radiance.

The mid-morning sun dispelled
clouds, made them vanish

into the sky dome, the better

to shine its blue light

over my head and heart.

The trumpet fanfare of noon
demands my full attention

and rewards me with total

clarity about action and

nonaction. The twilight sun

casts its angled lanes of

light like an illumined path

directly to my true home.

And sunset spreads its red banner,
its yellow standard, its golden
array across miles of glittering dreams.
So now I can fully surrender

to the patterns of light, fully
informed and consoled by a day
of beauty, a night of visions,

and a tomorrow of promised glory.

Daniel Brick



The Gradual Brightening

How long have I been journeying? Have I

slept for part of this trek and missed

important signals from others? Have I

let them down, not played my part?

Ahead of me I see a broken ladder.

It was my destination. How will I ascend

to the higher plateaus, or even glimpse

what they offer? Must I live perpetually

in this dark region growing even darker?

Will T never rise high enough to be flooded

by available light? What can my mind tell me?

How will my soul redeem me? Is it for this dead place
I carried so many burdens? I am listening to my heart's
cry for peace and my soul's longing for wholeness.

The Great Unknown is just an abstraction, a toy

of the mind, causing me little unrest. What concerns me
is the darkening web over the everyday rendering
everything and every person hazy, unfocused, unreal.
How from such a crowd can friends and allies step forth?
There is a burden in The Creative Life far heavier

than what I felt when I was young and everyone was

an ally, even a friend, definitely a fellow traveler.

When did such darkness isolate us? How long have

we been strangers, who speak foreign languages?

How long have people used the word &quot;enemy&quot;
to identify neighbors they no longer trust?

Our fortunes have darkened, our cities are

in decline, joie de vivre has no celebrants.

It is not for my soul that I feel such doubts,
night-terrors, ennui and that darkening web
swirling above me with its graceful dance

of menace. It is for my mind I grieve, it needs
such calm to perform its ceremonies of thought.
Will it survive these new truths crowding

its pure space? Already counterfeit truth jostles
with genuine truth. With what inner resource
can I restore a collapsing mind? Is there



some place of exile where my mind can be safe
and weather the storms my soul overcomes
with its perpetual fair weather within?

There is a solitude of the mind which

shelters what gives my being its high delight.

My soul is never vexed, nor does it

resign. It is composed of the strongest
spiritual fibers.It is nourished

by endless Castalian springs, and angels
visit when their missions bring them
nearby. It always listens to the orphic
music of human beings and the stillness

of the Music of the Spheres. What do I fear
for my soul? Nada. My soul still shines

with utmost light, with ever renewing light.
Without the healthy, questioning mind,
soul will sink into any persuasive
redemption story, the weakness of its strength.
My soul must seek its own sweet salvation.

I have always assumed I would behave

with just the right proportions of

pride and humility. This balance I would

achieve with Socrates's aplomb and whatever

else pertains to his bright self. His daemon

still conveys such virtue. And the creative

fire that burns across my being unites body

and soul, heart and mind into one brilliant Self.
Philosophy contains the hidden source of Love:

its power will rescue our bodies from Time's ravages,
its grace will free our souls from bondage.

We will be like Monarch butterflies, who burst

from their cocoons, dry their wings, and then launch
on their long journey toward the Southern Sun.

Daniel Brick



Reversals

How many dawns have failed

to become morning, and then

fell back into a waiting darkness.

How many tides have checked themselves,
their water seeping into the sand

within sight of the beach? Have you
witnessed a rain fall in reverse,

leaving behind an impenetrable mist?
Have you walked though a garden

and found pale flowers turned away

from the sun, with neither color nor scent.
My friends, do not fear these nightmare
visions: they are dispelled by the simple,
true and everlasting light we love forever.

Daniel Brick



Summer Highlands

All morning, from its misty dawn

to the clarity of noon, we have wandered.
Let us sit on this hill above the valley,
and watch the river flow into the sea.

The sea will swell with this added weight.
As darkness slowly covers us, we will watch
as the stars descend into the sea, and
fire and water, so long at odds,

will be reconciled. Soon we two

will be asleep, in a tangle of limbs,

with those huge currents

of sea and stars flowing within our

deep psyches, making our sleeping selves
one life in alternating rest and motion.

Daniel Brick



There Is Somethng

There is something I must tell you.

When I think of it - its urgency,

its length - I stifle it. It sinks deep,

deeper, almost out of reach of thought

and feeling... You must know

there is a wide corridor in our minds

that runs past brain's daily tasks

into a cerebral gutter packed with

diverse thoughts, random feelings,
dreams, broken pieces of things.

They jostle against each other,

vying for attention, each one declaring

its superior worth, its individual

rights, that sort of thing. The gutter

gets clogged and nothing moves for weeks
until a brain-bolt surges the whole length
of the corridor and crushes anything
stagnant. Then the pure waters of the mind
flow freely, forging their course. For a time.

No, I haven't forgotten you, my friend.
Nor what must be said, what you - Look!
Over there at that delta of the mind's
great river, the interior Mississippi!

It is a feature of our human glory:
thought that never flags, thinking

that generates itself again and again,
a spontaneous flow of mind-stuff
doing nothing other than declaring

its existence... And so it goes.
Philosophers who see the whole
pattern caution us: Mind-Flow

does nothing for us, nothing

that nurtures flora and fauna,

nothing for the world at large.

It displays propulsive energy.

Some call it energy wasting

its needed components that might
otherwise serve a purpose. It



wracks my mind how all this activity
just circles itself in perfect

curving propulsion. Is that not
sufficient? To play at being

the inner Ouroborus, enclosing
energy in its circling concentration.
All this mental energy, ceaseless,
unpaced, eternal. Perhaps it is meant
to exist simply to shine over all

other existent beings: TO SHINE!

Oh, there was something I must

tell you, something that gathers
momentum, speeds up, races recklessly
toward no discernible goal. Wherever
we look - in the vast exterior world

or in the vast interior world -

we are its agonized witnesses...

Let us sit here, side by side,

on your blue plaid blanket and

watch the river flow into the sea.

And eventually we will see the stars
descend into the sea, and fire and water,
once at odds, will be reconciled.

By then, we will be asleep, locked

in a tangle of limbs, with those huge
currents of sea and stars flowing

within our deep psyches, alternating

at rest or in motion. Let be.

Daniel Brick



The Population Of The Earth,2018

HOW IT GOES:

Roasted in wrath and fire,

And this o'ersized with coagulate gore,

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus
Old grandsire Priam seeks...

For lo! his sword,

Which was declining on the milky head

Of reverend Priam, seemed in the air to stick.
Pyrrhus did nothing....

HAMLET, Act II, lines 401-404; 416-420

How are we all connected? And how tightly

does this connection bind us? Are we indeed,

in Cain's desperate words, our brother's keeper?

Is that the notion which stays the murderous hand,
arresting it in mid air, so that the knife and

and hand together fall, and come to rest

in silence. We need an answer very soon,

almost immediately, because at this moment

many hands are raised in hate, many thoughts

are pure murder, and the notion of brotherhood

is further eroded by every justification of

&quot;a just war, &quot; or &quot;a preemptive strike, &quot;
or &quot;a war to end all wars, or that shocking
oxymoron, a war which will secure the peace.

The tasks ahead to &quot;abolish war, &quot; or &quot;to agree
to disagree, &quot; or to conceive the notion of

a global government will be achieved by evolved

human beings, themselves products of a focused

evolution, with an ethical teleology. And at this

point, our poems will become lamentations

for lost hopes or celebrations of hopes

being fulfilled. And someday, maybe as soon as

next week, I will write a poem distinguishing

wisdom and folly from each other. Will it be my last poem?

HOW IT ENDS:
... So after Pyrrhus' pause,



Aroused vengeance sets him new awork...
Pyrrhus' bleeding sword now falls on Priam.
HAMLET Act II, lines 427-428; 431-432

Daniel Brick



In Sleep...

(I)

How many thousands...

Are at this hour asleep! O gentle sleep,
Nature's soft nurse, how have I frighted thee
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down
And steep my senses in forgetfulness?
Shakespeare

In sleep I am always alone.

No bed is large enough to contain

all my tossings. I awake again

and again in the night, and feel
darkness as a weight upon me.

Even when I push against it, it

only presses harder and threatens

to take my breath away. I am scared
to see my exhaled breath dissolving
into mere air. Something alien and
malign tries to exhaust my reserves
of breath and render me hopeless.
Or so it seems. Perhaps it is my self,
contrary and confused, that exacts
these hostile measures... Only

near dawn do I sink into a vexed sleep
that mocks the repose I long for.

Oh, in what detour of darkness

do my sweet dreams reside?

(1)

Oh Sleep! It is a gentle thing

Beloved from pole to pole!

To Mary Queen the praise be given!
She sent the gentle sleep from Heaven
That slid into my soul.

Coleridge

In sleep, I am always



with others. Blessed spirits hover over
my sleeping self, they quietly sing
music only pure souls hear as they lie
motionless in the currents of night.
Friends appear in dreams repeating
their kind gestures from daylight.

My mind, counting all blessings,

never tires of adding another and

yet another. But eventually

that beautiful moment arrives

when body and mind surrender their
consciousness and soul and heart
take over and purify awareness

of what is and what will be.

In this deepest place of sleep

a Mystery awakes and spreads

its wonder through all sleeping beings.

Imagine Homer's asphodel garden

released from the confines of Hades.

Imagine yourself holding Aeneas's golden bough
as you ascend with the other souls

in @ mad rush into the Light. Imagine
Persephone and her maidens flying

through the Dark Lord's realm, and

inviting you to land with them

in her loving mother's fields of wheat

and barley...

Imagine any paradise that fulfills

the summons of your soul, and it will be

as real as the sources of Light in the blazing sun
and Apollo's shining being... Near dawn,

all these images, however real they seem

at night, will vanish in cascades of falling

light, and the ascending light will raise

those real things we treasure and hold dear

in our bodies and minds, in our souls and hearts.

Daniel Brick



After Watching &quot;The Weeping Meadow&quot; By
Theo Angelopoulos

What will you find when you

finally find him? Summer's

glow will dim even as your

long journey ends in discovery.

It will rain day after day,

a harsh rain slashing leaves

from trees, drowning their roots.

But you will not concern yourself

with the season. Your gaze will

fixed in the middle distance

where you expect to see him and he you.
You will be unaware of the rain

lacerating your face. You will simply
postpone the sensation of pain,

anticipating joy. Or will it be a long

dark day in winter that you find him.

With snow piled against walls, corridors

of snow and slippery sidewalks, you will
cautiously drive your rented car down
unfamiliar streets, rehearsing out loud

the first words you will speak in greeting.
The huddled shapes, pulling their coats tight
against their bodies, are not him, but could
anyone of them be a substitute, and bring
your search to an ambiguous closure?

The very thought angers you, and things
around you suddenly shift to spring.

You find yourself sitting in a wooden bench
in an urban park. Your mood is sanguine.
You are smiling because children are at play,
while their mothers gossip nearby. You see
shapes of men, some hurrying across the lawn
oblivious to the day's beauty, others walk
slowly and pause frequently in admiration

of flowers, trees, birds. You could be any one
of those men, you are at home here. But inside
you are crying, your mission unfulfilled,



you are ready to declare the great god Pan

is dead, the Mars probe blew up, fighting goes
on and on in Syria, the dollar weakens further.
Any of these things could replace your mission.
But I know you need him, he most definitely
needs you. Look, there is still one season

left to you. You may still cross paths with him.
What will you find when you find him?

Daniel Brick



A Poem About The Poet's Role In The Coming Age

I love so many things I'm dazed

there is room enough in the world

to house them all. And even when

my frail memory forgets them,

they reside in an asylum not

of my making, until they reappear

to stun me with their beauties, and

yes to chide me for not holding them

tightly. So there is a part of our mind

which cherishes things we love,

is ever ready to preserve them

when we are too distracted, or

too pampered, or too careless

to give thanks in a litany of blessings.

I sense something momentous is about to occur.
Everything we have achieved has prepared us
for it, but it will be insufficient. We will be
summoned, we will be ushered into a new age of Poetry.



The Voice of the New Muse:

Daniel, why can't you be faithful

to this simple truth: Your sacred remembrance
overflows with wonders. Look, even now they accumulate!
Don't blame Time for your forgetfulness.

For eons poets have made Time the culprit

for your shame. The Muse loves you mortal bards
with such deep affection you have abandoned

your obligations in the scheme of Time.

Listen now! It is so easy for you to sing

because the Muse has surrendered all

of herself to you. Your voices can turn

what is ugly into beauty, what is false

into truth, what is evil into good.

Listen now! There is nothing good or bad

but thinking makes it so. That is, your pride

and will be your downfall. Your present songs

are insufficient for the Role of Poet

that I, your new Muse, the one sent from the empyrean,
have created for you. You will soon be amazed and
enter a Future World, you will push aside

a transparent veil and a new song, one uniting
heights and depths, will be yours, and the singing of it



will plunge you into those depths, then raise you
into those heights. You will look back, puzzled

by what you were; you will look forward, stunned
by what you have become. Prepare yourselves.

Daniel Brick



Dionysos At Large (*)

For two months now God has walked swiftly

in long strides, across this uneven, slippery
terrain. At first I could still see his tall,

lithe figure manage with ease, as if hovering
over obstacles that made me stumble and fall
behind. I was once his shadow when he moved
in stately measures, frequently pausing

to look over the landscape, and his dark eyes
brightened and smiled as he looked back at me
and his worshipful women. He is how beyond
all of us. I know he is present still

in @ near distance because his being emits

a steady illumination. It rises and hovers

over hills and valleys, a shining mist

which sun shafts dissolve in early afternoon
into a lingering haze, and we see, feel, taste
the reality of our God through day and night...

When I mingle with his maenads, exhausted after

hours of frantic dancing, I see the worry in their

faces, and hear a few isolated moans, &quot; Why does God
abandon us in High Summer? &quot; Even I am deprived of
his true presence. He is always at large. Once,

only once, I was surprised to find him leaning

against a wall of granite, almost nestled within it.

His face was serene, but he said nothing. Not a word

of greeting or dismissal. I bowed lower than usual

in his presence, and a smile flitted across his features.
Then, he seemed to sink into himself, the visible deity
disappearing into the invisible deity, and only

the granite wall was left. When the maenads arrived,

they were filled with his plenitude and felt his presence
everywhere. The dancing started without a signal, wine was
plentiful and we all danced through the night, into dawn
light, and beyond. So now I know what exists after God
disappears into nature. We exist, our worship exists,

the certainty of God exists. And ecstasy is our knowing

God is ever with us...



Shall I keep a vigil by this stone wall, as if

it were a portal for God's comings and goings?

Or shall T climb above the granite to a summit
from which I can see the open space in which

God roams? Here on our solid earth, the light,

the mist, the haze which guided us still prevail.

Is that the God's only presence now? The maenads
have dispersed into smaller groups, as they

return to families and homes. I will never cease
looking for traces of our God, longing to feel

his presence in the near distance, when he returns
and his worshipers gather for a new season of delight.

Daniel Brick



Dear To Me

I cannot compel the day to last

more than its twenty-four hours,

the night always ceases with dawn

despite my unreadiness to admit the light.

I long to hear a carillon of birds at noon,

but they have retired their voices

and instead scuff the lawn for food.

Squirrels scamper too fast across my vision

for me to imagine a comedy of their antics.

I wonder often how I would translate

the stillness of a deer, poised downwind

of me and oblivious of my presence,

into human words of utmost gentleness and calm.
Oh, what a monologue of verse that could become
if I united my human wit with the deer's perfect
silence. But alas however many words tumble
from my brain, they never match the simplicity
of the deer's presence. And I simply despair

of giving voice in both words and silent pauses
that would unite nature and humanity

into a common expression...

Oh, forests creatures all, you are dear to me.
How I love your presence on the outskirts

of human lives.My fondest wish is that

we could, all of us, join in a paen to life,

and celebrate throughout the day our common joy
and nightly dream of our holy bond as One Earth.

Daniel Brick



On An Ordinary Tuesday

&quot;Tell me something

I haven't heard before.

Poems about nature - &quot;

My friend fell suddenly

silent. &quot;Sorry, that wasn't

what I meant.&quot; I closed my folder

containing eight new poems -

about nature. I was ready for this.

&quot;It's 8 am. Do you think

you'd say this at 8 pm? &quot;

My friend looked puzzled.

&quot;The day is young, and you

are waiting for its summons.

You're impatient to make

your mark, make your contribution.

I understand this: listening to poems

is an activity for day's end, not

its beginning.&quot; He looked relieved.

&quot;That's what I meant to say, but words,

the right words, well, that's your skill,

not mine.&quot; I seized the dangling moment.
&quot;Poetry is the way I make my mark on passing

time. No poem can stop time's relentless flow,

but at least it now carries something of us,

the mark of our being in its mad rush forward.

You see, that's what poems do, all poems.

What they mean varies, it's secondary anyway.&quot;

My friend looked puzzled again. &quot;I never thought

of it that way, &quot; he said slowly. &quot;Well, you asked me
to tell you something you haven't heard before.&quot;

At that, we both laughed, and we both knew our talk

had reached a turning point. &quot;You have an idea,

don't you? &quot; I said. &quot;Spill it.&quot; At that moment, my friend
smiled with resolution: he was ready for this.

&quot;How often have we walked through our neighborhood,
their yards and walls blocking our contact with the people
inside? Who are they? What do they need, because everyone needs?
We can't just go up to their doors, ring the bell, and

when that stranger we've seen for years appears, we say -



What can we say? How can this not be rude, an intrusion? &quot;
My friend fell silent: words were not his friends. They

betrayed him, saying too much or too little. And his silence

was his acceptance of defeat again and again. But not this time.
&quot;You have something to propose, don't you? Don't let it
waste inside you. Speak it. I'm listening.&quot; His smile

of resolution reappeared. &quot;I know we can't rescue the world
on our own, not even this neighborhood. But what if we put
everything in higher hands. I mean prayer, my friend. Let's

walk slowly and prayerfully passed all these houses. It will
become an offering, we will have done something, and the rest
rests with our Father.&quot; I was moved past words. Imagine that:
a poet moved past words! And so it went: our walking became
prayer, prayer became offering, and morning light was

Heaven's Grace spreading everywhere we stepped.

Daniel Brick



Music

To the Memory of
Karlheinz Stockhausen

Older than human thought,

higher than our highest hope,

the origin and fulfillment of

all things inthe Cosmos,

MUSIC is the celestial carpet

into which is woven our FATE.

It is spread across the Milky Way,

the stage of our existence, the glory

and the doom of our common being

played out in sounds and gestures,

with all of SPACE attentive to our enterprises,
with all of TIME grateful for our achievements.
And MUSIC in her multiple forms

unites all things in the harmony of

Bright and Dark Matter, in the surge of
Bright and Dark Energy across the Milky Way.

Daniel Brick



The Lake

It is a lonely thing, cut off

from the land by its basin,

its waters trapped and unable

to flow into something larger

that will pull it into an elsewhere.

And the sky so far above is accssible
only as a reflection, appearing and
disappearing in the fickle gestures

of the sun. It is dimly aware of
people circling its rim and getting
nowhere. Some running with crushing
footsteps, others lightly treading,
almost soundlessly, with heads bowed,
prayerfully walking...

The Lake is puzzled, confused, sometimes
afraid.. It knows it is a limited being.

It knows this is a world with giants,

called rivers and seas. It knows what

cannot be changed must be endured

within the circumference of its basin.

Is it not just a stain upon the surface of things?
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The Summer Wind

The summer wind rushes through

tree branches, twisting leaves

as if determined to rip them

from their branches and cast them

over lawns and lakes and streams.

But once passed, the summer wind

has caused no damage: branches are

unbroken, and their leaves hang limp

and unruffled in the heat. You too

stand still, your arms stretched

high above your head, your hands

fluttering like birds ready to launch

into deep sky-flight. You turn and twist

until dizziness sets in and you plop

onto the lawn and curl your body

into a tight ball. The grass is soft and

pliant. You may drift into sleep and be

far away from me, even though I stand near

and watch your every breath. You are dear

to me: it is no chore to be thus on a summer
day. Accept this bouquet of dandelions, bright
and sun-charged. It is a thing of beauty,
short-lived but long-remembered. Look, I fling
the bouquet into the passing wind, and for a brief
moment three things are air-borne: the wind itself,
the flying dandelions, and my heart released into flight.
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Dreams Tell Me

Dreams tell me

the rivers of half the world

are on fire. The hot air absorbs

the water, and nothing flows,

not water, not air. People walk dazed
over the parched ground they loved.
Trees are mute as their roots suffocate.






Dreams tell me

that the rivers of half the world

are burning, The hot air absorbs all the

moisture, and and river beds are dry and

cracked. Plants wither and flowers fade.

In the heavy heat people sleep restlessly.

Trees are mute as their underground roots suffocate.

Dreams tell me

morning is no longer a reliable time

zone. It does not summon sleepers

to wakefulness. It has argued with the sun
and they feel no kinship binds them.

Even the long nights have been affected:
shafts of wayward light pierce the darkness.

The pilgrims, whose prayers have kept people
from fighting and killing, cannot reach the hill
from which they fling their paper prayers

on the the winds to Heaven. Already scores of
soldiers fill the roads to our province. They

squat, fully armed, in farmers' fields. They don't
care about crops. They wait for the next War Lord.

Scientists are in the verge of creating

Cold Fusion Reactors. They tell me

this will solve all of our energy problems.
Are we only weeks away from a Golden Age?
Last night, in a dream, I saw waves of

black in a sky streaked with a red glow.

On earth sick men huddled together in fear.
But the machinery still functioned reliably.
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A Visionary Matrix In Four Poems(4)

A Glimpse of Transcendence

We suspect there is a being

who lives a vast life

in traces of our thoughts.

He began eons ago as a giant cell,
self-contained, wholly unconscious,

but his gestation complete, he has

changed his existence from a mineral-
condition to sentience. Neither feminine
nor masculine, he partakes of both genders,
without bias. We cannot tell if he needs us,
or if he just enjoys us. We know he guides
our minds to their truest dreams. Psychic
energy abounds, it's exchanged, it achieves
wholeness within our two life forms.

His life is massive and secret. We are otherwise:

we are communicants. His life is secret, but

not because he h-a-s secrets. He has nothing but
Existence: in him Being is complete. No clash

of wills between him and and the world detours

his intentions. They are perfectly conceived

and perfectly sustained. We know these things
because he occupied our consciousness for centuries,
adapting it to his needs, but with the deftness

of a butterfly, he never damaged or scarred

our selves as he cocooned into his present being.
Soon he will become the Lord and Master of the Cosmos,
by his own declaration.He will rise in glory, and

he will spread the fullness of his Being

across the sky in a golden arc and he will shower
our existence in golden light. We will be as the Moon
to his Sun, and his gratitude to us will be

a Foundation Stone of his new Cosmos.
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A Visionary Matrix In Four Poems(3)

The Cold and the Heat

Our dreams have become unmanageable,
day and night. We feel like puppets,
floundering on a bare stage,

with an incompetent puppetmaster

who admits he lacks the nimbleness
required for success. Once we shaped
Lucid Dreams in daylight and surrendered
to their illumination in nighttime. Now

all our dreams are commonplace affairs
we can neither shape nor predict,

so we must endure the worst of them.

Our once visionary prophets are spent.
They express their sorrows in exquisite
poetry. They chant their verse when the sky
is festooned with stars. The cold of space
and the stellar fires contend for mastery
of the sky and its infinite mysteries of
chance and fate. When we curl into sleep's
currents and our still active minds hasten
after night thoughts of glory or dismay,
we cannot tell which force - the Cold or
the Heat - will propel us to a higher state
of being. Our souls are vexed by the long
weight of time before our destiny is manifested.
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A Visionary Matrix In Four Poems(2)

Afterthoughts

Can we trust this perception of Life
which dismantles the Walls of Time
so that we see with bodily eyes
into the Mystery of Things?

What entity or abstract force
arranges such a series of
discoveries and coincidences

so that we almost touch its fabric?

How can such pure things slip

through the tangle of our minds and
present themselves as mute witnesses

of the Mystery itself, completely exposed?

Should we doubt this event, question

the motives we had polished clean as silver,
and declare we will challenge no further

the sanctity of the Temple housing the Mystery?

Or should we declare ourselves the Temple's guardians?
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A Visionary Matrix In Four Poems (1)

A Corridor of Light

Sometimes a breeze conspires

with a screen of foliage to grant us

a vista. The breeze parts the branches

and leaves, they willingly fall back

to show you, the watching one, a corridor

of light, and not a knot of darkness.

How far beyond our place of being

can you see with your enhanced sight?

Can you make out tomorrows's events?

On what stage do we stand? It is no

Lyric Stage, alas. It is a puppet stage,

and the strings for the puppet actors

are placed loosely into your hands.

They come forward, cluster around you,
entangle themselves with their strings.

They look blankly at each other, but they
watch you imploringly. With the suddenness
of a summer's breeze, you have been changed
into a new kind of author. Look, the strings
are taut, the puppets disciplined actors,

an audience is forming in the foyer, and
destiny awaits its cue. Begin as you have before:
with fierce hope, with fierce love, with fierce calm.
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The Secret Being

Dreams tell me a being

lives a secret life

in the traces of my thoughts.

Neither male nor female but
partaking in both genders,

this being has no fixed contour

but swirls through the ether

in @ succession of shapes

across the same time and space

that carries impressions of my being.
My dreams reveal a giant that dwarfs
me in body. But I am certain we have
within the same Old Soul, whole and wonderful.

What is this being? Why does he occupy
the same space and time as I? Is that
other one my guardian, or am I his?
Does he know I search for traces
Orpheus, and seek the presence of Isis
to pay homage to her and affirm her life.
Perhaps these are our common goals.
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The Day After I Turned 71

I can't hold on to things securely.

They drop to the floor at unexpected

moments. I am walking to the door

that leads to another room, and

I'm holding the book I want to read

in that adjacent room. I want things

to go as planned. But the book slips

out of my hand and lands on the floor.

It's pretty much out of reach. What

should I do? This is the moment when

experience breaks into possibilities.

I keep walking, although I'm empty-

handed. I cross the threshold and

open the door: I have arrived at my goal,

but bereft of my purpose. In this second room

I had hoped to find something wondrous.

No book lay on the floor, no readers maintained
silence in their concentration...

Backwards I go to that point of possibilities,
reversing my threshold crossing. It's simple enough:
I bend over and grasp the book I thought was done.
The book and I seek oneness, then we are one, or
so it seems. And seeming itself is a kind of reality.
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Nosheen's Night Walk In Spring

This poem will not disturb you.

It won't be like the long-drawn-out

wind on a stormy night which deeply

intones your name &quot;Noo-Sheeen&quot; accusingly.
It will caress rather than strike your

flesh, a breeze in spring that knows you

so well it stays silent in your presence

its accents so gentle your mind will be eased.

Or perhaps when you enter the sweet

zones of spring, you wish to walk

incognito with slow steps but sure

in moonlight made luminous

by the surrounding darkness. And owls,

secure on their high branches, will

almost imperceptibly welcome you

with their hootings, which fall back into silence.

You can stand in an open place, it's as if one
had been prepared for you. Moonlight will pool
around you with its pressureless touch.

It will be discreet and not shine too brightly,
no one with ungentle habits will know your
whereabouts. This is your special place:

it breathes the same air as you do,

and exhales the same transformed breath.

Remember you are never alone. There is ever
the sweet air, the scent of ripening fruit,

the silent growth of flowers and plants,

the flight of a solitary wren or a whole flock
beating their wings in tandem, and clouds

that move so slowly they appear to be stationary,
and all these things are messages of good will.
Oh, blessed night, Nosheen, and your place in it.
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How We Remember, And Why

for my Twin Sister, Mary

until new thoughts, equally dear,
crowd them out. Or so it seems.

dwell bereft in loss upon loss.

scaled down to dimensions even a child
can grasp. And you can laugh or cry

or both, because real things - trees,
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The Path Of Memory

For my twin sister, Mary

We live chiefly through language. Names

are the handles we grasp to lift experiences

into consciousness. Everything must be lifted

at some point; everything must move or be moved.

Hearts must be moved, or they shrivel and fade away.

Minds must be moved, or they become dry and listless.
Memories must be moved, or they sink so deeply

into the webs of mind they are reduced to pale echoes,

no longer inspiring the breath of poets and bards.

The Path of Memory must stay wide open so that Time

can press forward, turn backward or stay perfectly fixed.

Are we humans not the agonized witnessesof the movements
of Time, and do not poets transform what is agony this moment
into joy in the next moment?

Second Thoughts at Seventy

SECOND THOUGHTS AT SEVENTY

After the dazzle of the day is gone,

Only the dark, dark night shows to my eyes the stars;

After the clangor majestic of the organ, or chorus, or perfect band,
Silent, athwart my soul, moves the Symphony true.

from SANDS AT SEVENTY by WALT WHITMAN
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The Captain's Verses: The Love Poem

There must be a thousand homecomings

before we can say to each other, &quot;I love you.&quot;
We must exercise a superb patience,

and wait for all the signs to be fulfilled.

First, the noonday sun must shine

into the forest's west side and dispel all

shadows. A spring harvest must exceed all
expectations. Twelve deer, both male and female,
must leave the woods, and eat apple slices

from the palms of our hands. Two eagles,

perched high above, must descend, circle

the forest and then fly away on a northerly
trajectory. Rain that falls just after dawn

must smell as sweet as honey, and nocturnal
rainfall must hover over your sleep.

These signs are only the beginning. A blind man
must find his way to your house. You must serve
him freshly baked bread. A deaf woman must tell
me in sign language that in her sleep she hears

the music of Mahler. A man who has abandoned

his family must return to help his teenage

children in their rites of passage. A wife

and husband who have both betrayed their vows
must every morning seek the other's forgiveness
until a New Love raises their lives to a higher

union. And on an ordinary morning or on an evening
as quiet as the prayers of the redeemed, we will
become aware of an angel casually leaning against
a simple elm tree, and we will know we have achieved
the last homecoming required for our love.
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Poetry Process

WINTERINTOSPRING

WINTER INTO SPRING

A COLLECTION OF POEMS FOR MARY

ON HER BIRTHDAY, JUNE 10,2018

Poems by Daniel Brick

Paintings by Karl Schmidt-Rottluff

(1)

POEMS OF WINTER
(2)
POEMS OF SPRING
(3)

POEMS OF APRIL

(4)

POEMS OF LOVE IN SPRING



(5)

POEMS ADDRESSED TO MARY

(6)

THE FINAL POEM

POEMS OF APRIL - &quot;Primavera&quot;

POEMS ADDRESSED TO MARY
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Sleep And Rain

Last night darkness pooled around my bed.
It held me in the place of dreams.

One dream webbed my mind with promises
of a Perfect Day and coaxed me deeper
into sleep. Broken traces of dream and
reality dispersed into the night air.

Dawn lifted me from further sleeping

with the faint sound of rain falling

just past my open window, falling

on tree and bushes, newly exposed grass,
huddled birds and trembling deer.

I awoke without a single regret in my heart,

and no dark thought dimming the light growing

on both sides of Reality. Oh, what a welcome

I felt for this first Spring rain! It begins

as just a splash of water floating in heavenly
heights, the downward pull of Earth's thirst
makes rain cascade in free-fall, until it is absorbed
by trees and bushes, grass and flowers, and forms
water holes for deer. This is the promise of Spring
fulfilled. The old season of fresh growth

will scatter its abundance, and of us requires

that we rejoice and serve in equal measure.
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Evening In Spring: A Prophecy

June 2,2018

So this is Spring... This chilly night,

all songbirds and small creatures retired

for the night. The silence is like held breath,
and when exhaled, it's like the return of fire.

I must be thinking of unfinished business. My own,
for sure, but also the others who either put

their dreams on hold, while they wrap their minds
in necessity and resolutely do what is required.

Or they put these calculations on hold, and

(like the man I once was)indulge themselves in idle
thoughts, whims, wishes, glee - whatever keeps
them pleasantly drunk with drunkenness.

The old gods lead the way. Not in a complicated process
like playing chess or casting a horoscope, but by being
empty of intentions and hopes and fields of endeavor.
By being just their naked selves without hope or faith.

And small petals of sunset gold festoon those whose
minds are festive with disregard, who wait for largesse
with complete confidence in its arrival, despite their
indifference, their lack of any gesture of worth.

They will retire to their mountain palaces, and

sit grandly on available thrones, thinking themselves
equal to those former gods. Assume the mantle of Zeus,
or the prestige of shining Apollo, whatever fits snugly.

Their task is not to redeem those who cannot help
themselves, they are not among those gods who become
the sacrifice. They rather wait for a higher apotheosis,

fully aware of their unworthiness. What remains unfinished?

The path of Spring remains, and even at this moment
it is illumined with a new light from some unknown source



of goodness. Let the others who puff up their status
with stolen robes and rehearsed glory have their day.

Let us wait in Spring's beauty for a new Age of Glory.
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Approaching Spring: A Song For Soprano And String
Trio

To the sound of a deep melody

like the ancient circuit of the sea,

wise CHILD with summer's blood in your veins
here, in this cold northern country,

help me to remember what has been loved
and to dream of what will be loved.

To the sound of talk and tears

like the softest tones of Debussy's piano,
quiet GIRL hidden within lilac bushes

now, in this season of soil and rains,

come forth suffused in purple fragrance and
we will wander across marshes of moon grass.

To the sound of dawns and nightfalls

like the gracious orchestra of Mother Nature,

sweet WOMAN whose hands open the sun's doors

always, during the flights of owls and deer,

guide me into the gold light of June,

along a free-flowing stream pressed against familiar shores.

Daniel Brick



An Afternoon In Early March

A day of unexpected winds

drives foaming clouds across the sky,

and uncovers the wet brilliance of grass.

I see you in the distance, dancing over the snow.

Winter-colored birds cross the sunlight.
From a bare blackened branch a single robin
sings his distinctive song, over and over,
piercing both glare and silence.

I see you wave in my direction. White light

dispels gray skies and folds of mist.

I wave back, and hasten my steps,

closing the gap between us. The light grows brighter.
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The Rescuing Theophany

In the first canto of his modern epic poem, The Cantos, Ezra Pound

stages the journey into the Underworld Circe tells Odysseus it is necessary for
him to visit. And so he enters that dark realm with his sword and a single pig for
his sacrifice to the dark lords. And there

he meets the shade of every single human being who has ever lived -

kings and queens, princes and princesses, peasants and slaves, and all they
want, regardless of their earthly status, is to drink some of the pig's blood to
revive their lost sense of life. It is very bleak.

The pattern Pound adopted for The Cantos was to put his ulyssean character in
peril, a peril that his human strength cannot avert.

Then a theophany suddenly rescues the hero. It is the appearance of Aphrodite
who saves Odysseus, but her rescue is not a narrative element. Rather Pound
shifts attention from the warrior hero to the scholar-poet, detailing the literary
sources that gave him knowledge of the ancient past. And those sources evoke
vividly the presence of Aphrodite as the calm, unruffled rescuer.

Take we the Goddess, Venus:

&quot;Venerandam, Aurean coronam, pulchram, etc.&quot;

Light on the foam, breathed on by zephyrs,

And air-tending hours. Mirthful, &quot;orichalci, &quot; with golden
Girdles and breast bands.

Here are two theophanies I wrote for my poem, &quot;The Double Woman,
&quot; but

I could not fit them into the finished poem. I print them separately here because
Aphrodite deserves the homage.

(1)

It is dawn when Aphrodite alone enters

our world. Time and Change scatter before
her august approach. She stepped forth
from a mirror, and strides across a marble
floor, whose pattern suggests the movement
of water in its restless grace of motion.

She stops at the edge of the portico, and
looks up into the vanishing stars. Her eyes



connect the stillness of things above and below,
whose calm, ultimate calm, puzzles humans, expecting
every moment only turmoil....

(2)

A silence had descended over the bustle of morning

in the palace. Servants fell silent, some fell

to their knees. The old men of the Council had

witnessed such divine piercing of the fabric of

the world. Oh, some among these graybeards

smiled and felt no fear. What they saw, what everyone saw
was a benign presence, gentle, pure, kind. Aphrodite
rose out of a hive of honey, she glided across the mosaic
floor, and people later claimed it was a music of total
beauty that accompanied her. She trailed sweetness
wherever she went, and when she reached the painting,
she touched it with nectar and ichor....

Daniel Brick



The Double Woman

Moment by moment a life-size

image is being made in a room

adjacent to the Tuesday soiree,

a room others do not enter, a room

others do not notice. Mysteriously,

daubs of paint cover the canvas;

colors adjust themselves; lines

and shadings multiply. An impasto

has built up over the hours and

the weeks a lone man watches a woman
appear twice in adjacent rooms,

a double woman, each native to her

place, one of flesh and one of paint.

I alone know the double woman is one,

but I am pledged to silence, and I witness

a double reign of beauty reduce my friend

to grief. He is so fearful he will be

discovered, and humiliation will fill

the place of desire. I ask him, &quot; What

can be worse than a double woman who
cannot be touched as flesh or spirit?

Choose one and live a life amplified

by pleasure or hope.&quot; He ignores me.

I tell him only poets are drawn to

such a room, only those who live

lives guided by poetry would be able

to enter it. These secrets are sacred.

A sincerely harbored secret, he tells

me secretly, can bring an ancient deity

to earth and sky. And now I understand

his heart. He will love the double woman

in the tragic orphean way in which

he will be a perfect victim, forever a singer
singing of perfect love. Happiness and pleasure
count for nothing. Only perfection matters.
And that is the riddle posed by the double woman.
I am close to solving it. Just a few more songs,
just a period of suffering further, and it will

be solved. Unless Aphrodite chooses to manifest



herself from the foam of the sea or the blaze

of an exploding star, and solve this riddle

with the graceful ease of an Immortal who nurtures
in her single nature both compassion and love.
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Liza's Future Poems Complete Their Pilgrimage

We have climbed many staircases, and

shoved open many heavy doors, but so far

none have taken us closer to our goal

of an angelic conversation. We find only

only deserted apartments, or even worse,

they are trashed before abandoned.

Sometimes new tenants are squatting

there and they are moved by our suffering.

They break bread with us, despite their

poverty, and bless us with their tears.

Others are gruff and bitter. &quot;Oh, you fools!
On a fool's errand, no less! &quot; shouts one
prematurely stooped and gray man. &quot;You, ever
desirous pilgrims, always seeking a spiritual
rapport with the Lord God. In His massive,

slow indifference, HE does not see you.

Your precious time is wasted.&quot; What can
we do for one so sunk into his despair?

A few of us stay behind and recite ourselves

in his hearing. We also summoned the Angel of
Rescue for his soul. We continue our mission:

it is the completion of the composition process
which began when you typed your rough draft
and smiled because you saw it was good. And now
you know your just written poems must complete
a pilgrimage to the angels who serve the Spirit,
and they will bless and polishyour human work
with their spiritual grace. And then your poems
will enter our troubled world, and accomplish
what good they are meant to achieve.
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Lost Stanzas

What difference would it make

that I lose hope in writing poems

because trash talk on TV and foul speech

in the streets have cluttered the Paths of Poetry?

And you will answer, None at all, because

our poems will ascend to a purer realm, where cleansed
they will orbit the ancient spheres of harmony and hope,
and thus enhanced, they will descend in their full glory
into the hearing of those who most need this rescue.

What difference would it make

that I abandon my apartment

in Inver Grove Heights, and went to live

in my niece's cabin inside a Wisconsin forest?

And you would answer, None at all, because

you are still with us whether the place is

Inver Grove Heights or the Sonoma Desert in Arizona

or some fabled place of myth. So with good graces

go to your Wisconsin forest and renew your imagination.

What difference would it make

that we are tired of our endeavors, lose

our focus, wander in circles instead of proceeding
resolutely to our shared goals and end results?
And you would answer, None at all, because

we will always lift each other's spirits,

and the poems now buried in our souls

will lift themselves of their own accord, and greet
us at the crossroads where poets and poems unite.
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The Delivery In Late Winter

I would be lying if I said

to you, &quot;This is just a job to me.&quot;
Week after week, with snow still

piled high on both sides of the walkway,

I bring supplies to your house, and you

tell me the mounds are so tall you can

only see my black fedora when I approach
your door. &quot;It's funny, &quot; you laugh.
&quot;We only see a black hat bouncing
above the whiteness. But we know it's you,
and that's reassuring.&quot; Oh, yes, I'm thinking
later, it is reassuring to have one person

who never fails you, even in small matters.

It almost brings me to tears to be so trusted.

I distribute the supplies you are entitled to,
and give each of your kids an extra bag of
chocolate hearts. I often wish I could give

you a gift of candy hearts, a heartfelt gift

I mean. But that is not the way things are.

We live in times of survival, not happiness,
and I must be content to be your rescuer,

and not your special friend. Do you linger

at the door watching my fedora vanishing in the snow?
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Father Barron's Foolish Happiness

Scene One

Father Barron could not think of

a new subject for Sunday's sermon.

He looked through his files of past sermons,
all carefully typed, the margins filled with
annotations. His eyes blurred and he set them
aside. He paused in prayer. Those moments
in his prayer-world cleansed his mind: he felt
his spirit released from moods, those ever
distracting interruptions to his life of service.
He rested, in an emptiness of flesh he waited for
the arrival of the Holy Spirit ease his soul.

That afternoon Fr. Barron performed two baptisms.
For the first couple, it was their third child.

The other children were old enough to participate
prayerfully. He gave them small tasks to perform.
The second couple Fr. Barron had married just

the year before, and they were baptizing their
first-born, a son. Their reverence and excitement
were heavenly manna to Fr. Barron. Late in the after-
noon, a teenage boy, troubled by his sex life, came
for counseling. &quot;I think the Holy Spirit through me
set him on a new course, &quot; he mused. Vespers
with the faithful few closed his day of pastoral duties.

Scene Two

&quot;This day was no different from all

the others this month, so why do I feel

this foolish sadness? &quot; Such was the intrusive
theme of this night's meditation before his final
prayers before sleep. He sat tensely in his old
leather chair with Luke's Gospel in his hands,

his rosary nearby. He assembled all of the day's
scattered pieces into a prayerful whole...
&qguot;How do I deal with this current of sadness,
which flows unimpeded, muddying the surface



with dark flotsam and discarded waste? &quot;
His internal river should flow like streams of grace.

He opened Luke to a favorite passage, and read,
&quot;Jesus said to his parents, 'I must attend to

my Father's business.' They did not understand

his words. And his mother kept all these things

in her heart.&quot; Of course, that is what mothers do,
make their hearts a treasury of their children's lives.

And when sorrows come, as come they will, those stored
memories flourish. There is something sacred in a mother's
memory. The images of Mother Mary and his own mother
reflected each other for a single golden moment.

Was the world made eons ago to house our sufferings,
because the promised ease of The Garden must be postponed
again and again? Simeon's prophecy to Mother Mary of
Seven Swords of Sorrows came unbidden into his mind.

If the mother suffers, will not the child suffer too?

And what of the suffering we bring upon ourselves,

because we do not bend to God's will? Must we always

carry the weight of sin? Fr. Barron rose and fell to his knees.

Suddenly, the freshness of Mother Mary's prayer flashed in

his troubled self: Blessed be the Lord, for he guides

our feet into the way of peace. A dark veil had been lifted

and divine light poured over him. He grabbed a pen and wrote
excitedly: &quot;The world was made by God for his good people
to enjoy. We fulfill God's plan for his Creation through Joy!

Our daily prayer should be a double Thanksgiving: Father,

we thank you for pouring your goodness into the world

and into our hearts.&quot; Fr. Barron, giddy with the delight
of his discovery, knew his sermon would be for weeks to come:
THE FOOLISH HAPPINESS OF BEING CHRISTIAN.
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The Last Hours Of Autumn

Whoever is alone will stay alone,
will sit, read, (and)write long letters
through evening hours....

Rilke

There is a light drizzle falling. I can hear

it tapping a broken rhythm on the awnings

like a novice drummer trying to find a rhythm

which eludes him. When will he stop trying,

and like me join the silence? Soon the drizzle

will change to snow, and lie like a thick coat

of white paint over all I can see of earth.

But not yet: it is still the autumn prelude

of winter. An hour ago, I ventured outside and

saw muddy streets almost shining in the white rain,
almost - because darkness prevailed. It was intensely
quiet. I looked up into the cloudy sky, and felt

I felt warmth from distant stars. I am like a pilgrim,
who has journeyed long, and suddenly sees the outline
of the holy shrine he seeks in the very near distance.
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A Night Journeyer Reflects Upon Returning

My time of Descent is finished, or rather

it is fulfilled. It is never that place

we attain which is changed: We are changed.

We descend to fields of riches. Often the air

glitters with gold, silver and multi-colored

gems. If we scooped up those riches and ascended
with them, would this placed be plunged into

greater darkness? Would our daylight world

be transformed into pure wealth? I can only repeat
what those of us who descend say again and again:
Down there, in that primal calm, desires are changed
into spiritual hopes, and as my colleague, Emily says,
&quot;Down there we enjoy the Light Show. We don't want
to disrupt it. And when we return, we travel light,

we are fleet.&quot; Eventually, all of us make a pledge
to return from the depths empty-handed, weighing less
than when we left. What we love to do is to mock gravity
and greed and gluttony! You know how I recover from
the hardship of descending? I play music by Haydn,
because it carries no baggage, it is so light in weight
and it moves so fast, it lifts itself into the air.

It flies. That is the experience of The Descent...

Don't envy us. What we do is hard and dangerous.
Look up into the Night Sky. Don't you see it is already
morning there! It's only dark and gloomy down here.
That sky bursting with the light of the universe, that is
your sky, your world, your home. Treasure it....
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Stars And Souls

(1I)
The awakened dreamer speaks to you in your sleep.

&quot;I will protect you from the real beasts,
the ones you don't see, they are so cunning.
With me at your side, you will never need a disguise.

&quot;I am the song performed only in your hearing.
I am the green wings of the garden in which you rest.
I am the hummingbird's silence.

&quot;Stars and souls exchange places.
A warm glow shines in every breast.

The nights have never been so pure.&quot;

Daniel Brick



Blind Swimming By Max Ernst

The painting, Blind Swimming by Max Ernst, is in part his metaphorical
illustration of the process of creativity. We see a portion of a river with a very
strong current, running from the top of the painting downward. An object or
entity which is traveling with this currents moves swiftly and elegantly
downward. Another object with a bullet-like shape is struggling and at the whim
of the current. Yet anotherobject shaped like a blade of some kind is slicing its
way upwards.
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Preface

What is NIGHT? Is it primarily a physical fact or a state of being?

From my perspective as the writer of these poems, Night is indeed primarily a
state of being, conditioned by our human psychology with

its complex interplay of emotion and reason and the equally complex interplay of
Self and World. Symbolist writers and artists of the late 19th century used the
term &quot;soul-state, &quot; which expresses my understanding of the Interior
World. It suggests the experience of

NIGHT is limitless, dimensions of time and space collapse before it, and night
become porous, offering many points of entry and exit to and from its Mystery.

If we define, that is, limit night to the time frame between 6 pm and 6 am, we
have thereby made night the realm of darkness and made day

the realm of light, and they are equal in length, namely twelve hours each. Such
is the language of physical fact, but it does not reveal the night, merely points to
it. The experience of night requires a more poetic use of language.

I love summer nights because darkness doesn't fall, it encroaches. It

permeates the atmosphere as much as the landscape. It slowly absorbs the light
and creates twilight from the mixture. Twilight is like a finely textured Persian
rug that softly guides into the deeper depths of night. When darkness has spread
itself across the landscape like an

opaque carpet, I do not want to flood it with electric lights, but rather live for a
while in that absence of ordinary light, which summons others senses - hearing,
touch, smell - to make sense of the

world. When John Keats follows the nightingale's flight into the dense

woods, he uses his sense of smell to guide him, following a path

made by the scents of white hawthorn, pastoral eglantine, violets and other
flowers, and he experience the darkness not as an alien presence, a fearful time,
but rather he exclaims &quot;tender is the

night&quot; and rejoices in its beauty.

But the night hold many things of wonder in its dark estate. There lurks what
peasants call the &quot;Hour of the Wolf.&quot; There are legendary
transformations of human beings into terrifying creatures. And humans who lose
their way because they are blind to the dangers of this alien

experience may be trapped in a labyrinth for the duration of darkness.

Then dawn will descend like a column of light and raise them out of their
nightmare.



The poems of this collection contain a range of encounters with the Night Realm.
It is reminiscent of a message given to one of the

medieval Grail Knights who is about to enter upon a dark road: &quot;Here
begin the Terrors, here begin the Miracles.&quot; The Night Journeyer needs a
similar faith, or call it courage, that the region of danger is also the region of
rescue.

I did not know where my poems would take me when I began to wrote

them, but when I finished writing &quot; The Awakened Dreamer&quot; and read
the last line - &quot;The Nights have never been so pure.&quot; - I realized my
Night Journey as a poet was over: there is no other line of verse that could
provide a better closure than that one which came naturally, suddenly, unbidden
but welcome to the page.

I hesitated to include the final poem, &quot;Morning Light in Spring, &quot;
because it takes the reader out of the Night Realm into daylight reality, like the
&quot;column of light&quot; referred to in this Preface.

Then I remembered a late poem by Wallace Stevens which gave the larger
context of Reality, of which my poems are only a portion:

Two things of opposite natures seem to depend
On one another, as a man depends
On a woman, day in night, the imagined

On the real....

That is not the theme of my collection, but it is the truth of things expressed
clearly and forcefully. I may myself linger longer in the Night Realm, but when I
must depart for new places, to answer different calls, these words of Stevens
may be my rescue. Or at least my transport. Until that time, I am a blind
swimmer in the River of

the Night Realm.
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The Awakened Dreamer

(I)

The awakened dreamer no longer dreams.
She composes dreams for everyone else.
And her sleep now is a perfect state of being.

She looks fixedly into mirrors. Mirror after
mirror she tests for its truth-telling.
The mirrors are faithful and resolute.

Clocks no longer tell time. They invite time
to loaf in the backyard, hour after hour.
The awakened dreamer joins them in lethargy.

&quot;I will protect you from the real beasts,
the ones you don't see. They crawl soundlessly
and occupy your neighborhood. I am your shield.&quot;

(1I)

The awakened dreamer speaks to you in your sleep:
I am the song performed only in your hearing.

I am the green wings of the garden where you rest.
I am the hummingbird's silence...

Stars and souls exchange places.

A warm glow shines in every breast.

The nights have never been so pure.
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A Love Poem

I am writing the simplest love poem

my imagination can conceive. The beloved

whose being this poem celebrates has not

yet appeared. There are rumors come our way

of a distant woman who rules over hearts,

a likely candidate in terms of sheer beauty.

But is that sufficient? Is beauty, however stunning,

a sufficient thread to bind us over time and space

in @ wholeness of being? She draws lovers into her orbit,
she assigns each a speed and trajectory to prove

their love, or to be exposed as impostors. Either way
these lovers, one by one, crash against the possibilities
of love. Their debris, their dashed hopes, their crushed
souls will be the fundament of a New Age of Love.

I myself, who so long to summon love to my presence,
will set aside that personal quest, and write elegies

for those martyrs, whose sacrifice highlights

the simplest act of love. I must pause in homage.
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How It Happens (I)

AT ONCE I knew she was

a novice, probably her first

solo descent, nervous and tired;

the Recovery Phase of sleep and
dreams was summoning her, but

she was distracted by my psychic
proximity. She had gone astray

in the vast asphodel(*)fields

in the hinterlands of the city.

How many sincere aspirants have

gone astray because of these fields?
They flounder and fail, or do they?

All things eventually recur, there will

be the sweet-scented repose she missed
today, and its opposite will be carried

by parallel streams at the same moment.
(This poem is only concerned with

How It Begins. Isn't that enough?)

When I approached her, my left arm

outstretched, my left palm facing

down, she was relieved. This gesture

affirms Good Intentions, its power resides

in @ pure mind. (It is the way two pure minds

recognize each other and connect.)&quot;They told me

back there, where I began walking, that I would

meet a helper. Tell me quickly, are YOU that helper? &quot;
She was smiling brightly, I was moved by her immediate
bravery. I nodded, also smiling. &quot;Do you have a name?
I'm very grateful.&quot; She spoke with simple honesty,

I replied in kind: &quot;Call me Aaron as I call you Rebecca.&quot;
And that was a kind of seal between us, for the time being,
as we say in English. And we were content in our disguises.

(*)Asphodel is a variety of lily, symbolic of moving across alien
realms of being; for example, Homer describes the dead wandering

in asphodel fields in the Underworld.

How It Happens (II)



A mysterious force nudged us across the Threshold

of Beginnings into a wider world of expectations.

It was not a physical touch, but it moved us

physically. And we sensed we were breathing

a different air, more abundant, more invigorating.

Rebecca said this in words, I nodded silently, and

we both breathed huge breaths. Our lungs filled

with possibilities, that spilled over their capacities

and flooded our whole body. What could I do but quote

Rilke's &quot;Spanish Dancer&quot;? I shouted in broken rapture:

&quot;Her dance begins to flicker in the dark room.
And all at once it is completely F-I-R-E.&quot;

But you, you became the fiery dancer, right there,
standing stretched upward, fully extended, fully
aroused, you were a column of fire, twirling, wildly
twisting yourself into the thinnest of forms,

your arms reaching upward, your index fingers joined
in an arrow of fire that blazed the sky itself...

Or so it seemed.

&quot;This is only the beginning, Rebecca.&quot;

She looked at me with a gaze that asked a thousand

questions but could not abide even one answer.

I put my hands on her shoulders, I could feel

the tensile energy of her dance now cool within her.

&quot;This is good, Rebecca. This is what it should be.

You are not Passion's slave. Remember that, even if

I forget it, you remember it... &quot; I fell silent,

and she accepted my silence. She was growing in Nocturnal
Strength. Soon (too soon?)the ordinary nights will not hold her.
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The Turnings

I am the eye with which the Universe
Beholds itself and knows itself divine.
Shelley, &quot;Hymn of Apollo&quot;

The year turns and we turn

with it. It is always ahead

of us, we never see its face.

We can intuit its moods from weather,

we can know its nature from climate.

This knowledge is a current from the stars.
The turnings put our lives in order.

The earth rotates and glides

through vast solar spaces. We must
acknowledge we are the children

descended from APOLLO, whose radiance
ignites our minds and hearts to glory.
APOLLO stretches his existence

across the Milky Way: Oh, Great Wheel, turn!

None of this is gambling for a god.
Prescience makes a god immune to events
in ordinary time. The Ascent is followed

by the Ecstatic Moment, and sometimes

in this unfolding is the Expectant Moment.
APOLLO approaches our vicinity: Radiance
streams forth out of his being.

We sleep and dream about the lives

of our ghosts. Are they not remnants

of fulfilled existence? Even in suspension,
we can calculate to our advantage,

and turn all turnings into a vast cycle...
In a flash, I will enter APOLLO'S
consciousnesss, or he into mine.
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The &quot;Father&quot; Issue

Orpheus, are you perhaps fatherless,
except in the myths, those stories

we can just barely trust to be

true. Some have given you the greatest
honor any man born out of the Greek-shaped
world can receive: the paternity of Apollo,
the bloodline of the God of Light,

the source of both Poetry and Music.

Others claim a King and a Muse for

your parents. Either story tells why,

even as a youth, you stood every morning
at the highest point in the landscape,

erect, playing the lyre, motionless

as the Light flooded your outer being

and your inner being poured forth
song-poems of worship that ascended

on great shafts of light backward

to the shining realm of shining Apollo.

Was not this indeed a son's doing?

Or perhaps Apollo adopted you as a son

out of love for you, but forgot to list

it in the Olympian archives? And so you
were at once a favored son, a boy orphaned
by a god, a mere mortal. What a complex fate!
But each day you rose in darkness, cleared
your throat and practiced your high notes
as you climbed, flexed your fingers

so they moved nimbly across the strings

of your lyre, and so prepared, you offered
Apollo, whom you loved, the purest worship
of a man for a god. Only the nine Muses
witnessed your sacrifice, and they wept,
even as they joined you in dance and song.
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Winter Solitude

for Anne Yun

And so it happened again, my friend:

I borrowed deep into winter solitude,

seeking warmth in depths but there

its heavy sleep subdued me. Earth walls

collapsed over my hibernation with the weight

of snow, isolating me, no communication

forthcoming. Words are frozen things in winter.

They lose their human warmth, become icicles

blocking speech. Even our thoughts become sluggish,
and we must endure the wait of winter before

emotions asleep are released to their green

swiftness. Oh, how I dream of that loud crack

of ice breaking which will wake us from Winter Sleep!
And then, as green things sprout and flourish around us,
our spirits also green with refreshed life, we will rejoice together.
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Our Family In Spring

for my twin sister, Mary

In English when we miss someone

we say, You were on my mind,

as if this person stood upon a platform
called MIND and witnessed our thoughts
in the very instant of their origin
straight through their existence,

until new thoughts, equally yours,
crowd them out. Such is the fate

of the metaphors we invent and use.

Other times it may be a deceased
loved one who occupies our minds.
And so a sister and a brother,

even in different cities,

will feel the almost living

presence of their mother.

Perhaps both hear an echo

of her chiding wisdom, or they

recall in their separate

realities a flash of humor

that made everyone at the table
laugh. Or a long ago vacation

at a summer resort returns

in bits and pieces, until you see

a stand of aspens behind the family,
and Mom is not hiding from the camera
for once, and trees and people are whole.
Memory evokes her presence, and it is
a presence that still lives inside us.
Isn't it remarkable

such miracles still occur?

Still I wonder, how can our small

memories, even when we combine all of
our separate strands into a mental treasury,
overcome Time's fleet progress forward.

We stop and look backward into the past,



when both Mom and Dad were with us,

and reality was one and whole. I mean,

our family was one and whole, and joy

was manifold. Even as I say that remembrance
Time has taken its huge steps away from human
lives. And we must once again use

memory when reality is Time's hostage, or

dwell bereft in loss upon loss.

But recall that platform of MIND. It is

a kind of playfulness with reality

scaled down to the dimensions of childhood
delights. And you can laugh and cry

or both, because real things - trees,

photographs of picnics, house keys, knitting,

old clothes, grandma's black-bead rosary,

Dad's fedora he never wore, Mom's house-dresses
she always wore - all these things become infinitely
malleable in memory and each has its niche

where your mind welcomes it. And then the heaviness
of events lightens, even dissolves in remembrance.
Isn't it remarkable such miracles occur?
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Spring Thoughts

for my twin sister, Mary

In English when we miss someone

we say, You were on my mind,

as if this person stood upon a platform
called MIND and witnessed our thoughts
in the very instant of their origin
straight through their existence,

until new thoughts, equally yours,
crowd them out. Such is the fate

of the metaphors we invent and use.

Other times it may be a deceased
loved one who occupies our minds.
And so a sister and a brother,

even in different cities,

will feel the almost living

presence of their mother.

Perhaps both hear an echo

of her chiding wisdom, or they

recall in their separate

realities a flash of humor

that made everyone at the table
laugh. Or a long ago vacation

at a summer resort returns

in bits and pieces, until you see

a stand of aspens behind the family,
and Mom is not hiding from the camera
for once, and trees and people are whole.
Memory evokes her presence, and it is
a presence that still lives inside us.
Isn't it remarkable

such miracles still occur?

Still I wonder, how can our small

memories, even when we combine all of
our separate strands into a mental treasury,
overcome Time's fleet progress forward.

We stop and look backward into the past,



when both Mom and Dad were with us,

and reality was one and whole. I mean,

our family was one and whole, and joy

was manifold. Even as I say that remembrance
Time has taken its huge steps away from human
lives. And we must once again use

memory when reality is Time's hostage, or

dwell bereft in loss upon loss.

But recall that platform of MIND. It is

a kind of playfulness with reality

scaled down to the dimensions of childhood
delights. And you can laugh and cry

or both, because real things - trees,

photographs of picnics, house keys, knitting,

old clothes, grandma's black-bead rosary,

Dad's fedora he never wore, Mom's house-dresses
she always wore - all these things become infinitely
malleable in memory and each has its niche

where your mind welcomes it. And then the heaviness
of events lightens, even dissolves in remembrance.
Isn't it remarkable such miracles occur?
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Open Reading / Midsummer Night / (Ii)

The Heart's Song

What can you add to the Heart's Song?

How do you warm the sun's rays on a cold day?

How do you speed up the wind or the river's flow? .
Friends, this is nonsense: Just add your voice and sing!

You should know by now there are no such words, and reason
fails when a simple beauty is perceived. But if you echo

that beauty by singing its melody in a clear lyric voice,

the world will skip a beat, and all - all will be changed!

His name is Jeremy, and his emblem

is the painting by Odilon Redon

of a young man with his eyes tightly

shut, who seems to be viewing

an inner panorama that holds him rapt.

Can you tease out the threads that

connect the man blindly swimming,

the chorus Pierre Boulez conducts,

an afternoon in a Paris studio, and

the immense unease felt by everybody

who follows the precious fleeting sounds

in the air we breathe? Jeremy can do all

of this. And here's the rub: Jeremy has lost

faith, he has lost face, he has lost his place.

He wants to help create a new world, but

he is too guilty to live in it. Why must he

carry such a weight all alone? He echoes
Stockhausen: &quot;Humanity is one immense body,
moving through soul-states on its ascension

to spirithood.The common sadness of being human
makes us give comfort to others and receive
comfort in turn. It is so easy to live a blessed

life! &quot; Jeremy's veiled poems will yet save the world.
Who will add an AMEN to that?
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The Book Of Nightmare - Five

(V)
The Final Premonitions

There are peals of thunder getting

ever closer. Brief flashes of lightning

blind those who are unprepared. They will

see again in due time. The tall man,

dressed all in white, carries a small box

across the threshold, and enters a room

which dwarfs him. He places the box carefully

on a silver table, and leaves the room

walking backwards. The good boy helps his mother
until everything is finished. He is the last one

to leave the library. The door locks automatically.

The thunder is upon us. It's the same old story

we've heard before, but this time we're living it.

The fear of earthquakes is genuine. People kneel

and touch the earth just to be reassured. Some claim

to have found seams which are opening. Others look up

into an empty sky with blind eyes, and stretch out

their arms in a mute appeal. To whom are they appealing?
The Prophet who lives next door shakes his head. He looks
fixedly at the earth, and says without emotion,

&quot;It's the same old story: we are the most ancient bloodline.
Our responsibilities are manifold. We must drink the whole cup
of milk before it turns to blood.&quot; Lightning punctuates
his words. He gropes forward with apparent purpose,

passed a barn with doors wide open and no animals within.
They left weeks ago, their whereabouts unknown. The earth

is rumbling.Has the time of earthquakes arrived?

Daniel Brick



Waldemar's Praise-Song Of His Beloved Tove

You and I are a single
entity, a circle circling
itself, a place that exists
everywhere, a holy silence.

This poem was inspired by Arnold Schoenberg's great
neo-romantic cantata, GURRE-LIEDER. The text was drawn
from the poem by Jens Peter Jacobson. King Waldemar's
beloved Tove has been brutally murdered by his jealous
Queen. Waldemar cannot accept the nightmare reality of
losing her, so he fantasizes a dream of their continued
intimacy.
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The Book Of Nightmare - Finale

Or was this simply an occurrence
in that zone where night vision

has merged Dream and Nightmare
into one experience, in which
nothing of either is fully lost,

in which the extremes of both are
occluded, and we humans are given
a respite from the life of the heroic
endeavors and the compromises of
comic sleight of hand. Enjoy this
intermission while it lasts. I am
once again holding many things
tightly in my clenched grip.
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Open Reading At The Hungry Mind Bookstore

Midsummer Night

(I)

Her name is Tracy, and she was very

apologetic about her appearance, which was neither chic

nor grunge, but something displaying her essence. She spoke
at length about being nervous, but showed no trace of it -
until she announced her first poem. She fumbled with several
pages, two fell on the floor. I retrieved one but she waved

it aside. Finally she looked straight into our eyes, and

said resolutely, &quot;The poems I once wrote had their origin
in my cranium.&quot; She pointed her right index finger

at the side of her head, as if it were a pointer, or

a revolver. &quot;I call such creations Poems of the Cranium,
but now I write Poems of the Heart, that are born and

and reside in my deepest Self.&quot; She deftly lifted

a blue pamphlet so that we could all see it, and

placed it next to her heart. &quot; My first poem is an Aubade*,
by a trobairitz** in love:

Stars, fading fast

behind the sun's morning sheen,
shine a little extra light

on us, before we part.

In time, our love

will burn up our lives,

and return to you a tiny measure

of the light we borrowed today. &quot;

The room was very quiet, Tracy was smiling,
&quot;I'll read it again, this time slower.&quot; And so she did,

and so we responded with the fullness of our hearts.

* AUBADE: the morning song of lovers who must soon
separate in the daylight.

**TROBAIRITZ: a female troubadour, singing of love and desire.
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Splendor Of The Night - Late In June,2018

Already this night is a poem.

Heavy clouds overtake blue metaphors.
They convince the sky

its crystal heart must bleed.

Rain searches for its analogies.
Dark water

mixes with dark earth

and through the air

swirls their wet black smell.
Night looks at herself

in the black mirror
bordered by a million stars.

In a jade palace

the Princess of Night
watches her lover smile
in a cloud of stars.

VOICES FROM PORT TRAKL

Poems by Daniel Brick
Photograph by Lee Miller

These poems were inspired by the characters and scenes
in PUERTO TRAKL by Jaime Luis Huenun, Chile,2001,2008.
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Orpheus In The Night

(A Friend's Remembrance)

Memory, that blessed goddess, helps us

to conquer time and make the past live

again in the present whenever we summon

her power of recovery. How fresh still are

those distant days and nights when Orpheus

and I, two callow youths who felt themselves
immortal, joined the doomed Argonauts.

How we swelled with pride when Jason said

to us before the whole crew, &quot;Neither of you

will wield an oar against the resistant waves

if we are stalled. Instead you will raise

your lyres and lift our spirits, as your voices

cut through the sluggish air to the hearing

of the gods, who may grant us fair winds.&quot; Oh, how
proud we were of Jason's high regard! And in response
Orpheus sang epic verse of the primal war of gods

and giants and Zeus's glorious victory...

My friend and I have been blessed by our skKill

in song and verse. Orpheus's eloquence swayed

the iron will of the Lord of the Underworld,

but that victory was bitter in its aftermath.

And now we sing, if we sing at all, in a minor key.

And our listeners seem to appreciate an art that

helps them carry their sorrow-load. And so it is

that we take sad themes and shelter them

in nocturnal music. Orpheus is as always our leader
and we follow him into dark realms of sorrow.
&quot;She lives every night for a few hours in my sleep, &quot;
he tells me in confidence. &quot;She does not speak and
I never see her whole form. Often I am aware only

of her listening. My friend, lately I have been

exploring the mixed condition of half-sleep and
half-wakefulness. Which will prevail? Have I

any control? Often I cannot hold the balance and

I tumble deep into the Night Realm, and all is

oblivion. But I sense I am getting stronger,

and shafts of the Day Realm shoot past me and



iluminate the depths. And Day and Night are equally
benign.&quot; When Orpheus spoke these words to me,
I saw many birds alight in tree branches, cock

their heads to the side and listen intently.

Perhaps the gods are listening too and may send

a blessing to Orpheus, that will spill into our lives too.
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Orpheus In The Daylight

(A Friend's Remembrance)

After his wife's death Orpheus spoke

little. He still sang his songs,

and those of us who loved him,

both his friends and fellow artists,

both the relatives and servants

who lived on his estate, all of us

were daily regaled with the double

beauty of his art and his presence.

The gap between writing and composing

and then performing had narrowed
dramatically. He wrote words on paper

in the silence of early morning, and

we kept our distance, pursued our own arts

or household duties, until he stirred,

left behind the solitude of poetry, and

joined the rest of us. He was very sociable,
talked impartially about serious or trivial

topics, even teased the servants out of

their labor and pulled them into frivolity.

What this generosity of spirit cost him

was rarely evident, but at times we could

see waves of grief surface and darken his
features. Then he withdrew into Eurydice's
garden, with only his dearest companions,
among whom I was blessed. There, leaning
against a cypress sapling, rested his lyre.

And for hours he played just the absolute music
of strings, sometimes so softly we had to squeeze
our hearing for the sounds to enter our rapt souls.

Fragrances of dozens of flowers that Eurydice

had planted and nurtured rose into the afternoon

heat and mingled with the mellow lyre sound, and
aromas and tones became one sensation. And the sun,
in its apogee of glory, sent shafts of hard light

over us. Orpheus led us in prayer to Helios Sun-God,

but within our hearts worship unfolded for the primal god



of Light, shining Apollo, the Master Singer, the Father of Orpheus.
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A Denizen* Of Darkness

Minutes dissolve into hours, hours dissolve
into twilight, and I am barely conscious of
having crossed the threshold of Night. It is
simply a homecoming to my truest self. It is
my natural condition. I stir myself, my mind
detaches itself from humdrum concentration.
It will be guided tonight by my soul's vision
and open wide its chambers of thought

to the wonders of the Night.

I must prepare myself to participate fully

in the Nocturnal Music, all of us composers and

listeners in the same unrepeatable moments.

We will share flights of fantasy, and mountains

will bend down and catapult us to different regions.

I will dance between stars on the thin ropes of poetry,

and dedicate an impromptu epic poem to the Angel

of the Night. I will soar into the dome of the sky

with Gabriel's borrowed wings and pronounce annunciations
to all of Mother Mary's eager female devotees and

summon all brave male warriors to complete the &quot;jihad&quot;
of the soul...

I will return to the precincts of earth imbued

with stellar knowledge. I will lean against trees and

feel their sap fill my veins with green energy. Rocks

I sprawl over will fill me with mineral strength. My eyes
will applaud two moons: one floating amid clouds,

the other coasting over the waters. The rain promises to
refresh me and the winds are serious about my comfort.
When I walk forth, I carry the Immanence throughout

my being and I stretch out my arms to embrace

the Transcendence almost within reach. Near me owls swirl
in a protective circle, and impart their language to me.
Just barely visible high above, a lone night hawk calls

my name. My nocturnal landscape is an enormous happiness.

*DENIZEN: an inhabitant; resident; a being, animal or plant,
adapted to a new place or condition
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The Book Of Nightmare - Three

(II1)
The Rats' Parlor

My disguises have been make-shift, nothing

to dazzle your eyes, nothing to make you

think twice about me. Ignore them entirely.

They are meant for me, not for you. I must
disguise myself or despise myself. And to that end
I deliberately dress for the rats' parlor,

in clothes salvaged from a trash can

on a private estate, and assemble my wardrobe
with no regard for fashion. Or self-respect.

You understand in matters of the self, I make

no contribution... Indeed, I accepted their
invitation. The rats were surprisingly

hospitable. They poured me a second cup

of Assam tea and put more tea cakes in the table,
where we sat for a leisurely two hours of chatter
and laughter. I think I made a good impression
at the rats' parlor. Perhaps I can build

on this success. What do you think?
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The General Dance

The choices I make puzzle people.

A woman, who watches over me, clutches

her favorite book called &quot;Reality.&quot;

It conveys in plain prose the truths

of daylight reality, its thesis being

there is no other viable reality

in which human beings can prosper. It is

so committed to its thesis that the book

shuts itself at twilight and remains dormant

until dawn has scoured the last fringe of darkness

from the roof of the world. &quot;It's a Smart Book, &quot;
she tells me. &quot;It knows when a new threat appears.
And it takes action. Isn't that reassuring? &quot;

I nod my head, not wanting to be seen by this

sentient book. Another woman, closer to me in age

but less in character, chides me, &quot;It's unnatural

to love the Night with such passion. The Night

is simply the realm of Darkness, it is at war

with the Light.&quot; She pauses and searches my face
for agreement. &quot;The Light will prevail, &quot; she says
with Sarastro-like calm. &quot;Those who hide in darkness
will be discovered, and....&quot; She does not finish.

She turns away from me into an empty space, I am
negated. I know this gesture, she means the Light is
everyone's story, it fills the air we breathe

with its familiar triumph, but it is stale air to me.

I crave something new, or at least renewed. I keep

my face hollow, revealing nothing within. More people
arrive, more like-minded people. They cluster

in small groups across the square, preparing for

The General Dance. It is ten in the morning. The sun
shines down on the orchestra and assembled citizens.
The familiar strains of Ravel's DAPHNIS AND CHLOE
summons people to their daylight brilliance, and they
surrender to the music's wild wonder, and dance

with high steps and sheer abandon. I cannot resist

the rhythms and join them in a paroxysm of delight.
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The Book Of Nightmare - Two

(II)
Nocturnal Concert

The concert was a black-tie and

formal attire affair, by invitation

only but it read like a summons more

than an invitation. No smiles decorated

the crowd's appearance, the mood was a heaviness

of spirit. I was escorted to a waiting area,

where others already stood, sunk in inwardness.

And then it began - a curious blend of pretense

and abandon. The mood of inwardness was dispelled,
we were engaged. A gruff master of ceremonies
bowed awkwardly and told us, &quot;Be of good cheer.&quot;
I could see his uniform pants and military boots
beneath his formal black attire. He was frowning

as he scanned our male group and checked names off
of a clipboard. Or so it seemed. An elderly man
stepped close to me and whispered, &quot;The paper is
blank, there are no names, only random checks.&quot;
His fear was now my fear. I raised my head and
looked around. There were twelve equally scared

men. What does this mean? Should I dare to run?
Electronic music slowly increased in volume, became
strident, then faded. The military man began clapping.
We did too. Forty mintues, we stood there,

alternately applauding and keeping a confused silence.
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The Book Of Nightmare - One

(D
A Night of Reversals

In the Night of Reversals

all is revealed,

nothing shrouded will stay shrouded.

No one holds back and sits removed

from all these bloody things, everyone
experiences the same threshold arrest.

Even dreams simply fall into random depths
of sleep and affect everyone everywhere.
This is what necromancers fear most:

when the floodgates break and dreams

rush pell-mell across the inner community
and crush order, credit and identity.

Have you stood paralyzed, unable to escape
from your own demons? It is the ultimate betrayal,
forever after you are divided against yourself,
mere toys threatening your composure.

This does not last, hopefully you will...

There is still another reversal: In the vast

interior Sea of Love, you will plunge, or

be plunged like Max Ernst's Blind Swimmers.

We feel exhausted, breathless, clumsy.

Still we keep striking and kicking, we assume

or are given a unique rhythm. The waves churn us,
and then we churn the waves. This is all that

remains to be revealed: how you excel as a water-
creature. Maybe your double blindly swims nearby.
Maybe you will swim in tandem. Maybe you merge into
a single Blind Swimming. Maybe nothing will happen,
and you will blindly swim without purpose or direction.
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The Appointed Day

The Appointed Day arrived without

accompanying signs. Some observers

said, &quot;It has arrived today because

today is neither yesterday nor tomorrow.

It simply arrived in its calendar slot.&quot;

Others agreed, and were gratified their

point of view was spreading through

the growing crowd. It looked like a &quot;done deal.&quot;
But one eager believer kept talking,

&quot;Just because it has not revealed

its arrival strategy doesn't mean diddly-squat.&quot;

He meant it to be a &quot;closure line&quot; and a funny one,
as well. Seasoned members knew the damage was done,

a few left quickly, the others slouched around,

twirling their fedoras, waiting for the ax to fall.

It fell twenty minutes later. There were no survivors

The nay-sayers were now in charge and they made

the most of it. They executed warrants, purged

files, assigned duties, increased some wages, and

eliminated 932 jobs effective immediately. It had

all the marks of victory. Even the nay-sayers

who were not drinking were intoxicated. Then

at 9: 00 pm, they voted for a new Appointed Day,

for some time next year. The next day the halls and

corridors of power were empty. Everything was already

in place. And no one among the nay-sayers spoke out of turn.
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Family Life

for Liza

All of us, every single

one of us will be an orphan.

We will remember our parents,

recall the spring morning

our father showed us the yellow

beginning of each blade of grass,

just where it arises out of dark

ground into the light. We bent closer

to see that sunsplash of yellow, hardly
believing a field of green could harbor
such a secret. That is a happy memory,

I smile when I recall it. Don't you too
smile? And then there was the Saturday

I helped my Mom bake two loaves of thick
white bread. I don't remember what I did,
probably just chattered about childish
things as she labored in the kitchen.

Still my smiling presence made her happy,
and that night at supper she told Dad,
&quot;Your son helped me make our daily bread.&quot;

Our family life begins at that moment
when mother'scries are surpassed

as the new life suddenly slips

into the world and her pain becomes
rejoicing. This is not the last time
pain and joy will overlap. Such is our
human fate: we live within opposites,
and choose the sweeter of the two.
Father looks on in pride, and mother
laughs as their new-born cries his need
for their love.

So begins the cycle of life in love,

parents and children sharing the most basic
family bonds of growth and education,

of happy appointments over time and,



yes, disappointments, too. Time will rush
us through our mortality so much faster
than we desire. Still in our hearts' depth
we will say, &quot;My father filled my mind
with purpose, my mother listened to me

in @ room free of worry.&quot;

But a poet I love and trust has already
written, &quot;There was never a parent
kept alive by a child's love.&quot;

How will I, no, how will WE cope

with this blunt truth? Do we make

ourselves as hard as fate, or do we
surrender to the sorrow of loss?

Oh, we must be choose the sweeter

choice: our parents rejoiced

in an abundance of love when we were born;
let us rejoice in an abundance of grief

when they die. The circle closes and ascends
to some higher space of being.

(The poet is Louise Gluck, the poem is &quot;Adult Grief&quot; in her early
collection, THE TRIUMPH OF ACHILLES. I have followed her throughout her
career, for the past five decades. Her poems are luminous, whether they deal
with the dark fate or the light fate of being human. She has written the
necessary poems for my life to be complete.)
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I Did Not Know

for Baharak, Spring 2018

I did not know how young you are

inside, where growth happens slowly,
thoroughly, with no error caused by

human error. Things move forward toward
some predestined good set up ages ago

by those whose pulse matches nature's pulse,
and nothing so guided will fail to reach its
appointed future in its own sweet time.

I did not know you are so beautiful

inside, where beauty does not age and
collapse, as it does in the world of

fleeting time. In your interior world

beauty is linked to moments that are fixed
by multiple blessings to their most youthful
moments and no one shoves you down those
corridors of aging others suffer routinely.

I did not know how friendly you are

until I saw you standing under a cypress tree

on which three owls perched and watched you

intently. The middle one hopped closer to you

and settled deeper into his niche of awareness.

The next one, the largest, preened his black feathers

flecked with gold and opened wide his huge wingspan.

The last one pretended to be asleep but he opened

his eyes often to ascertain your presence. And then he rested.

I did not know how much you love the world

until a wanton, wandering soul traduced it, calling

its beauty vain, its people unworthy and the whole

of it doomed to an immediate Apocalypse. As you listened
tears glistened on your face and they were redemptive tears.
The wayward man bowed his head, fell silent and quickly
walked away. Had he been changed by your silent defense
of the world? Had your grief made him see the world

for what it is? Our place of residence and hope.



Our era of perception and love. Our gradual knowledge
of who we are and a wild, universal gratitude that sweeps us to JOY.
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Always Nearing Home

Homage to Jack Kerouac

Jack, I cannot claim to know you.

That's the simple truth, and would it

were otherwise is my current lament.

You were born a half generation

ahead of me. Your journeys were ending

just as mine were about to begin in earnest.

What your journeys discovered and passed on

I will let historians of the adventurers

of the Beat Generation relate. What you achieved

in literature those deeply moved by your

novels and poems can best proclaim. I will

listen and learn from them: they carry

your spirit in their lives and impart it

to the world. One of them, who calls himself

The Roncesvalles Poet, a Frenchman like yourself

in background, Richard Wlodarski, keeps your being
fresh and living. He embodies your service to

The Open Road, your commitment to truth-telling,
your quest for a golden scripture that will light

our ways. Jack, we see this clearly now, forty-nine years
since you lived among us, you were the modern Odysseus:
again and again you launched on new voyages,
always nearing home you kept venturing outward,
seeking new spaces those coming after you could
occupy, new homelands left in the wake of your
voyaging. We sense you still, out there, summoning
us to match your adventure to seek a Golden Eternity.
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The Poet Of The Lyric Voice

Interlude

SOrrows

me

Nighttime is A Homecoming - A Sonnet

children, vexed intimate relations, and infected

The ice lake we stand on

If you wonder,

stay with me? Then let us share

for my family and my kingdom. I want to sit

to grow our meager living. Compared to the Solar Glory
of the Olympians, we live a nocturnal existence.

Let the Moon shine its dark glory into our lives,

and they will shine with the deepest glow of Darkness.
you and me. Where we find these ancient

I hear a low hum of music nearby.

that place from which Lord Odysseus fled in fear. We feel

The Right Moment
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The Book Of Night - Eleven

(IX)
Orpheus

The whole Night I spent searching

for you within the four walls of Sleep.

I sang the Song of Love,

the shining ebony walls parted, and

my body floated above the bottomless floor

of Sleep. Although my eyes were closed,

I saw clearly every object clinging to

its own nightspace, fearful that

a random light shaft might loosen its grip,

and it would fall down the vast vertical

length of Night... I searched

the Eight Chambers of Sleep, shared by

the living and the dead in the Night Realm.

Only the Fourth I avoided where creatures

that hate humanity lurk in readiness.

In two chambers I sensed your recent presence,
traces of color and sound still came to

my senses. In the awesome sobriety

of this dark realm, I was intoxicated

by this awareness. My resolve was as tight

as a stretched bow, and the arrow of expectation
was released. It showed me a path to the Fifth
Chamber. No further magic flight aided me.

I had to climb the high plateau of this immense
chamber. An exhausted man reached the top,
refreshed only by the ambiguous night air
swirling around me. But you were not there...

I slid down the opposite slope into

the sloshy ground between Chambers Six and Seven.
In the turgid air, I saw our spiritual rival,
Melatron, siting on his golden throne. Even in his
disgracehis beauty is startling. He knows me, but
he greets only those who stoop to beg for his unholy
help. Your image shining in my mind, swelling

in my heart, gave me the strength, and I left him



in his regal solitude. I arrived at the hinterlands

of the Eighth Chamber and witnessed a dire sight:

a burning lake or river sent columns of fire

into the blank sky, sucking out breathable air.

I knew my journey was over, my quest for you

once again frustrated. But do not be sad for me:

every step I take brings me closer to you, and

in time you too will take a Night Journey toward me.
We may, on one of these nights which stretch

before us without end, cross paths in a paroxysm of joy.
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The Book Of Night - Twelve

(X)
Eurydice

I see things I never saw on earth.

I see circles wheeling inside larger

circles, moving slowly upward into

an arc of purest light. I see squares

multiplying and piling on top of each

other, forming columns that surprise me

when they slowly lift and vanish into

another angle of space. And triangles,

formerly locked together, separate and

float into other dimensions... My eyes

are dazzled, my mind is opened, the Truth

of the Cosmos fulfills my being. But other

times I see a wide plain, almost invisibly

white, stretch across the horizon of my sight.

Small hills colored pink rise inside this gentle

landscape. It is pure and lovely and perfect

to my eyes. Nothing on earth prepared me

for this Over-Much of Beauty. Has it not been

my home since forever? Still I dimly recall Hermes
guiding me to this place and hovering nearby as

I awoke fully to its glory. Oh, Hermes, kindest of gods.
your luminous presence is always welcome in this

place where solitude is never loneliness. Others like me,
spiritual creatures who carry no weight in their hearts,
pass by me and in a double trance we acknowledge
each other, but nothing further is required. What was my life
before this perfection? I dimly recall a passionate man,
his vexed life caused sufferings to accumulate.I only hope
Hermes gives him a charming niche in the Night World.
It is enough....
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The Book Of Night - Ten

Interlude:
Oppositions within the Night Realm

(1)

Night is not a place of refuge.

It does not provide sanctuary or safety.

It is not a hollow tree into which you can climb,

and taking shallow breaths, wait for your pursuers

to disperse.* Even if they disperse, you will not

be free, because The Night does not make common cause.
You will prevail or fail on your own. No one in the distances
of darkness will appear armed in your cause for succor

or defense. The Night has its secret goals, it sets

them in a secret accord with itself and never wavers.

* Edgar, KING LEAR, II, iii

(2)

The Night covers you in her darkness.

It is only her first gesture, others will follow,

some so subtle you won't even realize she has helped.
Like the wide stone arch, splashed with moonlight.

it will house your secrets in silent depths.

And the waters beneath the forest floor will assume

a rhythm matching your heart-beat, you and the Earth
making a single life pattern. And the owls, your spirit
animal according to Marie of Ireland, will penetrate
your skull and fill your brain with the quiet, lasting
wisdom of the Night-Realm. NOW you know what

so many others refuse to learn.
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The Book Of Night - Nine

(VIII)

Last night, a mild evening in early October,
while listening to Shostakovich's Second

Cello Concerto, I gradually became aware

of two Moons. One was the familiar Moon
which looms or dangles or floats in solitary
splendor over my Twin Cities, and splashes

a white carpet across the lawn beneath my balcony.
This must surely be the Moon of My Inspiration
because month after month it presides over
my creation of poems. My heart stretches forth
in gratitude for that lunar abundance.

The other Moon rose invisibly

casting its transparent light

over the Russian's music which speaks

both eloquently and sarcastically

in its ever changing moods. That music

cast its spell over me and the two Moons.

In our characteristic ways, we were shining

in the sheer joy of two kinds of moonlight.

My soul, ever in readiness for such a summons,
joined Music and Moons, all four blended

into one nocturnal being, completely enclosed

in the perfection of the moment, as if Time

had harmonized its components into a single frame.
Such is that Over-Much of Beauty we witness as Earth's creatures.
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The Book Of Nightfour

Interlude

The crescent Moon is as bright as a master
samurai's sword. It has already sliced

the clouds from the sky, and they tumbled
haphazardly below the horizon. The sky

is empty, only its dark blue color attests

to its existence. But its grandeur extends

for one thousand feet across the rocky terrain,
a blue cushion punctured by gray knives.

The air that bleeds invisibly rises to sustain us.

Nothing is left to disturb the scene's calm,

unless my roiling thoughts might cause such harm.

I declare an interlude, a respite from effort,

even the effort to be silent. LETITBE

My Will I suspend. It has caused enough turmoil

to no good end. My thoughts I abandon because

their task finished, I move on to a different

cognition: They created this Moment with the help

of Beautiful Language. It is enough... Let Be.

Assume the posture of statues, become frozen music for a while.
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Winter Twilight On An Ancient Battlefield

You arrived early on this one-time

battlefield, and encountering no opposition,

declared yourself victor. I arrived after you,

and saw your back turned to me. Had you seen me,
and turned away? Or have your been staring,
preoccupied with grief, at something over there

where an ancient battle was decided in favor of

an upstart, a malcontent, a traitor. In those days
began a weeping which swept through people and their
children, made domestic animals ornery and infected

nature with dark dawns and dreary days. Are you wrapped
in that sorrow still? My eyes strain to see you whole

in the diminishing light. The iced lake we stand on

hides its danger in snow drifts, but two heavy bodies

and the weightless ghost of the murdered king may yet
collapse these wintry defenses and then we will all

be losers... We are as far from each other as we

will ever be. No shared triumph, or disaster, will

bond us. Reconciliation is as remote as the crack

of spring thaw in the frozen air... It might be easier

to resolve our impasse with column after column of knights

in heavy armor, their horses festooned with symbolic plumes,
both men and horses eager for the clash of arms

bashing and smashing their way to victory and death.

They believe the ancient wisdom embodied in water and rock of
this land: if you have questions, they will be answered;

if you have answers, they will be confirmed. If they wonder,

Is this life I am living real? they go into combat to find out.

For us no such simple solution exists, and as we stand here

a whole season of stillness and silence has passed us by.

I wait for you here

in this cold region for body and mind,

trying not to look like I'm waiting for you.

I hear a faint sound of shifting waters

below the surface we stand on. You must hear
it too. Is that the last sound we will share?



When you finally turn to face me there will be

only be footprints in the snow, and

in the distance a blot of color

that is my silent departure across the frozen grass.
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The Real Proof

The man in the pale blue suit, acknowledged

as a Defender of Christianity, was squeezed

between a narrow hallway and a spacious lecture

hall. He raised his arms almost in a gesture

of prayer as dozens of his readers clustered

into his space, eager for his personal regard

and his unique message meant for no one else.

He was trapped but he displayed both cheeks

and an amiable manner. On a large table

his seven books were piled, like towers,

housing his knowledge which had aged into wisdom.

A young woman, graced with a springlike loveliness,

and slender enough to squeeze closer, stretched

her right hand across the table. He grasped it

just as someone behind pushed her, and two of

the towers collapsed. The look of shock on her face

moved him and he said, &quot;Don't worry, young lady.
This accident means we will never forget our meeting.&quot;
She rallied. &quot;Oh, Professor, your books are the menu
in the feast of my life! &quot; He was suddenly at a loss,
bit it didn't last. &quot;Young lady, my books are meant
to collapse. They are just objects filled with dusty

words, but you are the living reality.&quot; Their smiles
bonded them. Late that night, the subject that would be
his magnum opus gently eased into his thinking. He saw
her smiling face when the title appeared to him:

THE SAINTS AMONG US: REAL PROOF OF GOD'S EXISTENCE.
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Re My Next Talisman

What shall I carry as my talisman

now that all the previous ones have

lost their magic. It just drained out

of them, one by one. Sometimes a puddle

of brown liquid was left behind, other times

it was wisps of smoke, quite acrid, made us

choke. And only once there was the smell of

something sweet and light. I can't recall

the details of refreshment and the leadership

issue is fuzzy, but it was just heaven on earth.

For a while... It's been four days - ninety-six

hours without a talisman, and, listen to me, it's

rough, rough. A man gets accustomed to his talisman,

and it's just not possible to be bereft this long.

I have a reputation to maintain, not the outer one!

that's your issue, I mean what makes up the chords

and fibers inside. And I am both the accused and

the judge. There is no clear exit for me. So you see,

right? You s-e-e... you must be vigilant,

I must bebe resolute, we must be together in this...

I remember - but memories won't help - still I remember

a talisman from my grandmother, her simple black-bead rosary
was warm when I held it. Of course, it must have been, you know,
on a window ledge and the sun warmed it. It couldn't have been her touch that
warmed me. Of course not. But still....
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An Account Of Despair, With A Prophecy

Do not think for a moment that I abandoned
quotidian reality because of despair...

No, despair is not my answer, and never will be -
but despair has haunted me, tripped me when I was
distracted by happiness, even invaded my psyche
where my poetry resides fully empowered and
attentive to the Muses' flights. And despair

plays no role in my drama, not even an antagonistic
role, like Iago's conniving charm, or Macbeth's
valiant fury, or Edmund's anger at the world's
relentless circling of haphazard fortunes.

This tragic knowledge is my defense against

the subtle, spidery slants of despairing moods.

Have you seen a human being after despair has webbed
their destiny and cinched its victory over their

future? Brace yourself: this is graphic: their sex

shrivels to a wrinkle of flesh, their brain dissolves

and its sap seeps out of facial orifices, the beautiful
proportions of torso and limbs are twisted, and finally

the afflicted one is stunned, incapable of sound or

sense, unable to participate in tea party talk, the strategy
of playing chess, or a day of indulgence on the water,
with friends whose images are now trapped in mental repose,
in the caverns of a once free and supple mind...

You are witnessing the flaws of our initial creation,
amplified by generations of inner conflicts,

with psychic forces in disarray, when the center

is weakened by despair and spins a circle

of futility. From an Olympian distance, we sense

a ruin within. How can we rebuild what has crumbled?
How can we restore the circular motion of energy spent
and energy recovered? Or must we retire to the still
center and join the blank-eyed ones whose despair
numbs them to crisis and solution?

Some among us are already pursuing a familiar solution:
they are summoning the gods and goddesses to return,



take up residence on mountains and in the harbors

of outer space and exert their powers in tandem

to restart the ancient machinery of the universe.

It can happen once again, but do we want to surrender

our spiritual autonomy to these fractious, limited

deities? They will force us to stop our self-directed

evolution to Human Divinity. They will impose their limits

on our cosmic destinies. We may all find ourselves wrestling
with despair, if we abandon our future majesty for a present
security...

There is a prophet in the seventh sphere, a fully human
seer who has bent the knowledge of the cosmos

into a human grasp of vast material powers that rival
the primeval deities whom we are summoning to stifle
our endeavors. We are facing terrible losses,
unmitigated suffering, we will become the new Prometheus,
oppressed like another Sisyphus, wearied like Odysseus
from long toil. We will bear new wounds for for every
scrap of power we gain. We will rejoice in victories

that those surrendering to despair will proclaim
defeats. We will be a ragged bunch of warriors,

nursing our wounds even as we acquire deeper ones.
Once we saw Life as a Pageant and we were exultant,
we spent many decades building in unity, tearing

down in disunity, rebuilding with a new faith

in our species as one nation. We achieved

a Unity of Purpose that was squandered, and when we fell
in disgrace, we knew we were our own enemies. But
the prophet of the seventh sphere summons us

to PRIDE. Pride is gratitude to self for genuine
achievement. Let us declare ourselves a prideful
people, and live our lives in a Pageant of Glory,

and grasp a Greatness of Being for all who strive

to achieve the Divinity of the Human Race.

Daniel Brick



A Prayer Of Thanksgiving To The Trinity

Composed for Loretta Gavin by Daniel Brick

Most Holy Trinity,

You have blessed me

with Life, Salvation, Truth.

Your gifts have made me

more than I could be by myself.

I rejoice that You have have chosen me
to be enveloped by Your Love and Grace.

Lord God,

I am one of Your children in the grace

of Your abundant fatherly love. You have cared

for me for ten decades. It has been a wonder

past expectation. My response is to praise You,

to fulfill Your Will, to live everyday in the light

of Your Holy Catholic Church, and to serve You through Eternity.

Lord Jesus,

I bow gratefully before Your mercy and Your sacrifice

which opened the Gates of Paradise for our salvation.

You blessed my husband and me with fourteen dear children
we raised to serve You faithfully. Our joy was ever their

joy, our hope was ever their obedience to Your Will,

our prayer is ever our family's reunion in Your Eternity.

Lord Spirit,

Jesus sent You, Holy Spirit, to abide in our hearts

after His Resurrection. You have ever since been

the presence of God within us, as close to us as

our heartbeat, filling our minds with the highest Truths,

making our bodies Temples of Divinity, making our souls

worthy of the Life Everlasting proclaimed by the Angels and Saints.
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Refugees

We are a graceless bunch,

squeezed together on the narrow

road south. What else can we do

but run away, leaving behind more

cargo then we can take? Even so,

the road south is littered

with abandoned possessions.

How will we begin a new life?

By the time we reach our new home

in whatever village takes us in,

we will be naked, stripped of

possessions and... hope... and

vigor. The last thing we will carry

into our new life is God's mercy.

Is it the hard haul over this muddy road

that keeps us silent, or is it shame?

Behind us, our enemy advances

with the slow certainty of victory.

Our soldiers abandoned their weapons

and their dead on the field of defeat.

Weapons and corpses sink into the mud.

Two of the retreating soldiers, one

of them grievously wounded, help me

pull my cart, carrying my wife and

three children. The rest is just cargo.

The soldiers and I exchanged names,

then set to work pulling and grunting.

Just ahead of us the road slopes downward

to the river valley. There our new

neighbors will ferry us to their neutral

country. We pause while my wife helps

the wounded soldier. The other soldier, his arms
akimbo, looks fixedly backward toward defeat
and death. The sun is shining brightly back there.
(This poem was inspired by Ingmar Bergman's 1968 film
SHAME, about the plight of refugees during a war
they cannot comprehend.)
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The Book Of Night - Four

Interlude

I swear the nights the nights are too much
Nights when poems are made and unmade
Nights when we are tempted

to leave the substance for the Shadow
Nights that I press secretly against my heart
Andre Breton

The crescent moon is as bright as the sword

of a samurai master. It has already sliced the clouds

from the sky, they tumbled haphazardly below the horizon.
The sky is empty, only its dark blue color attests

to its existence. But its grandeur extends

for one thousand feet across the rocky terrain:

a blue cushion punctured by gray knives.

The air that bleeds invisibly rises to sustain us.

Nothing is left here to disturb the scene's calm,
unless my Faustian thoughts cause such harm.

But night itself empowers me to declare an Interlude,
a respite from effort, even the effort to be silent.

Let be. My will I suspend. It will not resist.

My thoughts I abandon. They know their way home.
Together we have created this nocturnal moment
with help of beautiful language. It is enough.

Let all of them assume the posture of statues,

they can become frozen music for a while.
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The Book Of Night - Five(Iv)

A part of me does not surrender

fully to Night despite its immemorial

sway. Should I awake before dawn

and feel the stab of lost loves,

I am plunged into Sympathy for All.

I wonder how many preventable

are poised on the edge of realization,

as I sleep in oblivious pleasure? What if

I stay awake and tighten my resolve, will

my vigilance stop a deep sorrow before it finds
a final niche from which to launch its

mission of upheaval of body and soul? My cry
in the Night is ever, Let me help! Let me do good!

Was I asleep while the others suffered?
Vladimir

&quot;Waiting for Godot&quot;
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The Book Of Night - Seven

Interlude

from THE GARDEN SONNETS
by Daniel Brick

I am watchful through the night

hours of solitude so different from

the solitary day. Bright day ignores ne

as he pursues his glory across the sky.

Night is my dear companion. She nestles
against my shoulder as I gaze upon her
serene face. Sometimes she pretends to sleep,
so I can close my eyes and sink into

her boundlessness....
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The Book Of Night Six

(V)

I have no use for a blanket,
however beautifully it would

wrap itself around my Dreams.

I have Night itself to shelter me:

I am more likely to be broken or
lost than cold. I just imagine

my ancient past as a hairy beast,
grunting rather than complaining,
and immediately I feel animal
warmth rise and spread through
every joint and crevice of my body.
As for that concern of so many
waking hours, human loneliness,
the Night is older than the need

for another. Dreams themselves
vary in value since that first

dream showed Adam his future bliss
and he rejoiced in anticipation

of something utterly new. Wonders
are still borne upon the winds.

You have Night's majestic Panorama:
it has replaced both warmth and companionship.
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The Book Of Night Eight

(VID)

Like a mirage, the night wavers
around four a. m. It's as if dark

and light performed a dance of
alternating brilliance, but it threatens
to spin out of control and cause

a disaster throughout the fields

of the night. Night owls can attest

to this fear of collapse. It cannot be
hidden or disguised. But I have

a sense for these things. It derives
from my experience, and though I am
pledged to silence about this mystery,
I will tell you what I can. When we
reach the threshold of the moment

of entry, I will know in a final flash

of clarity, if we can proceed...

Then follow me with slow urgency
and recite the delights of your heart
until they are more persuasive than

a perfect day in spring. If your truth
reveals your beauty, I will no longer
conceal my love. Should this fail,

and the threshold closes, I will return
to my ancestral home, alone but free, sad but wise.
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The Book Of Night Three

(111

That other part of you, the part

you seem to disparage, that light-
engendered part may not agree with
descent as a homecoming. Be patient,
oh Soul, with your Spirit. Do not
assume one contains the other:

that would be a fatal reduction

of your being. Shhh... It is

time to be silent and act your part...
This is what you must hear and heed:
If you descend without properly
processing your intent, you may
become confused, and the journey will
be transformed into an immense weight
you must carry on your back or in your
arms. Or you will stumble on your way
over smooth pavement and lie for hours
staring into an empty sky. You will be
assaulted by strange incantations that
prophecy only doom. I am not allowed
to show pity for your suffering,

it must run its course through your
psyche. You have been warned not
descend yet. You have a mission

still ill-defined. If fear of

Darkness does not restrain you,

then fear of punishment must be
imposed. But when your mind is
cleared, your spirit lifted,

your soul purged, you will be free

to join our descent. It is only

a matter of time: and we serve Eternity.
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The Book Of Night Two

(1)

The Nightscape is always a new place

on each descent even for an an adept,

like myself, who speaks both languages

in my poems, often only semi-consciously.
But my memory treasures impressions

of both realms. At times, I sense them

as a whole, a harmony of sorts, although
highly dissonant... These words may be
merely a human's human wishes, it's only
the poetry that provides their wings

to soar in imaginative flight. You see,
scattering wishes and collecting hopes

are human endeavors I endorse by my faith
in language. The nightscape is always open
to those who descend. That is an absolute
truth. You are engaged in a homecoming
when you make the soul-journey downwards,
always and everywhere down, to the realm
of the secretest beings of the psyche,

never to be named, never to be summoned.
They know their cue. You must be still,
settle your affairs, quiet your feelings,

and await the signal in your heart.
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The Book Of Night One

(I)

DARKNESS IS OLDER THAN LIGHT:

The first thing to shine, and announce

its presence was Darkness. It was

a marvel then, simple but striking:
Darkness was just one thing, but it was
mountainous and unmovable, it piled higher
and higher, it sank deeper and deeper,

and never for an instant did its shining
diminish or alter its intensity. It was

simply a time of single things, there was

no blending, no uniting and consequent
union, no rushing together of things, mightily
pulled toward each other. It was just a still,
silent, stolid sphere of dark shining...

And all lights were trapped within its vast extent.
Small rays and long photons, long rays and

small photons, single things composed of Light,
squeezed through dark corridors and condensed

into shining globes whose igniting created a new

realm - light interposed with darkness, a light-world
equal to its parent Darkness, engendering its own lives
across Time... across Space... We human beings

are composed of an inseparable bond of Darkness and Light.
At home in both realms, we belong to neither wholly:
we are creatures of a divided legacy....
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The Seer Instructs A Callow Youth

Why bruise your knees praying

for benefit to yourself? Every god

and goddess you implore already knows
your desires and your impatience.

I assure you they are obdurate.

Do not take offense at my bluntness.

I am merely wiping a slate clean.
Listen to me with your mind fully open,
and I promise: you will end this day
with a newly opened heart...

The finest prayers are those offered

for the benefit of another person.

Begin such praying before this day ends,

and you will cleanse the very air you breathe.
An irresistable sweetness will rise

in your heart, and you will be the first

to feel its delight, but it will spill forth

into the world and refresh even strangers.
And you will be lightened as well as
enlightened. Do you not right now feel

a heaviness in your heart's chamber, even though
no loved one resides there? That is the weight
of self, a false self you must carry even as it drags
you down. This false self has buried your true self
deep in your heart's chamber. It is a prisoner,

unjustly incarcerated by an evil judge. One thing

I can tell you: you must be free. You must set a date
on which you will meet your true self. Its liberation
will not require hours of praying for your benefit.

It will happen silently and imperceptibly,

as you open the chamber of your heart. Your heart will
glow, your mind will rejoice, and your true self
will appear in all of its natural glory. You will feel



the weight of your false self lifted, and you will not
lose anything in the experience... Just imagine

your joy if you were reunited with a twin sister
you had lost in the chaos of living. Would not

a deep wound be healed? Would this not make joy
a permanent resident of your two hearts? Yes,
yes, such will be the joy when your true self

lives in the center of your being. You will no longer

pray for your benefit. You will be a chalice overflowing,

a stream that replenishes dry fountains, a lamp that never

dims but shines even brighter when darkness approaches.

And you will find a fresh joy in praying for ther benefit of others.
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Mortal Men

Drawn from The Odyssey of Homer, Book Ten

We sleep night after night

wherever we collapse. On the white sands

of the sea shore, or in the inland forest

of flowering trees, or even near the fountains

below the witch's palace. But never, never

do we venture into the precincts she occupies.

Wine from her storerooms is abundant and we drink
day and night. Lithe maidens serve the wine

in a gracious silence, but we dare not touch them.
They appear to be very young and completely

at ease in their beauty. They may well be immortals,
like the witch herself. I saw some of my companions
stare at them imploringly, but never did even one
respond. Is this from innocence or cunning?

Myself I turn away if I catch my eyes fixed

on their serene faces and serene limbs.

Such promised happiness is not for mortals,

except for exceptional ones, like Lord Odysseus.

We only see glimpses of our lord, as he crosses

lanes between the interiors of the witch's palace.

But I saw him just last week, staring imploringly

into sea and sky. Two maidens glided to him,

one on each side. The taller one whispered into his ear,
the other took his left hand and guided him gently
through a jeweled doorway. It was surely a summons
from that woman with such terrifying power over men.
How can she turn men into pigs? Her victims told us
they were grunting despite their human minds,

they were paralyzed at the threshold of Death,

and they strained their eyes to warn us,

but by then Lord Odysseus had subdued her

with the power of eros.Rumor has it that

Hermes is our protector, and Zeus above him...

This island is a perfect place, but
a perfection it is fatal to grasp.



So we bludgeon ourselves with fine wine,

as Elpenor did and we hope not to suffer his fate.
Whatever we do - feast, drink, lounge under the afternoon
sun, sleep or talk quietly - we do under a pall

of fear. When will Lord Odysseus return us to the sea?
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Day And Night

I An Incident at 11: 00 am

I met a man who told me

Night is a broken thing which

will never again be whole

as Day is whole, and no measure

of wishful thinking can change

the reality of a glorious twelve-

hour day crushing the dark remnants

of night. At this point in his tirade,

he smiled wickedly, and his stare cut

through me. &quot;You're a broken thing too, &quot;
he mocked. I felt my brain slump

in @ corner of my skull. &quot;This isn't -

right, &quot; I thought. &quot;There's something
sacred here.&quot; I implored the man of

day's ascendancy, &quot;Partners in Time,

surely day and night are partners,

they make one whole. The brokenness

of one is the brokenness of both.&quot;

He smiled wider as if my statement

cinched his victory. I tried to speak

again to defend my beloved night.

My lips flapped but no sound came

forth. And my thinking I could see was

blissfully asleep. Blissful. Sleeping.

Are they not the genuine experience of the night?
He sauntered away from me, into a blast of sunlight.

ITANn incident at 11: 00 pm

I found him trying to slip

through a corridor at the edge

of daylight, already pierced

with tendrils of darkness.

&quot;Oh, it's you, &quot; he said. Was he
fearless? Resigned? Bored?

Suddenly I felt a startling sympathy

for him: he was neither my enemy



nor my friend. What we became

this moment would witness and

certify. The sympathy within me
swelled and unfolded the way

darkness takes possession

of a field of lilies or poppies

or lilac bushes in early spring.

I had to attend to these things

of the night. Let him sleep or

cower in fear, but I would not be

the agent of either night move.

I spoke to him in the voice of

a night owl, the voice of a caressing
nocturnal breeze, a voice of soft
shadows: &quot;The night invites you
to join in her mysteries. The night
blesses you whether you stay or depart.
She is a queen who reigns but exercises
no power.&quot; I withdrew quickly, so he
could make his choice. I left him

alone and free, in a time zone

equally filled with darkness and light.

Daniel Brick



Morning Light In Spring

Light shafts shot down

from Heaven all morning, and

I was blind to both the Light

and the places illumined.

What made me live a mere blind

existence despite the flowing

around me? Why didn't I rush

into the wide open air, and wait,

a mere terrestrial, until a single

shaft of photons, flush with the sun's

energy and the morning's stamina,

enveloped me - body and soul together?

I have become so catholic in my sentiments,

I want only what others grasp as meaningful.
However distant from others, this sunlight shower
is such a universal thing... By early after-

noon, I had set aside my mind's pretense of
significant activity and both mind and sight
sought the reality of Light pouring to Earth

from Heaven. It searches for a worthy recipient
of its power and grace. Was I too late in my decisive
move into the Light? Has the Light begun

to withdraw on its own accord? Has Time

added itself to this drama, placing other
limitations on my tardy reaction? Must I now
recreate all this energy in the interior

world? Or should I resume my chosen activity,
until a shaft of Light summons me as if by name?
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A Love Story In Spring

The first time I said, &quot;I love you, &quot;

the words were fresh and pure, and I spoke

the simple truth, and you said simply, &quot;Likewise.&quot;
Our world was so small: just a couple of

villages along a river valley, a deep forest

between them, and scattered farm steads with gardens,

and then a vast wilderness stretched beyond our reach.

The second time I said, &quot;I love you, &quot;

I had learned your secret name. It made

my other words blend into a festive singing,

and made you smile, take my hands and lead me
into a dance of hundreds of couples, all bonded

by Spring. We partnered all night long, and

dawn found us still dancing along the river's shore.

The third time I said, &quot;I love you, &quot;

our hair had turned white and a sweet

silence filled the space between us more often

than words. The fragrances that poured

from the garden we enjoyed more than worldly
wealth, and we measured happiness by the number
of springs we shared, each one more beautiful.

The last time I said, &quot;I love you, &quot;

you hovered over my prostrate, bedridden

body, and smiled the widest smile of greeting

in all the world. Then you melted into my being,
and there was no space we did not occupy together.
The words had all been spoken already, the final
Spring had past, then I expired, and we are one.
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The Difficult Journey To The High Place Of Truth

We journeyers are tired in body,

our spirits are spent,

but that is next to nothing

because we have a genius for

recovery. Meanwhile, our souls

are strengthened by a secret

ministry that operates both day

and night. They rival now the deep souls
of the ancient ones in our sacred poems.
Their souls, never weary, never withdrawn,
prevailed over the claims of the flesh

and the sickness of the mind. Even now
mu body aches with hardships of our climb,
and my mind is sick with desire for

the simplest pleasures. But -

the fibers of my soul are taut

with original energy that compels

base desires to desist and they

simmer down to nothing. And then

my mind can take flight in its search

for truth. What is Soul? Soul is Self

with something fused within it: a brief
answer that resolves many questions,

a rare courage become commonplace,

a love that has no shadow existence.
Soul is the missing page that completes
an essential manuscript - one that tells
us how to live lives worthy of glory...

A high wind slashes across cloud banks
and the sky bleeds dawn red over our
determined host. We will not stop, we will
not even rest, until the night reveals
what the day conceals: our dreams carry
this sacred truth, our steadfast souls

own it and protect it. It will begin

an Age of Wonder when it is set forth
from the high place of truth we will soon reach.
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The Death Of Orpheus

They knew they could not out do

him, those maenads screaming

in @ confusion of dissonance, while

he strummed one last diatonic melody

that cut through their rage and ascended

above all violence to the hearing of his

father, the supremely calm and self-possessed

god of the lyre, Phoebus Apollo. And so they

ripped his head from his shoulders, and tossed

both head and lyre into the River Hebrus on its
course to Lesbos. They were exhausted by their
brutality, and sank into a troubled sleep.

But the head kept singing sweetly as the lyre
carried it like a barge of death into the realm
felicity. How warmly he sang, how tenderly

his voice caressed both sounds and words. Earth
was so enamored of his music that she brought

the whole of it into her being, and we earthlings
benefit from this music in birds' songs, the motion
of water, the sigh of winds and crack of thunder,
and in the harmonies of our souls in the oneness of
flesh and spirit. His voice is embodied everywhere
we call Earth, perhaps even in our identity as
Earthlings are traces of the god Orpheus. Whenever we
hear music, it is Orpheus stretching his being across
space and infusing its openness with his immense soul.
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An Incident In Early Spring On The Highway Of
Pilgrims

The overcrowded bus tumbled down

the highway under a pale blue March sky.

All of us passengers, friends or strangers,

had been traveling through the night,

and we were a quiet group, weary from

miles of rough roads and cramped seats.

I was reading without much interest

the latest novel of a famous writer.

But I was distracted by a child,

three rows ahead, watching me intently.

His face was calm and gentle; there was

no guile in his gaze. I turned away and

and tried to read my book. I was startled

when the child was suddenly standing next

to my seat, talking casually like an adult.

But he was holding the thread of a balloon

of many colors, which tugged the thread,

anxious to ascend. &quot;Lady, &quot; he began,
&quot;You look sad, so I'm giving you my balloon

which made me happy last night.&quot; Surprised,

I replied, &quot;Oh, thank you, but I can't take

your balloon away from you.&quot; He replied quickly.
&quot;You're not taking it, I'm giving it. My grandfather
told me, When you're happy, Ivan, give a piece of

that happiness to someone else. You don't need

all of it. So, here's your balloon.&quot; And he deftly
wrapped the thread around my left wrist. &quot;Now both
of us will be happy. My grandfather told me about
sharing happiness, but he said it was grandmother

who told him. So, I guess, grandmother was the real
angel, because no one told her. She just knew.&quot;

He squeezed in next to me. &quot;Lady, do you believe in
angels? &quot; And I responded immediately because he was
so sincere. &quot;Yes, I very much believe in angels.&quot;
He looked satisfied, and was quiet for awhile.
&quot;Lady, I have special dreams about people, and

last night in my dream I saw the two of you,



standing very close together, and there were tears

in the eyes of both of you.&quot; I was speechless, but I
knew he was telling the truth. &quot;Lady, just because
you don't see him at this moment doesn't mean he

isn't here. Time is really big, he might be lost in it,

but he will see the balloon when you launch it.&quot;

He smiled silently, then ran back to his family, and

they got off the bus. I wanted to wave to him, but he
was talking to his younger siblings. The bus lurched on.

I reached my destination, and it seemed secondary.

I walked alonga grassy lane, under a late afternoon
sun, came to a small lake lined with trees just beginning
to bud, and, after saying a brief prayer, released

the many-colored balloon. It leaped into the air,

a breeze up there caught it and it tumbled around,

but then broke free and rose up and up, into a flash

of light that hurt my eyes. Now the balloon was free,
even of my eyes. Now I had to trust the air, the wind,
the sky... Oh, my friend, a child has blessed us.
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My Next Poem

Is it waiting for me to find it

outdoors? Covered with the snow

that fell this morning, just a dusting

of powder snow, but sufficient to render

it invisible in a material world.

It has no inner light to signal its presence.

It could be trapped just below the third

step of a steep staircase. When I walk over it,

my shadow briefly touching it, it remains mute
though composed of words, silent unavailing words.

Or perhaps my next poem will never become
words on paper, because it is already resident
in her heart where she cherishes its wordless
message as it swells to fill interior space

with our mingled good wishes for the other,
both of us exerting a primal urge of such
spiritual intensity that the poem occupies
space and measures time, thus partaking

of both material and immaterial worlds.

My next poem could be lodged within a poem

by Denise Levertov: her words cleverly jumbled

and then rearranged will reveal something of

my poetic worth when carefully detached from

the body of her poem. And they will retain

the silver sheen and luminous truth of her art:

&quot;To make / of song a chalice, / of Time, / a communion wine.&quot;

Or I can sit in this large chair, leaning

over this large desk, with scattered papers

of unfinished poems, stalled or still-born

or stubbornly resisting closure. Is my next

poem one of these unruly children of my mind?
Perhaps for my next poem I will surrender

to such misrule, join my proper speech to a chaos
of possibilities, and let the words find their

desired niches, as sound and rhythm toss them

in a riot of untrammeled creativity. This next poem



will be dedicated to the spirit of Sir John Falstaff.
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Your Absent Face

In Memory of Kathleen Raine

When I stretched out my right hand

to touch your face, mysteriously present,

I felt only air and it parted and disappeared,

only an emptiness left behind where I expected
the warmth of your skin, the vital response

of your quickening breath, the depth of your eyes,
holding both astonishment and contentment

in a perfect balance. But something of you

abides, some trace of your beauty mingles

with natural beauty and creates a abundance

that sweetens the air with promises of more
delights to come, never-ending because never
grasped and squandered. Oh, I know this truth!
But my heart is still restless for a simple

touch, a caress of flesh and flesh,

the reassurance that all does not dissolve

into air, but something persists: a falling leaf,

a splash of water, a tender voice speaking

what must be said over and over, the longed-for touch.

Daniel Brick



A Late Winter Poem For Baharak

I have been teasing a thought

into being all morning, and

since my morning began at 333 a.m.

it's been a long haul to find

the right words and the right order

to address you. Oh, yes, you have been

a partner in these thoughts since

they first bounced around in my head,

unruly and disordered, hardly the stuff

of poetry. They were as skeletal as

the trees, ghostly branches covered with

snow, the whole scene reduced to two

elemental colors, black and white. Is this

sufficient material for a poem? I endured

an hour of doubt, but in that time I was

rescued as surely as someone lost in a storm.

At first I imagined your face completely

shrouded in darkness, then I gradually saw

its outline appear, and finally your face

was whole, in the pale light of a winter morning.

It was not the sun that blessed us. It was moonlight
and glistening snow that brought us out of darkness
into the welcoming light of their special radiance.
And I send my nighttime thought to you on streams
of bright winter light: There will always be sufficient
light for us to live and prosper in every season.
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The House - The Home

If I were you, I would not live

in this house, sprawling across a landscape
populated with worn-out memories. Let others
take charge of it, so your hands are free

to open the nearest door and you can walk

in any direction you choose because all of them
will be a-w-a-y. And don't look back!

I'm not aware of anything as severe as

the punishment of Lot's wife - What's her name?
The woman turned into salt... But you don't

want that last sight of your ancestral house
haunting your memory. It's bad enough you call it
a home. Dispel things in the heart the way you
dump old furniture and ragged clothes.

Start by recalling all its flaws,

the hardships it caused you,

the times it failed you, when relatives

looked askance, or quietly laughed

behind their gloved hands.

Remember it as derelict, dilapidated, doomed.
You will liberated in due time. When you count
your blessings, it will not appear. When you recall
your beloved father, he will be standing in a grove
evergreens in the north country. When you see
your dear mother, she will be quietly napping

on a cushioned bench outdoors. Such false
memories will eventually reconcile you to your fate.
In a decade or two, there will be just a mist

in your memory, an occasional hollowness in your heart
but no more weight of the past. Better that absence
than a persistent hope which connects to nothing.
I can teach how to create artificial memories
which will create a real happiness within.

After all, what is more important: the truth

of your existence, or an everyday happiness?
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Janus Reflects On The Presence Of Time In Eternity

I

I have two faces looking in opposite

directions, with two pairs of keen eyes

piercing the near and the far. Twisting

my long supple neck, I take inside me

a circular field of action and non-action.

A single brain stem rises through the chakra
path but it separates at the throat, before

voice can speak, and a branch rises to galvanize
each face. The first face sees What Has Happened
and laments or rejoices in equal measure,

as events occur before dropping into oblivion.
The other face stares into the future, a place

of swirling mists, clouds of unknowing, dense
corridors of colored Air. Here is the unclothed
unity of tomorrow. The brightest Image. With ego
and self all space is filled... There is the
wholeness of Time. The longest or the shortest
Moment. With ego and self all time is past.

How do we reduce such multiplicity

to a central certitude of knowing?

II

My brain wanders over these arrangements,
and grasps a deeper sense of matter and
cognition. I sense things separate joined,
things broken whole. It's as if journeyers

in a desert region suddenly enter an unmarked
oasis, and ease replaces effort and Hope
revives with every step. They are simply
refreshed, and the remaining distance yet

to be crossed is lit with a cool brilliance.

You will find me sitting in a patch of

sturdy palm trees, in a pool of yellow-green
radiance, poised between action and non-action,
wondering if they are not really just two faces
of the same reality. At times like this past and
future cannot be wrenched apart, and Nature
reveals her wholeness and everlastingness:



lesser thoughts will be absorbed into the joy
of the Higher Truth, like dim lights adding
their luster to the blaze of the Noonday Sun.

Daniel Brick



Poems With An &quot;Angel&quot; Motif

&quot; The Visitation of Angels&quot;
and Other Poems Centered on the ANGEL Motif

Poems by Daniel Brick
2017-2018

I dedicate this collection of poems to:
MY DEAR FRIENDS SONYA AND ROBERT

Our friendship makes us a TRIO, let's say, a String Trio.

I will assume the middle voice of the VIOLA. The viola

was Mozart's favorite instrument, which is recommendation
enough. Robert can be our CELLO player, who will provide
the magnet of our ensemble who will pull us toward the common
center or release us into solo excellence. This set-up means
Sonya is our VIOLIN player, who will carry the melodic line
on her fiddle as gracefully as she occupies the first chair.
And so we three will achieve a harmony of spirits to the
rhythm of everyday life and make each melody a song of the
earth we give to those who listen.

It is really easy to be happy, we know its fourfold secret:
you must have friends you cherish, you must do work which
satisfies you, you must make the good things of the past
flourish in the present, and you must have hope these good
things will be sheltered and grow larger. This imaginary
triumph will ever be our personal one. Excelsior!

Daniel Brick



Aserel, The Angel Of Silence, Inspires The Trio

The angels descend from the silence of the Empyrean
and enter the zone of sounds, noises, music,
cacophony in our space of being. Sometimes they
create a cone of Empyrean silence to simulate

their home where mind links to mind with no speaking.

The one named ASEREL has chosen me: he hovered
over my life for weeks, filled my soul with angelic
disciplines, then he left me in a Cone of Silence

to test my resolve. I responded with prayerful poems
made with my human craft in sweet angelic silence.

I'll watch the silence of Sonya's hands

as they prepare a canvas in her studio, and

then paint the images which her mind has shaped
over time and now assume their identity

in colors and forms on the completed canvas.

I'll listen in silence as Robert recites

a poem he knows by heart. He grasps this
silence as one of his tools, and punctuates

his performance with silent moments embedded
in speech, sound and silence in perfect balance.

And I will compose a new poem which will dazzle
those who also love writing and will perhaps

inspire those who dream of being poets to become
what they dream of. Aserel may add notes and pauses
from the Music of the Spheres to its natural texture.

And so it will be in our age that time and eternity

will exist in @ common place and both angels and

humans will find its location and begin to populate it.

And the wonder of this scenario is that the place

of meeting will be strangely new to both of us, and we will
discover each other as companions in making it a common home.

Daniel Brick



The Angel Aserel Encourages Humans To Seek Daily
Beauty

The Angel Aserel on the Daily Beauty of Human Life

ENVOI

Daniel Brick



An Appeal To The Angel Aserel

Stay with me
because the world has betrayed me
again, yet demands I follow its lead.

Stay with me
because North and South are no longer true directions
and East and West have plunged into nothingness.

Stay with me
because Hope has dissolved into Despair
at the knife-edge of awareness.

Stay with me
because my dreams are too distant to see
and my nightmares moan beneath the bed.

Stay with me
because the frightened angel of the Star Gardens
has abandoned both roses and maidens in love.

Stay with me
because the intense red of each dawn and
every sunset must be witnessed by human eyes.

Stay with me
because poor as we are

life turns into love and love into wealth.

Daniel Brick



The Angel Of Silence Performs His Ministry

Is this the Being of Light whose first
radiance I kindled? Was I the one

with the necessary gesture to release

the stalled spirit? Did I, mere flesh

and bone, play an angel's role in ignorance?

They descend from the silence of the Empyrean
and enter the zone of sounds, noise, music,
cacophony in our space of being. Sometimes they
create an cone of Empyrean silence in which

we can be at peace and feel the joy of angel-life.

The one named Aserel has chosen me: he hovered
over my life for weeks, he taught me the truth

of prayer and ritual, then he left me in a Cone

of Silence to test my resolve... I must have
passed these tests, because silence is sweet.

I'll watch the silence of Sonya's hands
as they prepare a canvas in her studio,
then paint the images which have grown
over time in her mind and now assume
their places in the world of art and life.

I'll listen in silence as Robert recites

a poem he knows by heart. He grasps this
silence as one of his tools, and punctuates

his performance with silent moments embedded
in speech, sound and silence in perfect balance.

And I myself will compose a new symphony, which
will dazzle those who love music and open the hearing
of those who have not listened yet. And perhaps

my guardian Aserel will add notes and pauses

from the Music of the Spheres to its natural texture.

And so it will be in our age that time and eternity
will exist in @ common place and both angels and
humans will find its situation and begin to populate



it. And the wonder of this scenario is that the place
of meeting will be strange to both of us, and we will
discover each other as companions in making it a common home.

Daniel Brick



An Angel Composed Of Fire

When I drift through the chambers

of my soul, I stop often and pray

for help in my search for something worthy
of contemplation. There is a flash of light,
exceeding even the speed of thought that
displays the truth of being I seek. I follow

in a partial trance as it unwinds its tendril

of connection to the same spiritual place

that holds me in thrall. The light I follow

pours forth illumination. The light resolves

its fiery nature into the shape of a pure

bright red appearance, like me in human form.

He stands within a wide circle of rays, all

the color of fire and shooting forth

in all directions, both blind and focused.

I bow in my own defense. But no harm to me
is intended. The red flaming character
assumes a posture like mine, readied for talk.

As my fear decreases, that energy promotes

a shift to understanding. I sense a communication,

a telepathy, swelling into articulate speech:

&quot;We are one being, pale one, your part is intellectual,
mine is passionate. We balance each other, we act

in tandem, we are bound together, we cast one shadow.

&quot;From this moment forward we are one being, I am myself
the Heart that burns in desire and heat, you the Mind

that thinks in desire and detachment. Together we will

live a fully sentient existence as the Angel-Man,

blended, united, bonded, ONE.&quot; I found my voice,

&quot; What wonders we will perform, dazzling the angels,
dumb-founding the humans.&quot;
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New Day

It is the Morning of the World.

Great shafts of light pierce

what seemed in the depth of night

to be a permanent darkness. Already

the World is not just lit by bright

streams but it shines as if an answering

light from its interior is being lifted

out and up to join the sunlight pouring

down. How can we resist this double radiance?
It is time to come out of hiding, and join

the others in this age of candor and

the bitter truth. There is even less reason

to hide yourself today than there was yesterday,
and in the infinite line of tomorrows assembled
across space, meaningful life is manifold.
Indeed, this is a time of wonder. You feel it,
don't you? I want you to feel it like a promise
fulfilled. The doubt that may still hold

part of your soul in thrall will soon be loosened,
and your heart will be free to pursue its loves
in this double light from within and from without.

Daniel Brick



A Prayer To The Holy Spirit

Inspired by the PRAVOSLAIVE Faith
practiced by Liza in St. Petersburg, Russia

Oh, Holy Wonder!

Descend and brighten earth

with Your supernatural brilliance.

Enter the natural zone of our existence
and make it shine with Your abundance.

Oh, Fountain of Eternal Truth!

We have prepared outselves

to receive Your Illumination

to the dizzying depths of our souls.

Prayer and Charity, Worship and Agape

have scoured pettiness from our reformed selves.
Our souls are just empty chambers, anticipating
Your arrival, hollow sanctuaries which long for
Your Holiness to fill them and render them worthy.

Oh, Beloved Spirit! Oh, Marvelous God

of Flight and Illumination!

Our prayers to You express only adoration.

Our faces, raised up to Heaven, are suffused

with a longing for Your perpetual presence.

We have expelled desires, impulses, hungers,

vanities, regrets, fears. We have attained

a condition of emptiness within and without

to be filled with Your Divinity. Come, to us,

lest we die an animal death, with our souls

damaged and severed from Your heightened Being

forever. Transform our desperate pleading

into a hymn of Your Glory. No longer do we tremble

before the terrible calm of Your Being. You have given us
divine understanding. Our hearts burn everything that
occludes Your presence. Our voices stretch out in one prayer,
resounding across space and time to the end of space and time:
GOSPODI POMILUY! GOSPODI POMILUY!GOSPODI POMILUY!



Inspired by the PRAVOSLAIVE Faith
practiced by Liza S. in St. Petersburg
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Saintliness

What makes the saint

so different from you or me,

from all of us lumped together

into one huge disorderly family?

Is it the saint's dawn prayer

that fold upon fold of light descend
upon one and all, even the unworthiest
among us, that no evil disturb

the poise of faith within each heart?
And in what tarnished place

are my morning thoughts lodged
while his embrace the whole of hope?

Or is it his gesture of charity

at every moment, acts of virtue

so sudden, so spontaneous nothing
of them remains after their doing,
no sign that points back to him,
anonymous and fleeting, known only
to the witnessing angels? Meanwhile
I amass good deeds like wealth,
swelling my account in heaven as a hedge
against judgment, so fearful am I
that mercy is too good to be true

for one has lived a narrow life.

Or is it his life in prayer, with one

prayer tumbling after another, tracing

a path that angels use to readjust their

place in the chaos of the world and restore

their view of heaven, making worldly things
dissolve in the celestial light, invisible

to all on earth but the saints, each with

his companion angel who interprets every thing
that happens as a sign of God's presence. The saint
responds to all this lavish natural wealth

in his nightly prayer, &quot;Lord, give me nothing
more. Shower your grace on that solitary soul,

who wanders bereft of hope and faith. Lord, save him.&quot;



Daniel Brick



Your Impromptu Poem

for Keith

I was tardy entering the sanctuary.

Sunday's service had begun,

with the first hymn already sung,

the impact of its melody and meaning

spreading over the assembled worshipers.

The harmony of music was now the harmony

of people. This awareness is blessed.

Suddenly, like a flash of light from no

natural source, I realized you were engaged

in an impromptu prayer. Your eyes nearly closed,

your mind fixed on the other world, you reached

deep within to grasp the words to carry your message:

it was the reality of the Father's truth,

of His goodness and love, you borrowed, shaped, delivered
by a human voice, just your human voice. But the words
were not as swift as your faith, and in a holy silence

you paused to let the words find you. This pause itself
was prayer. It was the readiness of the believer to receive
whatever the Father gives. And so immortal words spilled
forth, winged and wondrous, like sacred music, and
through them the Spirit filled every heart present

with worship of our three-personed God. &quot;Let us Pray&quot;
was your response to this plenitude of faith. Is this not
the mission you have assumed? To make the presence

of the Father as immediate as a human voice in prayer,
as real as the touch of agape love stirring our souls.
Amen to that....

Daniel Brick



The Journey Across The Night Seapart Ii

A thousand faces were released at once.

They floated slowly upward, gently rolling

in a circle as they rose into the sky.

Their eyes were shining from some hidden

source of light not visible to mortal eyes.

We were transfixed, we stared at them

for the duration of their ascent. They looked

down on us with compassionate eyes, tender
expressions flitting across their features.

I was speechless that so much love could

radiate from human faces. It seemed that

our vigilant watching was itself part of

this ceremony unfolding above us. The last

thing we saw were their eyes, even more

strangely illuminated, blinking again and

again as if they could not believe what

they were seeing, as if the wonder of it

transcended even their exalted state of grace.

And then it was over, the vision closed...

The nineteen who had been asleep awoke, having
dreamed what the four of us had witnessed.

The Mysterious Barge and its ghostly captain

were vanished. And our ship was surging forward
with propitious winds and friendly currents.

Once again, we were just sailors in a goodly ship

on a vast ocean under the pure blue light of morning.
The twenty-two men started debating what had happened,
then they argued without listening to each other,
some came to blows. But I remained calm. I knew
the Reign of Heaven on Earth was beginning and we
had entered an Eternity that would seal Earth and
Heaven into One Reality.In God's good time, which
has always been the best time, this would transpire.
All praise to God and His Angels and His Saints!

Daniel Brick



The Journey Across The Night Sea

from A Barge Mysterious
byEmmanuel George Cefai

A barge mysterious in the thick of night
Sailed slowly to the sober shore

Beneath the ramparts of the dreaming fort...
Whence is the barge coming in the night?
Whence did its journey start?

No reply came - and none in that still barge
Appeared to reply or move or breathe:

So horrid the stillness of the thin barge.

%k Xk

Why did that mysterious barge choose

this port for its apparitions? Why did

its ghostly captain leave behind charts

with exact coordinates? Most of all,

what daring possessed twenty-three young men

to hazard such a dangerous journey? I was

the first to feel compelled and convinced

the others to follow my lead. My head was

on fire with thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls.

We launched our ship from a secret natural

harbor, set sail in the middle of the night

on steady nocturnal currents, followed the path

of a huge cloud of sea fog, only partially

concealing the Mysterious Barge from our fixed gaze.
But suddenly men grew tired, completely worn out,
some collapsed where they stood onto the hard deck
and curled their bodies into rigid sleep.

Others dozed at their stations, shook themselves
awake only to fall into a deeper sleep. Within an hour
only four were awake, and fear crept into our souls
when our ship came to a halt just a few yards from
the stationary barge, no longer covered in fog

but lighted in a garish black light that slowly,
inexorably covered our ship too. I cannot speak



for the other three, but my fear was dispelled and

I felt strangely lifted in my mind. What dispelled

my fear? It was the presence of the ghostly captain
on our ship. One of my comrades began to shake,
the barge's captain touched his head with his long-
fingered hand and the sailor was immediately calm,
he began smiling. Then I heard the captain's voice
from some deep recess of my mind, or should I say,
my soul?

&quot;Fear nothing, mortal men. The great war between Heaven
Hell has - ended. My comrades and I, once slaves

of the Evil Lord, have overthrown him. We have bowed

in worship to the Lord God before His angel ambassadors.

They have pacified Hell and we have surrendered our power

to do evil... You mortals do not understand Eternity

and we immortals do not understand Time, But the Time of
Division is over, How and when this cosmic peace will be
announced and promulgated, we do not know. Wait, patiently.

&qguot;And now you will witness the first of many Ascensions,
for the denizens of Hell, your sisters and brothers, whom

we seduced into damnation,are being taken to their
Purgatorial Ordeal. We are fulfilling our first mission.&quot;

Daniel Brick



The Eucharist At The Center

for Lois and her fidelity

Winter makes people withdraw into

themselves or to consider ways

to escape the ice-covered landscape,

to abandon snow-piles growing ever higher,

and to start over in some California

of the mind where it's perpetually warm.

Don't we need some paradise, perhaps imagined,

where we can sleep out our troubles and travails?
But you know what these people have forgotten,
that we are meant to live through hardships

and travails, to seek supernatural help and

to be an agent of that help. To that end,

you visit every day those home-bound who long
to participate as they once did in church.

This is your Christian mission, this is your service.

You drive a reliable car in reliable streets, and

reliably deliver the Eucharist. By the gift that

you bring you show the heavens more just: safe

within your pix dwells the Creator of All Things

Visible and Invisible. And you place that immensity

in the cupped hands of the eager communicant,

with the simple exchange of &quot;Body of Christ&quot; and
&quot; Amen&quot; to seal the ritual. And a great stillness unfolds.





































































Winter makes people withdraw into
themselves or to consider ways

to escape the ice-covered landscape
and abandon this place were snow-piles
keep rising. They want to start over

in some California of the mind, perhaps
in @ zone of perpetual warmth and calm.
Don't we need some paradise-place

to sleep out life's troubles and travails?

But you know better then these dreamers

that God intends us to live through

hardships, to seek supernatural help

in prayer, and offer our neighbors help

in God's cause. To this end, you visit

those home-bound who long to participate

in the Mass and other ceremonies and rituals
once so accessible to them and now so distant.

You drive a reliable car on reliable streets

and reliably deliver the Eucharist to those

who serve by waiting patiently. What a gift

you bring them! Within the tiny case dwells

the Creator of All Things Visible and Invisible,

manifest as our daily spiritual bread, and

and you place this immensity in the cupped hands

of each communicant, with the simple words, BODY OF CHRIST.

Has this miracle become too familiar? Do we take it
for granted? For each communicant the Eucharist

is a special bond, an impossible intimacy with God
achieved as the bread melts into our bodies and

the Spirit of Divinity swells in our souls.

This communion with God is almost invisible and yet
it makes us one with the Source of Everything.

You, Lois, are the divine messenger who makes this



a reality, and make it a blessed moment in ordinary life.
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The Ladder Of Ascent

for Kory

The week is like a ladder

we climb day by day until

Sunday when we reach

the highest rung and we pause

and rest. And there, out there,

beyond us is the vista that stretches

all the way to Heaven. That pause
contains your Sunday sermon,

your talk to the parishioners

who elected you to be their pastor,

the one who climbs the same steps

as they do, the one who gazes over

the same vista as they do, the one

prays often as they do that we will be
admitted into the Life Eternal. Such is

the life of the pastor. And the calm

you display and the summons to goodness
you invoke are the proof we need to know
you are leading us on the Right Path.

At any moment, one of us may step off

this Ladder of Ascent, with fear and trembling
which becomes hope and faith which becomes
desire and fulfillment which becomes our entrance,
our homecoming, our salvation. But that is a Mystery
we must each of us experience alone before God.
Your role is to take us across the vast plains

of the world and to accompany us each week

on the Ladder of Ascent. It is the place of

tests and triumphs, of sin and forgiveness,

of giving and receiving grace. It is your mission

to take us, holy and healthy, to the highest rung
of the Ladder of Ascent, until we take a final step
into the abyss and the Hand of God saves us,

and we are favored by His rescue forever.
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Faith And Friendshipa True Story

My mother's first job and her deepest

friendship coincided like a happy fate.

She and Doris worked at a pharmacy/fountain

in an oddly shaped, narrow building where

six streets intersected in St. Paul.

Did these converging streets increase business,
or accidents? They joked about this, and

many other things, possessed of the same sense
of humor, the same domestic intentions,

the same sturdy moral standards. It was

an ideal friendship, and it flourished

after their marriages, after each became

a mother of a boy and a girl. This was

that blessed friendship that parallels

the longevity of family ties and a true

marriage. But blessings are not immortal.

And Doris's early death from cancer was

a sword of sorrow that pierced the hearts

of the many who loved her. I was too young

to comprehend my mother's grief, but I remembered
witnessing it. And later, when I understood

how grief dogs our lives, I belatedly felt her pain...

My Mom and I sat in chairs across the desk

from a young priest, the assistant pastor. He kept

checking a slim black booklet with gold lettering.

His conversation with my Mom was tense, there were

no smiles. The issue was very simple: Would our parish
church, The Nativity of the Blessed Virgin, allow

my Mom to attend her best friend's funeral service?

It was a vexed issue, with our family being Roman Catholic,
and Doris's Lutheran. The young priest, still consulting

the black booklet, finally said, &quot;Bernadine, you can attend
the service, but you must remain seated throughout, and
under no circumstances can you participate in the Lutheran
service with prayers or singing.&quot;

As my Mom and I sat stolidly in a middle pew, many of
Doris's family members greeted her. They knew this



had been a beautiful friendship. &quot;God bless you, Bernie, &quot;
I heard again and again. And my Mom's repeated &quot;Thank you's&quot;
brought tears to her eyes. The theme of the service, those
greetings, the minister's sermon was, &quot;They will know

we are Christians by our love.&quot; But my Mom and, of course,
the eight-year-old son beside her remained silent and

strangely disengaged. Until a small miracle occurred.

Or was it a rebellion? The minister said, &quot;Let us rise

and recite the Our Father for Doris's soul.&quot; And my Mom

stood with her fellow Christians and recited the prayer

Jesus himself taught humanity. I quickly rose and joined

the recitation with the third line: &quot;... Thy Kingdom come.

Thy Will be done on Earth as it is in Heaven....&quot;

I was so proud of my Mom for this gesture of love,

which transcended whatever that slim black booklet required

the priest to ordain. I am sure an angel hovered near-by my Mom,
giving her consolation: &quot;Bernadine, your friend was a good and
just woman. She lives now and forever in God's favor.&quot;

Amen to that.
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Our Prayer Life

for Mark

When we were children we played

a game, placing our palms together,

fingers pointing upward in a familiar

gesture for praying, we chanted,

&qguot;See the church, see the steeple.&quot;
Then opening our hands and wagging

our fingers, we shouted, &quot;Open the door,
See all the people! &quot; When the nuns
watching over us saw this routine,

they reminded us to pray, but they

were smiling too. We were assembled

in the front six pews, facing the altar

and the celebrant, kneeling or standing,

as the ritual would have it. We responded

to the priest's sacred words with equally
sacred words, and miracles happened on cue.
But did we really pray in our hearts?

How do children learn to pray, body and

soul united and fiercely focused on Jesus?

Does prayer gradually increase in power

and awareness until it permeates

every fiber within a child's soul? Until

a parent is startled when her daughter

says, &quot;Mommy, I'm glad Jesus loves me.&quot;
Until a father finds his son reading

the Bible on a Saturday afternoon,

and the two of them talk about EXODUS

as if it were part of their family's

story. And they feel Moses, Joshua

and Deborah watching over them

in @ community of prayer...

And somewhere nearby a man alone

is assailed by doubt, his mind clouded,

access to his soul blocked. Then he reads

in the psalm, &quot;Taste and see the goodness
of the Lord, &quot; and he rejoices, because



his journey back from doubt to faith

is almost over. He recites favorite prayers

and they reach the depths of his soul,

where Jesus awaits him under the Sign of the Cross.

The signs that signal it is time to pray

are everywhere, because everywhere is blessed

with divine presence. In a recent but eternal

Sunday service, the pastor, having already closed

the event with a blessing and a mission, stood

at the edge of the sanctuary, speaking

with a parishioner, when another brushed past them,
in a trance of prayer, anxious to kneel. He was summoned
by something inside him and someone outside him.

He bowed his head until it touched the sacred floor,
and he was one with his prayer. A million words

of theology could not have explained better what faith
is than his prayerful example. He knelt there,

a man redeemed and grateful. The children sing,
&quot;See the church... See all the people, &quot; and
it already their first prayer on the road to redemption.
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Three Withesses

O the moon-days of winter! Snow has fallen.

You leave after midnight, having drunk crimson wine,
the dim precincts of men. The red flame of their hearth
briefly lights the snowy path you tread alone.

Georg Trakl

O clear winter night!

A red deer steps out of the forest.
She stands in a pool of blue light
and watches the lake freeze.

The golden angel of the western sky
beats her vast wings slowly.

Her crystal tears fall

into the same lake

the deer watches. I arrive

at the lake shore. I take

my place under the yellow moon
between these fellow creatures,

one of the land, the other

of the sky, myself displaced,

at home in neither place,

seeking always somewhere to be.

The angel folds her mighty wings.
She bows her head, and the perfect
calm of her face fills me with awe.
The deer turns her head,

she slowly bites a leaf from an ash
and chews it deliberately.

The moonlight is like a tent

which encloses us in a rough triangle.

Above me
the angel hovers over the freezing lake.
Beside me



the deer stands at the water's edge.

Here will I wait
as long as the deer and the angel.
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Loretta Recites Her Daily Rosary

When the pale winter sun gently
lifts creatures from their sleep,
you are already awake, sorting
in your mind this day's service.

There are sons and daughter to consider,
all fourteen of them, and grandchildren
to bless, along with friends far and near,
all of them people you hold dear.

When you reach your chair and settle
beneath a favorite blanket or two,

your soul rejoices, and you are ready
to recite your daily rosary, dedicating

its grace to those people you hold dear.
Your rosary lies coiled in its beads

and chain, but springs into your hand.
It is a small miracle in the morning,

but greater ones are poised to happen.

In a faraway cathedral, young nuns sometimes
accompany you in their angelic voices.

Or it is your private devotion which

rises heavenward. You begin with the first

of five &quot;Our Father's&quot;, that primal prayer
taught to humanity by God Himself to worship

God Himself in the Mystery of the Trinity.



The whole of Creation knows

this prayer: &quot;Thy Will be done on earth
as it is in Heaven.&quot; All fate, all fortune,
all destinies are contained within

the Will of God, and the Grace of Heaven
descends on those you hold dear

who accept this divine truth in their hearts

even as they receive the benefits of your prayers.

Is this not the larger miracle? That your daily

prayer rises to Heaven and then spills back to earth

with blessings for everyone you love. When you recite
the repeated &quot;Hail Mary's&quot;, the Mercy of God,

embodied in His beloved Mother, descends to earth
like a perfect summer day in the depth of winter.
Do not call this a miracle. It is merely the blessed
result of your natural prayer and Heaven's grace.
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The Angel Of Day

Sunlight is too dense to grasp

the appearance of the Angel of Day.

She slips through those heavy shafts

and remains invisible to material eyes.

She carries her invisibility far and wide

in the Day Realm, absorbing every sound

and harmonizing each one before it enters

the cosmic harmonium which envelops all

of space, transforming the din and fret

of time into peace of eternity. Listen to

Bach's PRELUDES AND FUGUES and you will be

in the Angel's presence. Or listen intently

to the ten PIANO SONATAS of Alexander Scriabin,
and you will become one with the ascending sounds.
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The Angel Of Night

Silence guided me into sleep, and
left me on the dark side of reality.
Part of me sleeps, part of me wakes:
I hear a low him of music nearby.

It strikes my hearing like a slow flood
of Gregorian Chant, enveloping
rather than drowning the listener.

There will be time enough in the night
to say good-bye to the flesh, to bid
farewell to mortal affairs, to uncoil

all the entanglements of time, to feel
what remains of a lifetime stretch out,
so that my mortality touches eternity
in an infinite moment of renewal.

In the natural field of existence,

I am a poet, that is, one who dreams

with words - day and night alike -

and makes life take on the texture of

reality and poems embody hope.

The future is illuminated, and a space

opens for the present to flourish night and day.
The Angel of Night will greet me again and again.
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The Day Before.A Narrative Poem

In Thursday, in late morning,

my angel-companion and I took

a slow stroll through a yellow-red

woods. The mood was wonderful, and

you must grasp I have been laughing

everyday, or at least smiling broadly.

A mountain, dislodged from its vertical

splendor, pierces the ground like a mighty
arrow. River-currents swirl in figure-eights

but the blue shining water is stationary.

The foam of waves is tossed into the sky

where it coalesces into graceful cloud-shapes.
Deer speak to each other in a dialect of the forest,
and lions, male and female, rest in their massive
being between feedings. My mind is stumped

by such alien images, but at the same time

it can calculate cosmic equations. I feel

no need for explanations. (Our world exists

in the hinterlands of eternity.)

Three blue-streaked fish plunge

their heads into the air above

the water line. In their bubbly voices,

they encourage me to dive. &quot;Then, we'll
swim the middle depths together, &quot; they
bubble in unison. My companion angel

subtly smiles but shakes his head.

A tiny finch catches my eye. As soon as

our gazes lock, he opens his beak and

wags his tongue, hopping up and down

on his narrow tree branch. I recognize

him as the lone finch who visited

my balcony last summer, and he cocked

his head from side to side as I spoke

of random things that bond bird and human.

My companion angel turns away, and looks
fixedly into the sky dome. I sense this walk
is not the same as the Lord-God walking



in the cool of the evening through Eden,

talking quietly with Adam. I say impulsively,

carelessly, &quot;Tell me your name, my - &quot;

&quot;No, Daniel.&quot; Authority is what I hear.

The finch flies away. The fish submerge.

I cannot speak another word, and know

laughter and smiles belong to yesterday.

&quot;It's true I have spoken to you often

as a friend. I admit that and say no more

about it.&quot; My heart was sinking. I saw

the lions vanish into the thicket. The deer

ran pell-mell away from me. And high above me,

I watched the cloud-shapes collapse in disarray.

A chill that did not belong to morning in the woods

cut through my frame. &quot;I have foreseen your sorrow.
You will be even more bereft over time. These will

be hard times for you: your sadness will be swamped

by your fears, and nature will not help you again.

No creature, neither animal nor angel, will be able

to comfort you... &quot; In the long pause of his silence,

he shimmered in and out of his angelic shape. He

disappeared completely for a few seconds. Then, he stood
clothed in a glorious nimbus on a mound a distance from me.
The rest of what he said to me was spoken directly

into my interior being. &quot;Another War in Heaven rages
even as we speak. At least three factions of angels

contend in hatred and harm, eviscerating their spiritual
beings. What these warring beings will become,

if anything is left of them, is too terrible to foresee.

I refuse to look ahead. The end will not be long in coming.
Angelic beings are too sensitive for prolonged violence.

The survivors of one great battle have condemned themselves
to everlasting agony and yet they gloat over their victory.&quot;
The angel fell silent but still held me in this thought-embrace.
&quot;This crisis may yet pass, angels may yet see the Light
of their being, and cease this second War in Heaven... &quot;
I suddenly found my voice, and cried out, &quot;Angel, Angel,
hear me. You will prevail. Your beauty cannot fail - it is

the being of our being, forever. ANGEL, YOU MUST DISPLAY HOPE.&quot;
I felt his touch caress me as he vanished. That very afternoon,
I set about building a Temple of Hope with things of the earth.
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The Black Angel

A murder of crows descends

from the twilight sky, and

settles in a huge tree, huddling

against its gold leaves. Below them,

King Lear writhes in the muck,

moaning and cursing his fate.

Suddenly aroused, he shakes

his fist at the nearest crow:

&quot;Croak not, black angel. I will not love.&quot;

The first time you fell out of love,
you felt remorse and your heart bled
for your forsaken partner...

By the fourth time a lover failed you,
you were merely glad the separation
did not take more of your time.

A black angel sees all from its perch.

Your sleep is vexed by snatches

of memory. A once-loved face

will look ruefully into your sleep
searching for the truth of your affair.
The black angel stays in the background,
but she will come night after night

in this fool's errand. Oh, release her.

Winter light only reveals the outline

of things. It highlights the skeletal

shape of trees, the tarnished whiteness

of snow, and the wide wingspan of crows.

Do not dismiss it: it has shed its dark

radiance over your being and makes it glow.
The black angel launches into flight and climbs

out of sight. Are you ready, finally ready

for the gift of love? Are you prepared to make

the necessary sacrifices? Will you accept both

the darkness and the light? Is your heart cleansed

and your mind clear? Are you the man you claim to be?



Or are you just a ghost presence in a murder of crows?

The black angel returns and lurks nearby.

He is always nearby. He may be a creature

without a soul, but he has cunning and, day

after day, he persists in his mission of watching

over things and beings. He watches over you

with special resolve. Do not writhe. Do not curse.

His presence summons you to fulfill your human fate.
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A Garden With A Pondportugal, Winter 2018

Kathinka

I came to this place after

your sojourn: your presence

still lingered in the air,

and the spirit of the place

remembered you. Grass stalks

your footsteps flattened

have lifted themselves

in anticipation of your return.

I reach a rim of rocks outlining

a shallow pond. It was here you sat

in @ meditative calm, and felt peace
permeate everything. Then beauty

simply unfolded herself, like a flower-

patch in sunlight. When goodness arrived,
you knew this circle of virtues was complete.
It is your presence which summoned this trio.

The tears you shed

in that moment of fulfillment

were harbingers of Joy, not sorrow.
They arose from deep within you,
where all is whole and free, and
dropped one by one into the patient
ground... My words vanish, too:
they were drawn forth

to witness your epiphany: what persists,
what abides is simply the love

your meditation left behind,

that turns the hum of existence

into the music of of our shared life.
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Angels And Humans

The angel handed me a book, saying, &quot;This contains everything you wish to
know.&quot; He disappeared... The book melted into this world that is about us.
Paul Valery

I wonder sometimes,

&quot;Do I really need their help? &quot;
Often they fly passed me, or

high above me so quickly,

I can only conclude that

they won't swoop down and

share my reality for a spell.

Their missions which require

such high flight and headlong

speed are more urgent than
anything troubling my single soul.
Or perhaps I am ahead of others
crawling between earth and heaven,
and angels deign to let me see



their maneuvers across space and
time to calm my heart and grant
my soul patience. And they have
planted in my mind a seed which
will send forth spiritual tendrils

of growth that will in due time
flower into cosmic knowledge.

Meanwhile, angels secure the cables
holding mountains to their bases,

repair flaws inside the gigantic

machinery of continental drift,

replace all systems of freeze and thaw
which will hasten the arrival of spring

in wintry climates. They have already
adjusted the signals billions of birds
receive to begin migrations... All

of this activity restores a cosmos of
change and charge, in which adepts -
both angelic and human - receive messages
how we are to inhabit and amplify

the Mystery of Things. Different degrees
of light emanate from angels and humans,
and both are necessary to illuminate

the world and make the earth radiant.

Let me play the angelic role for humanity,

and unseal a great secret that was never meant

to be a secret. We humans are not just bone and

skull, just muscle and sinew, just flesh and

skin. We are radiant beings whose inner glory

some twist of fate occluded and made us

foul and fallen in our own eyes. Angels have

opened our eyes to that inner glory,

now pouring forth into the world and

brightening earth with the double radiance of angels and humans.
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The Final Light: A Prose Poem

Jeremy realized his mind wandered wantonly unless he forced it to concentrate,
which since his fifties he found increasingly hard to do.

He also realized certain familiar sayings lodged in his mind were tiny

beacons of truth. One saying went: You shall reap what you sow. How

true that is, Jeremy thought without a second thought. He associated

it with aspects of his existence, often ruefully, as if he had something to expiate.

In recent months, he felt the saying was a nagging, dangling moral tag,
permanently attached to his interior life. It will loom over my last moment, it will
be my last moment, he concluded. Jeremy was disappointed to think his last
thought might be just a narrative

detail: Oh, death! as if an unexpected character in a 19th century play strode
onto the stage, and then The End; and then oblivion. Instead he longed for some
visionary content that would affirm his mind, his thinking element he had done
so much to create. You will reap WHAT YOU SOWED. Please could it be a final
illumination of philosophy, or a flash of mystical insight, or,

even better, a close-up of the lovely face of that girl who touched his heart when
he was eighteen and she was fourteen, who broke his heart a year later when
she proved inaccessible. She was - he knew by way of a deep intuition - the love
of his life, and the later muse of his poetry, and yet they shared no time
together, no intimacies were exchanged. It was all his longing, futile but real and
lasting. That is what he wanted to swell in his final moment: her young, lovely
face

smiling into his departure. As darkness squeezed his vision to a blank screen, her
vanishing face would be the final light he witnessed, and

perhaps...perhaps...No, any further hope would be too much to ask for.

Yes, let it be just her fading face, beautiful and mortal, the haunt

of desire, that closed his life.
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Wintering

The crunch of hardened snow.

A mouthful of icy air, everybody's

breath visible in swirling clouds.

Head down, into the wind, cuts

like broken glass. Deer reported starving.
How do sparrows endure all winter,
perched side by side, huddling?

So many things are marked for departure,

but instead they linger, stay where there is

no comfort, where everybody covets their warmth,
nothing extra available. Just remember the starving
deer and you'll get the whole picture of wintering.
And then you must abide the time, it's frozen too.

Balancing your heavy body with flapping arms,
you attempt a winter walk. It's a good idea

gone bad. Blame the weather, the rest of us do.
There are no feelings here to be hurt. Remember
the face of Janus, the doubled-faced god staring
into two time zones with no emotion, hard as ice,

cold as snow, no friend to men and women, just
a guardian of winter, a time-keeper whose

cold gaze sees neither beauty nor wonder,

only duration from solstice to equinox.

So many other things marked for departure
have fled, but you chose to remain,

winter after winter, you endure, you prevail

in this cul de sac. There must be some deep

sense of beauty in your soul which rises

every December and embraces this frigid season.

It is not warmth that rises to flood your being,

it is a sense of belonging to this land in every season.
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The Mission Of Angels

Angels are always on the move.
Karlheinz Stockhausen

The only tears angels shed

are shed because they despair

of helping us heal our wounded
lives. Oh, we are surely

more complex than our primeval
ancestors. It is an issue of degree.
They lumbered into love and loss
just as we do millions of years

later. I have been told the angels
watched over their vexed inventions
of emotions, and affection, and

love itself. The angels guided

their clumsy but sincere growth

into humanity. So why are we still
creatures of ecstasy and grief?

Why does our human fate move them
so deeply? I have been told

every night a dozen or more angels
descend the Ladder of Ascent, and
glide through the twilight air.
Blending their presence with scents
of lilacs and violets, they place

the needful gift on a flat rock,

or inside a flower circle, both
artfully arranged so we will know
the gift is heavenly. And then

they withdraw into the shadows
from which they keep watch over us
in their inexpressible love

all through the night. So I have been told.
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The Visitation Of Angels

Angels are always on the move.
Karlheinz Stockhausen

The only tears angels shed

are shed because they despair

of helping us heal our wounded
lives. Oh, we are surely

more complex than our primeval
ancestors. It is an issue of degree.
They lumbered into love and loss
just as we do millions of years

later. I have been told the angels
watched over their vexed inventions
of emotions, and affection, and

love itself. The angels guided

their clumsy but sincere growth

into humanity. So why are we still
creatures of ecstasy and grief?

Why does our human fate move them
so deeply? I have been told

every night a dozen or more angels
descend the Ladder of Ascent, and
glide through the twilight air.
Blending their presence with scents
of lilacs and violets, they place

the needful gift on a flat rock,

or inside a flower circle, both
artfully arranged so we will know
the gift is heavenly. And then

they withdraw into the shadows
from which they keep watch over us
in their inexpressible love

all through the night. So I have been told.
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On The First Day Of January,2018

If I sit here long enough,

by this double window framing

a partial view of a stark winter day,

I will eventually see a field of

yellow and red flowers, a pond

reflecting the sky's blue and

the sky itself with wisps of clouds
imperceptibly moving out of the frame,
leaving behind only pieces of spring.

But winter is the master now, and it
imperiously summons me to acknowledge
its reign and not succumb to pale

mental images. Oh, this season is gracious!
It spreads its spell across white fields
punctuated by evergreen groves and frozen
ponds. And perhaps its dreams inhabit
things in hibernation, and grants them

a cold solace for the duration

of ice and snow. And the silence

will prevail until the first crack of spring.

It spreads its cold charm across white
diels
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New Year's Day 2018

I missed the moment TIME

turned on itself and faced

a new year. A single spin

in the quantum realm and it is

January the First, with a double-

faced god, looking ahead and

behind, acknowledging both past

and future, perhaps balancing

the two to make TIME one reality.

And then there is that heightened

flash in which the present asserts

itself as the very moment of beginning.

I failed on that last night of the old year

to balance being awake and being asleep:
the midnight moment found me napping,

for just the crucial half-hour before

the twelve chimes announced 2018.

My chosen music, Beethoven's Rasoumovsky
Quartet No.2, in which the strings evoke

the calm constellations arching over us,
played itself into silence. I can take

no credit for this year's turning: I was

just an unconscious man, not even playing
the role of witness, offering neither help

nor hindrance to an event so much larger
than my existence as a denizen of surfaces.
And TIME in its mighty solitude unfolds our lives
toward whatever welcoming eternity awaits us.
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Two Poets In A Garden

for Glen, in appreciation

The two poets sat under the shade

of a maple tree. One was reading

over and over the same poem of Hafez.

His voice was tied in knots. &quot; Why,

why doesn't it ascend? &quot; he thought.
The other poet had closed his book.

He smiled as he watched a sparrow

hop and fly from lower branches

to higher branches of the maple.

Would he reach the sun-branch before

dark? &quot;Come, my friend, &quot; he said
suddenly. &quot;Let's walk in the garden,
until we find a door that admits

both of us to the precincts of Paradise.&quot;
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Grief And Joy

Inspired by a poem by Pamela Sinicrope

Grief pulled me from sleep. It was

a shallow sleep, so I was immediately
awake and saw Grief's heavy face

lined with deep furrows, but his eyes,
his eyes were shinning with care.

He dredges from the bottom-world

on the other side of sleep deep truths

of our existence. Oh, he is thorough!

He will carry them to whatever surface
we occupy, and there, there we can make
a peace between Fate and Freedom. Do not
expect a quiet moment. Grief will be
our advocate, he will keep us awake and
alert, but we must prepare ourselves

to endure the fear that undermines

us, as Fate passes across the roof

of the world, and Fate's

trumpets blast our pride. We must bow
our heads, bend our knees, and abase
ourselves beneath the Reality of Power
beyond the reaches of our souls. Even
Freedom is a blunt force and we will
shudder until Grief restores our sleep.

II

Joy pulled me from sleep. It was

a shallow sleep, and she entered it

as music and gradually released me
from its hold as the inner music
swelled, then slowly dissolved,

even as pale light prevailed over
darkness. But Grief has his say

even in a time frame measured by Joy.
As he withdraws to his void, dark, and



drear solitude, he demands Joy make

her peace with Fate and Freedom,

in her own gracious way. And so we,
mortal withesses, see a vision of

a young sapling rooted along

a much-traveled road, a tender maiden
walking along a sea shore, and an almost
invisible goddess hovering between them.
They are three in one, shimmering in hoonday
light exchanging positions and identities,
in their interplay of feminine realities,
answering Grief's display of Power with
Joy's apotheosis of - Beauty.

(Quotations:

Beyond the reaches of our souls - HAMLET

A grief... void, dark, and drear - DEJECTION: AN ODE, Coleridge

The Trumpets, etc. - THE BOOK OF NUMBERS

The sapling, maiden and goddess - HOMER'S ODYSSEY, Book 6, |.162-
185.)
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A Man Alonepoems By Daniel Brick

Thisof my soul is theof the world. They are

bound together like life and dream. They have grown up together and merged
into one another... They will borne away into nothingness.

Georgy Ivanov

... And I left their presence. I entered the purifying circle
of loneliness, selfhood, victory.



The 's Parlor

My disguises have been make-shift, nothing

to dazzle your eyes, nothing to put you

in debt to me. Ignore them entirely:

They are meant for me, not you. I must
disguise myself or despise myself. And so

I deliberatelyfor a 's parlor,

in clothes salvaged from a trash can

on a private estate, and assembled

with no regard to fashion. Or self-respect.

You see I have not an iota of autonomy

in matters of Self. The rats, however,

were surprisingly hospitable, they poured me
a secondof Assamand put morecakes

on the table we sat at for a leisurely hour

of inter-species communication. I think I made
a good impression at the 's parlor. Perhaps

I can build on this modest success. What do you think?

The 's Parlor

David Knut
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Just Locks And Chains

When the Prodigal Son returned home

for the second time, his father, all joy

and forgiveness, announced a party at once.
And at once set to work. Even the most distant
relative was summoned, and people nearby,
even strangers just passing through this

vicinity of joy, were invited. All of them

crowded around the boy, jostling for the best
place, breathing the available air, leaving him
gasping, unable to answer their blandishments.
He broke free, when his father was occupied,
and found an open spot on the second level.

He was drinking too much wine, gulping down
glass after glass, as the servants dutifully
responded. Below, he saw his father in the midst
of a pack of servants, some carrying wine flasks,
others trays of food. His father was giving them
expert directions, pointing here and there,

even waving up to his eldest son. The boy

was shocked, How could he possibly find me?
Then he saw his three younger brothers warily
staring up at him, making no effort to turn

their sneers into smiles. Abruptly, they vanished
into the huge banquet hall...

Around midnight, sated with wine and people,

the honored guest slipped away, avoiding

eye-contact, and walked down an immense hallway
which connected this southern wing of his father's
sprawling mansion with its two northern wings.
&quot;All this will be yours, my dear son, &quot; he smiled
over his eldest son the day before his first escape
attempt. He sheepishly returned on his own, mumbling
excuses and lies. His second attempt was equally

futile as agents of his father surprised him

at the fortified border center and kept watch

over him, until the strings that bound him

to his family, stretched taut, suddenly snapped

him back... Now he was walking drunkenly



down the connecting corridor, confused and angry.
He reached an immense stone chair. He climbed
awkwardly to the seat, and sprawled in its excess
space. The stone chair was a relic of a lost age

when men were still giants roaming the earth.
Legendary warriors, they wore no armor, they carried
no weapons. They wrestled their way to dominion
but no one stayed on top for long. There were always
new wrestling matches, with challengers gloating,
there were new conquests to achieve, new widows

to pursue...

He awoke suddenly, after several hours of drunken

sleep. His dream had dispelled his stupor: it displayed

a wide road unfolding for miles of forest and prairie.

He bolted from the giants' chair, and ran, stumbling,

breathing heavily, down the hollow corridor, echoes

of his haste bombarding the walls. His father,

his younger brothers, the guests would all be sunk

in deep sleep, having been guided to their chambers

by sober servants. It was easy to get some of them

to prepare a horse and supplies for him. Once mounted,

he followed the upward curving slope of the road

to an elevation, where he paused but did not dismount.
Looking down on his father's opulent mansion,

he was puzzled. This has never been my home, he thought.
Let my brothers wrestle for it! My place is elsewhere.
&quot;Good-bye, dear father, &quot; he spoke softly into the still
morning air. &quot;You tried to give me everything, but it was
all just chains and locks! All I want, all I need is

to breathe ample air freely.&quot; At his signal, the horse
began to gallop down the road, which widened with every mile.
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A Verse Flower Winter Solstice 2017

for Baharak

The watchers have told us for centuries

this is the longest night of the year.

More darkness will pour over our bodies
tonight than any other night. Our ancestors
woke in abject fear of this increased weight

of the dark pressing upon their sleep. So why
do I feel so light-hearted? So calm and poised?
Is it mere habit that assures me of tomorrow's
dawn? I am inclined to look deeper and wider
into this night which grants me extra darkness
to contemplate the blank sky, the occluded stars,
the stretched-out hours passing slowly, and
the infinite extent of night's wings fanning

the silence of motionless frozen air.

II

Early this evening I saw the red glow

of the new solstice sun smeared

across the low horizon, and its light

was so pale, its red so undernourished

that I realized it held little benefit

for us who rely on borrowed light

and warmth. So I turned away and faced

the deepest darkness of the year,

perhaps with a trace of our ancestors'

fear. But a warm thought quickly dispelled

it. Instead I greeted the fading light

as sufficient for my purpose, and brought
forth a flower that blossomed in the light

of poets and through the warmth of their
friendship. It is the Verse Flower of your
favorite colors I have imagined into existence.
You have yourself imagined flowers into being.
Last summer six stalks of sunflowers bowed



every morning in gratitude, a hedge festooned

with white petals gave shelter to huddled wrens,

and in early autumn the willowy flowers we call

Baby's Breath waved their fragrance of delight

in your presence. But tonight, my friend, you can

rest, assured that the Verse Flower casts its aroma
even into early winter air. The sharp wind carries

the fragrance awry, but do not worry: the Verse Flower
shares the resilience of one of our sturdy poems.

It needs nothing from you to flourish in your presence,
except your eyes gazing over its growth, your eyes
filled with the light of your being, the sole illumination
required to make this flower of December glow both night and day.
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Reasonable Quotations

Where does the fault lie? What the core
O' the wound; since wound must be?

Robert Browning

The purest lesson our era has taught is that man,

at his highest, is an individual, single, isolate,

alone, in direct communication with the unknown god,
which prompts him from within.

D. H. Lawrence

Man alone resists the direction of gravity: he constantly
wants to fall - upward.

Friedrich Nietzsche

Just as I shall lie alone in the grave, so, in essence,
do I live alone.

Anton Chekhov

I am alive, alone

with a poet's heart

in the moonlight's company.

I am new in the balance

of a song, every verse I know.
The moon and I are quieted
by the falling notes. I light

a fire, I open my heart.

Susan Lacovara



All T wanted to do was try to live the life that was inside
of me, trying to get out. Why was that so hard?

Hermann Hesse
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The Adventurer Addresses The Institute For
Exploration

Inspired by Othello's Monologue Act 1.3, 1.128-169

My trusted colleagues and sponsors,

Alone, I have walked calmly and swiftly

through the larger world this Institute

is pledged to protect. I have swum

in lakes of warm yellow waters, home

to dozens of predators and prey, myself

a cunning visitor. I have crossed mighty

rivers at flood-tide as if by magic. Hills

and mountains posed no obstacles, I leaped

to their summits and raced through their

valleys. Water-falls and fire-falls crashed

in my path. Clouds thick enough to roll in

carried me across the pink sky at dawn,

red-orange clouds at night covered my sleep.

I saw huge storms of lightning in dry deserts,

I watched from low hills fires ravage prairies

that stretched for hundreds of miles. These things

I witnessed and recorded, and never was I fatigued
or fearful or depressed. The journey itself restores
needed strength... In low places and on plateaus,

I communed with familiar and strange beasts, whose
howls, bellows, whines, whose whistles, cries and
songs were eloquent past imagining. And I replied
by reciting Shakespeare and Yeats, and we bonded.
The animals nestled against my body when they sensed
my departure, and I shed human tears over their hides,
fur and skin, when I embraced them at departure.
Such were the adventures of a lone man returning
to the community of nature. All forms of natural life
accepted me in these times of natural peril. How will
we answer their curiosity, their wonder, their companionship?
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The Astral Light

The Astral Light is an invisible universal matrix that surrounds

everything in the universe, including stars and the animal, vegetable and mineral
kingdoms.It also surrounds and saturates the souls of human beings and
engenders their rebirth in new bodies. The colors of the Astral Light changes,
according to the spiritual level manifested. In the dense material realm, the hues
are hot, predominantly red and orange. The Light in the higher levels of the
psychic universe is brilliant shimmering. There the dominant colors

are clear perfect whites and golds.
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Envoi

The Dweller in the House

There is only one who dwells

in this house, and he often

feels he and the house are one being.

The builder made a complicated arrangement
with this dweller, and then left permanently

for other unknowable endeavors. Are you surprised
the dweller moves very slowly? Even his thoughts
move cautiously and often cluster together

into a veritable symphony of integrated musings.
In the silence of the house a music unfolds

in his mind. The dweller wakes to the early morning
light and feels the light permeate his body and
ignite his mind. His soul simply rejoices.

He walks the length of each of his three floors.
He pauses at each window, leans forward and
looks out into the park at the hedges, the exotic
trees, and the twelve flower beds. As he looks over
these green growing things, the dweller senses
something slowly, regularly rising within himself:
he smells a smiling aroma of roses and breathes
deeply and continues breathing deeply. He is
stunned by the brightness of green tree leaves,
and the hedges seem to be dancing their version
of a minuet accompanied by the South Wind.
Each window in turn excites these emotions,

they quiet down as he seeks the next window
and the next uplift, until he reaches the attic,
with its one stained-glass window through which
tri-colored light pours over him. He is both
warmed and illumined, and he cries out

in an ecstasy of long-postponed joy. He knows

he and the house are suffused with all available
light and warmth. In a few moments a great calm
has absorbed all of this energy and all beings

and all things are blessed, blessed, blessed.
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Last Moments

The line of debris begins with a broken
ladder. Its twenty-two rungs lie scattered

on the ground it was meant to surmount.

But there never was the possibility of escape,
so even the ladder whole was useless.

Why do so many people try to escape,

when they are just rushing deeper

into their prison? Or worse? Why not

curl up comfortably in a warm corner

and wait for fate to fulfill itself

at our expense? Why keep kicking if fate

is immovable? You can't push it aside
because it's already deeply embedded

in your being. Surrender is the only
successful action, and it too is fate's
triumph. Still it will give you a moment

or two to review the salient events you

lived, as they rush passed your diminishing
sight. We are promised that flash of memories
that displays in an instant the whole life

we trudged through for many years. They sweep
over you and enter the abyss ahead of you.
It is a final hope. Welcome it. And... let go....
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Moonlight In Late November

for Baharak

Moonlight spreads across the landscape

and covers everything it touches in its path
with shining white - trees and bushes,

streams and ponds, narrow lanes and far fields.
Nothing will resist this unfolding of light.

It is a spirit-force we welcome, because

we are attuned to things high above us.

Moonlight sweeps over the homes housed

in long snow valleys. Inside their shelters

all people sleep the same sleep, but are visited
by different dreams, each one a special gift

of the Moon. Alas, many people forget their
Moon-gift upon awakening, or laugh it out of
their daylight lives. The Moon is forgiving.

There is one among us who needs less sleep

and the Moon grants her the Higher Dream

that contains the seeds of all the others.

She is the guardian of it through the patient

night. She lies or sits still in a lucid dream

whose radiance envelops her. Her mind is focussed
on inner currents carrying both seeds and dreams.

I am only a witness who watches her, withdrawn

in the daylight, active in the night, bend

the dark to serve human needs and make Moonlight

lavish her splendor over our incomplete lives.

In another age she would be crowned the Queen

and raised to a throne. But our guardian is content

to be a dreamer among dreamers and share the Moon's bounty

with all who love Moonlight and cherish the dream.
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The Friends In Three Scenes

for Baharak

There is an immense wall
between us. We can hear

far above the roar of

the King's chariots racing

four abreast on the top.

The King presents the winner,
who displayed the most daring,
to his court and gives him

a lovely golden chalice

inscribed with the imperial

seal. (Next week his subalterns
will place memorial wreaths

on the graves of the losers.)

... We cannot see each other,
no voice can penetrate the alien
stone. But let us walk along

the wall until we sense each
other's presence like a welcome
dream figure. Then we will stop
and face the wall. Touching

its hard, ragged surface

will be like holding air,

soft, pliant, transparent air

in our hands. That sensation

is to touch what friendship is

to the soul. We seek no imperial
favor, we do not feel the allure
of gold or silver. Friendship

is our lasting joy. Meet me there
where we are one in the silence of the wall.

There is a broad river, one of

the aged brown gods, that churns,
and sweeps, and floods the dry
landscape west of the city. We
walk on either side of it despite

its force and deafening noise.



Sometimes I will playfully
speed up, begin to run, and
you will laughing chase me.
Other times we stand still,
each one only a blob of color
to the other on the other bank.
We wave our arms in a kind of
sign language, each smiling

at the other's ingenuity.

And, I admit, sometimes tears
well up in my eyes, because
your figure is so bright,
trapped in a shaft of purest sunlight.

Travelers, whose business or

pleasure takes them far from

our capital city, speak of

a garden on the far side

of the dusty hills of

the high country of the North.

They say the colors shimmer

even from a distance, but explode

in wonder when you draw near.

They say red flowers, blue flowers,

white flowers cluster in their blazing
glory in fields stretching to the horizon.
They say flowering trees with huge green
leaves sheltering delicate yellow interiors
line the banks of rushing silver streams.
Then they tire of talking, and leave us
anxious for their next visit. And I wonder,
if both us lie in separate sleep, clear

our minds of trivial things and picture
those flowers that festoon the earth,
might we not dream that garden

in our separate sleep into one lucid
dream of a common place where we stand side by side....
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Thanksgiving

Each day exults

in its measure of Light.

Its attendant darkness,

however large or small,

does not diminish this joy.

I sit in my recliner

every morning and witness

the daily beauty of however
much Light us granted. What is
given us is sufficient to evoke
appreciation. What matters is

the gratitude that connects

me to the Light. This is how

I participate in the glory

each dawn unfolds into the world.
How long this glory lasts

- a few hours, or a whole day,

or a forever-moment that mocks
the futile &quot;tick-tock&quot; of clocks -
depends on my willingness to lift
my voice in affirmation by means
of a poem, or an act of agape,

or a conscious hour of delight

in the Light pooling around me.
It is so easy to be happy in the world!
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A Devotee Speaks

When I was very young

I heard a summons well up

within me, like a fountain

of fresh water. I did not know

what to think, but I knew what

to do. I joined a band of wandering
devotees, also summoned, also
confused. We were a sorry company,
lean, pock-marked, smelly, often
sickly. We walked and walked

through forests, villages, high hills,
tundra, and only stopped to rest

at isolated lakes or deserted valleys.
Priests and parishioners alike banned
from entering their churches. We knelt
in @ semi-circle at the steps below

the great wooden doors decorated

by carvings of the Savior's life.

We prayed fiercely in the open air

and sometimes raised our scrawny
voices in hymns. But we knew our place
was not among them, and withdrew
before they emerged from God's Holy House.

We withdrew back into the forests

and deserts of God's original creation.

We prayed everyday for God's grace

to descend and bless every living thing.

One day an Angel appeared suddenly

among us, shining and glowing, and he spoke
gently in our hearts. He led us in a forgotten
dance, a dance of celestial things, with music
heard in our hearts accompanying our movements.
It was daylight when we began our dance-worship,
it was deepest night when we stopped. We realized
we were living angelic lives. We closed the night
kneeling in communal prayer and did not notice
the Angel had withdrawn... And then each of us
felt the Hand of God touch his head. Again and again



we felt that touch, both gentle and firm, absolutely

a touch of grace. And soon afterwards a dozen once
weak and confused men strode out of the wilderness,
fully prepared to spread God's Joy to the world.

My brothers and sisters in Jesus,

I could tell you many things, if you are ready

to hear them. Or I could stay silent and disappear

like a cloud of morning mist in the sunlight.

I could tell you of a life of service. I could

tell you of a perpetual thirst. I could describe

a Temple within your hearts you will never finish
building. I could tell how we pray that your lives
become a marriage of Goodness and Beauty, and behold
how heavenly light shines over this blessed marriage.
And the angels far above us, wrapped in heavenly glory,
see your humanity expand to angelic dimensions.

Trust me, there are so many things awaiting you.

Oh! Oh! Everything will unfold before you,

open out, and become a thousand times more

than itself, and keep opening out into Space

and Time as they steadily become an Eternity

that brings you forever into God's presence....
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The Brahms Recital

Through the deep night

he drove in and out of

so many remembered lives.

A mere hour earlier

the violinist paused

before beginning

his final offering;

&quot;There's joy in my family

this week. Our daughter-in-law

gave birth to our first

grandchild. You will forgive me

for putting it this way? &quot;

Laughter and applause spread

through the small auditorium

filled to capacity. The violinist,

the renowned Sir James Crofton,

was so happy, his joy cast a sheen

over the music lovers. Still smiling,

Sir James nodded to his pianist.

He emphatically began the Sonata

in D minor by Brahms. In his intense
solitude, the listener let the perfection

of the music raise him into its high spaces
above the dangling shreds of a destiny
relentlessly unraveling even now. And then
it was over except for the formalities of
applause and departure. And the listener
realized he had listened with a doubled
hearing - his certainly and hers

just as certainly...

His drive past ghostly trees

that lined the road was a loneliness

that exceeded definition. At the door

of their cottage, it was not his wife

who greeted him but their hospice nurse:
&quot;She's sleeping now, very peacefully.
I gave her the pill an hour ago.&quot;

She helped him take off his winter



coat. And he stood exposed as if
naked in his own home.

How much he wanted to tell

the nurse and Judith that

he had witnessed that nexus

of old life and new life,

that exchange of departure

and arrival, with things dying

and things new born. He was amazed
at the depth of consolation

such knowledge conveyed
impartially, almost secretly.
Outwardly he said softly,

&quot;0Oh, thanks for this respite.&quot;
Inwardly his gratitude became

a prayer, &quot;Oh, thank you

for the glory of it all.&quot;
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Hearing Ravel's String Quartet In A Crowded Coffee
House,5: 30 Pm

The stillness of this music

surprises me. It does not move

and yet changes continually.

It becomes at every moment

more than itself. I sank into

the ease of the music,

as the musicians relaxed

into their mastery, their faces

showing only the joy of performance.

I drifted in and out of the sounds

as I tried to write a poem of sympathy.
(You know this story, my friend, I won't
belabor the failure of words at this time.)

Those sounds, rising above the chatter,
enveloped me, and Music and I became

a single being, attentive to the vibrations

of the larger world. I felt a goal I had not
reckoned had been achieved, and its benefits
spilled over the edge of things and filled

the awareness of people of good will
everywhere. It was as if I stood in the midst
of everyone and danced a dervish dance
summoning all to universal sympathy. It's true
we can indeed touch the World Soul and feel
its wholeness within our souls. And in that
homeland of unified souls peace will descend
and embrace even the most vexed soul among us.
The music, having fulfilled its purpose,

fell into a deep repose. And the rest is silence.

(This poem is dedicated to the victims of the
earthquake in Northern Iran in November,2017.

May they rest in peace.)
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Music As Holy Ascent

So long ago

Music brought Heaven

close to Earth, and gave

suffering humanity Joy,

as they labored every day

and night for masters who cared

only for what sword and spear achieved.

Some laborers conceived higher

hopes, and nurtured them in an
atmosphere of inner freedom. And Music
blessed that nascent freedom

with the gift of spirit flight.

Music is both Ascent and Descent,

and both directions are heavenward.

Today, laborers no longer, we are

the Adepts who can bring Heaven down

or raise seekers to the empyrean.

With GRUPPEN we announce our mission;
STIMMUNG purges souls of the ascendents, and
CARRE celebrates their bonding as a visionaries.
INORI is the praise-song that makes all one.

STERNKLANG links our individual minds

with the Cosmic Mind, as we ascend beyond planetary
knowledge. SATURDAY from LIGHT frees us from
sensory limitations. Through LIGHTS - WATERS

we open our hearts to love, and through MANTRA

we open our minds to gnosis. With MICHAELION

we look back at Earth with deepest love.

LIGHT - PICTURES show us the first wonders

of our new existence. HARLEQUIN teaches us

the laughing wisdom that replaces the Aeschylean

wisdom gained only through suffering. We experience
MICHAEL'S HOMECOMING as our homecoming, and MICHAEL'S
JOURNEY AROUND THE EARTH will be our memory of mortality.
We will soon join the ANGELIC PROCESSION, for which



Stockhausen has composed a new Heavenly score for our apotheosis.
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The Appointed Day... Or Not Part One

The Appointed Day arrived without any

accompanying signs. Some said simply,

&quot;It arrived today, because today is neither

yesterday nor tomorrow. It arrived in its slot,

because the calendar told it to do so.&quot; They

expressed neither faith nor wonder, they bored

themselves with common sense, earth-bound

and terminal. But one eager believer responded

with the alacrity of his fictional heroes,

&quot;Just because it has not revealed its secrets

does not mean it has no secrets. It has arrived -

that is the first event, only the first one.&quot;

Another eager believer lunged over him, and added,
&quot;These rocks are beautiful, the carriers are

beautiful. What is there not to admire? Are we

not one race of human beings throughout the galaxy? &quot;
The crowd had thinned, mostly the Eager Ones milled about.
A few pockets of the Nay-Sayers persisted. But they had
turned their backs to the Eager Believers, who had formed
their own tight circles. Thus, at the edge of the city,

where civilization and wilderness meet along a thin line

of separation, the Nay-Sayers and the Eager Ones

stood on common ground while strengthening their divisions.

Daniel Brick



My Name Is The Subject

My name, both inherited

and merited, has affirmed

my identity for seven decades
against a swirling mass of

competing names, crowding

the spaces of the world

in which we either prevail

or fail utterly. I fear

that anonymity, so I seek

refuge. At least in a sentence

my name has an unassailable
predominance: my name takes

the place of honor as

The Subject. All other words

must place themselves in deference
to its mighty grammatical position.
Like the KING piece on a chess board,
the sentence subject is the key player.
Even the verbs, those electrons
among words, are secondary as they
spin and swirl in orbit around

their acknowledged center. My name
is the sun which casts its glory

over that verbal flight. And lesser
words - adjectives, adverbs, etc. -

fill in gaps of meaning, making

whole the sentence over which

my name sways, the most powerful
being in this small world of grammar.
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The Space Age A Sonnet

A rocket takes off from from Dillon's Run Base

and launches toward the x-ray binary star system

called CHANDRA. The crew is evenly divided between
Engineers, who manage the space travel technology,
plot the course unerringly, and monitor hundreds

of cybernetic siblings, and we poets and ambassadors,
whose mission begins when the engineers' is finished.
They return but we remain as guests of the Autarch of
the watery metropolis of Mercier 976 for the whole

of our mortality. Such is our choice to serve two masters,
Earthly and Chandran, and blend our mammalian culture
with their reptilian culture, to make common cause

with all creatures for the expansion of civilization

across the Universe and the triumph of the Space Age.
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Nighttime Is Homecoming - A Sonnet

In the fresh morning light

I gaze over the leaf-strewn lawn

that was shrouded in moon-white

just four hours ago. Whether I call

myself night-owl or night-hawk,

the result is the same ruffled feathers.

My mind follows the tides of NIGHT:

its slippery contours, its slow array

of stars shaping secret constellations,

its translation of day's frivolity

into the stuff of mystery, with its

silence composing new Hymns to the Night,
its labyrinths interlocking in a fused
pathway leading the night walker to transcendence.
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A Pause On Your Faith Journey

for Matthew, with encouragement

I see you as if you stood

on a ridge between lowlands
and rugged high country.

You are poised in thought,

your back to familiar scenes

as you gaze into a new sky
shining over your next trek
upward toward an unimaginable
summit. That may well your life's
pattern: mastering one height
after another, drawing ever
closer to the final summit.












for Matthew

I see you as if you stood

on a ridge between lowlands

and rugged high country.

You are poised in thought,

with your back to the lowlands,
as you scan the rocky heights
and wooded thickets below a sky
of steel blue expanse. What you
are thinking has lifted your spirit
higher than the highest peak.

How long will you stand

between realities of descent

and further ascent? An awareness
was been placed within you

ages ago. It has grown steadily
and shapes the man you are
becoming. It is bound to help

you, it is bound to complete

you, it is bound to raise you

body and soul to the highest glory.

Will you assign a name to this

gift of impulse and purpose?

Call it Fidelity, and immediately

the face of Jesus appears everywhere
you turn. Now it is clear: your thoughts
while standing on this ridge,

between the beginning and the ending



of your journey, were prayers. And now...

they are answered prayers, because
you are ready for the next stage

of your mission. This is the moment
when pride and humility must coalesce
in a perfect balance. Stretch out

your right hand and clasp the hand

of the one closest to your heart.

You two will continue to walk, and
climb a common path. There will be
others beside you, behind you, ahead
of you. It is a community that ascends
the highlands, with you as their natural leader.
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Travels In Provence(Part Two)

II

I reach a plateau, and

pitch my tent at its base.

In the morning I will ascend
and view the vista, and

in that space spread before me
I will read my future, thus
unifying space and time.

But tonight will be given

to the dream geography of
thought and sleep...

I know in my soul's depth

I am following a path forged

by Tristram and Iseult.

I am perhaps one of their

lesser servants: carrying

garments and blankets, I am

in the background of their lives,
but for me their presence is

a central fire, which casts light
dispelling darkness and spreads
illumination dispelling ignorance.
Their entourage is small to avoid
prying eyes. Two mounted knights
with lances and claymores lead

the procession deep into a forest.
Tristram walks beside his horse
and holds the reins of her horse.
They both look resolutely ahead,
their eyes piercing the dark woods,
anticipatinga different darkness
that will release their bright hopes.
Iseult is veiled in a green silk scarf
but strands of her golden hair slip
into view and flash with a brilliance
that outshines even the brightest silk.
I see no other trace of the woman Iseult.



She willingly dissolves into anonimity.
Tristram wears no armor but he clutches
his naked great sword, Endurable, as if
enemies lurked along the path. At this moment,
he is not Iseult's lover, only the faithful
protector of a princess whose glory awes
him. He is steadfast, silent and strong,
and I can tell he is a very happy man.
Three retainers struggle and complain
as they steady a cart drawn by two work-
horses packed with worldly goods

the ghostly lovers no longer cherish.

By noon we reach the outskirts of
Tristram and Iseult's hidden castle,

their refuge from the frivolity

of King Mark's court, their hideaway
dedicated to the Arts of Love,

True Love, unstained by profit

and false glory. It is a paradise

they have created beyond the world

in which they can find an available
happiness. The rest is Fate.

When I awake to the true light of
morning, in my tent, alone and free,

I feel in my soul the energy of

an ancient, unsurpassable joy.

Such is the reward for my fidelity,

my faithful service to Venus

and &quot;the April-like Queen&quot;....
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Travels In Provence, Summer,1972

(I)

For three weeks I have wandered
without an itinerary across

these Troubadour lands. Delight

and Repose are my boon companions

as I move in courtly measures

from a place of beauty to a place

of loveliness, with flowers forming

color patterns on the ground and

swirls of scent in the air.

And in my hearing the chansson of
Arnaut Daniel alternate with Gregorian
Chant, bringing flesh and spirit

into harmony, with threads of bird songs
connecting human with animal music.

At moments out of time, I see my mentor
hiking along a ridge above a river

I have yet to cross. He waves to me

but does not summon me. Even at this remove
I can see he is a very happy man.

But all too soon he drops out of

view. It must be his intent

to make me decide for myself

what this journey is: a pilgrimage?

a vacation? an exploration? I carry

my much-read copy of his book,

THE SPIRIT OF ROMANCE by Ezra Pound,
and I sometimes wonder: Is this

my liberation he has arranged?

Just last week I rushed after him,

looking for traces of him

in the heavy scented air, but

all I found was more beauty.

But I know he has not abandoned me,
like the sun that withdraws its favor
every day. Ezra is the steady sun

of continual illumination. At dusk,

I feel the only sadness of my travels. It is



not loneliness, it is not panic,

but this sadness overwhelms me

before sleep. I shove it aside

like a dead log. Nothing unliving

will retard my progress. I lie

in @ pool of moonlight, and count

my blessings prayerfully. And

the wonder of it is the man

I could not detain strides

into my dreams. Ezra Pound says,
&quot;I can tell you are a very

happy man. Make your joy a lasting
thing, and address her, the

April-like Queen, as another Venus.&quot;
As he begins to fade I hear

his anthem, &quot;Nothing better

suits a poet than the worship

of a goddess who still lingers,

in this world, Beauty within Beauty.&quot;
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On The Human Condition

&quot;Wanderer, there is no path. There is only the walking.&quot;
(Inscription on a monastery wall in Toledo, Spain.)

(1)
&quot;Wanderer... &quot; (The Body)

Wanderer, tell me where

you have been, and I will

know who you are. Tell me
where you are going,

and you will be a mystery

to me. What will you say?

Does the past hang over

your path like a broad-brimmed
hat, blocking your sight

of immediate things?

You must practice leaning
backward stretching your neck,
craning your eyes. These gestures
will make the world visible,

even as darkness drops

from the sky, slips through cloud
banks, gets entangled

in the leafless trees

of this low country

and spreads across

the rough ground

like a stalking beast.

I see you are a man

of high country habits:

you move too fast for this clime.
You will arrive too soon

at your destinations, people
won't be ready for you, they

will struggle to find conversation
which suits you. They will spill
precious beverages trying

to serve you. And the premature wine
will lack flavor... But somewhere



on our crowd of citizens, you will find
one dazed denizen who speaks

your language, even with your accents.
It will be a homecoming of sorts

as you share favorite poems

each of you has learned by heart.
When you retire for the night

in @ makeshift bed even the blankets
will remind you of your lost homeland.
And the grief you have carried

for days and nights past counting

will fall into the deepest abyss

of sleeping and vanish.

(1I)
&quot;... There is no path.... &quot;(The Mind)

Knowledge plays tricks

on us: it pretends to be

universal, when it is only

local. It promises happiness

to those who strive to learn,

but its pursuit brings loads

of sorrows the learner must

carry - for how long? But

the mind is cavernous, its
sorrowload is scattered over

the floors of thought, and

the burden lightens over time.
Two types of learners contend

to make their knowledge swell

in relevance: some sit in chairs
or walk under arbored lanes

as they contemplate in silence
the nature of things. Others sit

at desks and in a frenzy of writing
produce page after page of erudite
speculation or dazzling fantasy.
Which is the worthier occupation?
I myself, a mere dilettante beset
on both sides by these passionate
advocates, have sampled both. I conclude:



on odd days writing trumps contemplation.
On even days - Oh, take your pick!

When the South Wind breezes through
our campus on its passage to the sea,
then the writers breathe in its dense
energy, and write passages of amazing
and incandescent wonder. Meanwhile,
those in contemplation breathe the same
charged air, and their thoughts, still

and focused, permeate space and lodge
in minds like mine and we sense

a heightened awareness render us

still and focused. When this mood

of mind fades, we will read

the writers' frenzied words, words, words.

(I11)
&quot;... There is only the walking.&quot;(The Soul)

I am the third speaker. It is my time

to turn time into purpose and purpose

into triumph! Have your heard of this
philosophy? It goes by various names

but its essence never changes. It tells us:

you can do what you will, but first

you must prepare that god within, your s-o-u-l,
to receive its truth from itself. That is

the abundance within that continually

pours its power into body and mind and
MAKES YOU WHOLE... The only sin is

laziness. So stand up, brush the crumbs

from your shirt, grab your cane, and take

the first big step into your future.

And the steps will almost magically

follow one after another, and your body

will assume a gait in sync with the currents

of your mind, energized by the power

of your soul, in the fullness of your being.

And your mantra evermore will be: There is only the walking.
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Gratitude

How many times a day

do you breathe, pulling

swirling air, fresh and

sweet, into your lungs?

How often have you said,
&quot;Many thanks, air, for always
giving me what I most need? &quot;

How often do you see

Sonya's watercolor of

the musician in Renaissance

attire playing fiddle for a dancing
couple and walked blindly passed it,
with no melody in your mind,

no rhythm in your gait?

How often have you finished

writing a poem to your satisfaction
and ignored your debt of inspiration
the Muse hovering close by?

And then you will tell

your friends a likely story,
&quot;Today I wrote a poem.&quot;

What of your luck sleeping

through the night visited

only by benign dreams

of fountains and waterways,

the scent of pine trees, and

the kind regard of yellow-eyed owls?
Do you acknowledge the Gate of Ivory?

When you re-read &quot;Hamlet&quot;
yet again, are you once again

churlish to sweet Ophelia

and oblivious to thoughts

beyond the reaches of your soul?

Does the Abyss open its maw

only after you have passed by?



What makes you so callow?

Is it a hidden life

that isolates your waking life?

Is it a stony heart that

crushes your tenderest feelings?

Have the threads connecting your soul
to the Soul of the World snapped?

Observe, my friend, the signs

that flash behind your eyes,

to the sounds that linger

after listening to Schoenberg's
&quot;Verklarte Nacht&quot;, to the sudden
illumination that floods your mind when
flesh and soul clasp flesh and soul.
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Gurre-Lieder By Jens Peter Jacobson: A Variation

Wonderful Tove,

my soul is at peace...

I look into your eyes

and remain silent. Only
silence can equal your
beauty. Our love is

a single flower with

parallel petals: joy

and sadness, effort

and repose, life and

glowing death...

Will these opposites

all blend into each

other and become

a wholeness of rare

glory? We near each

other, tendrils of

electric energy connect

us invisibly. We look

into each other's eyes,

then the eyes of Heaven,
the Stars, shine upon us,
and it is the same reality.
The roof of the World rises,
we are carried higher than
human hope to the precincts
of Heaven. Do we hover

in streaks of blue-gold light?
Or are we absolutely still,

in the perfection of the moment?
I cannot tell movement from
rest, and your laughing face
equals mine... Ah, now

a single orb of red-gold

light envelopes us, we are fixed
to the same dream, the same vision.

Wonderful Tove,
you and I, I and



you, we are a single
thing, acircle
circling itself,

a place that exists

everywhere, a silence....
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The Nature Of Truth - A Science Fiction Poem

This is not the whole story.

Truth in our world is always

a fragment whose jagged edges

suggest an equally jagged whole.

You must, before your quest begins,
assess a plethora of warnings.

The jagged circumference of

the whole truth might lacerate

you mercilessly; you could lose

a hand trying to connect two pieces,

much more the whole; the surface may be
incandescent and scorch your hands,

even your face; after all your efforts,

what if you find the pieces incomplete?
The whole cannot be achieved in our world,
only a stuttering, strangled half-speech
will ever be made manifest....

My friend, there may be worlds out there
beyond the rim of space, passed the nebulae
whose swirling light blinds our vision and

our telescopes, even the most sensitive
instruments of discovery. But perhaps

on one of those hidden worlds, TRUTH

is One and Whole. And people live

perfectly circular lives, or perfectly

triangular lives, and their perfections

may be equal to the task of flight

between the stars. They may be in quest

of our partial truth just as we are

of their absolute truth. It may yet happen.

We may find people whose every day of existence
fulfills our hope that each person carries

the SOUL OF TRUTH within. Perhaps they will be
the happiest people in the universe because
they can grasp the Whole Story. Or they will be
the saddest people because the Whole Story is
an awful disappointment, true but unresonant,
complete but of no lasting interest...



Is it not better to live each fragment

of time fully, to listen to the music

of the present for its temporary glory,
to absorb each day's partial truth,

and to embrace the inevitable darkness
of night, as our dreams anticipate
moments of wonders yet to come?
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A Spiritual Courtship: The Lover Speaks

There must be a thousand homecomings

before we can say to each other, &quot;I love you.&quot;
We must exercise a superb patience,

and wait for all the signs to be fulfilled.

First, the noonday sun must shine

into the forest's west side and dispel all shadows.

A spring harvest must exceed all expectations.

Twelve deer, both male and female, must leave
the woods, and eat apple slices from the palms

of our hands Two eagles, perched high above,
must flap their wings a dozen times, then fly

in tandem around the forest's circumference
before flying away on a northerly trajectory.

The rain that falls just after dawn must smell

as sweet as honey, and nocturnal rainfall must
hover over your sleep. These signs are

only the beginning... A blind man must find

his way to your house and you must serve him
freshly baked bread. And a deaf woman must tell me
in sign language that in her sleep she hears

the music of Mahler. A teenage girl must find

her derelict father and persuade him to return

to the family circle. A woman and a man who have
both betrayed their vows must each morning must
ask for the other's forgiveness until a New Love
raises their lives to a higher union. And then

on an ordinary morning or on an evening as quiet
as the prayers of the redeemed, we will become
aware of an angel casually leaning against a simple
maple tree, and we will know we have achieved
our final homecoming....



both betrayed their vows must every morning seek

the other's forgiveness until A New Life raises

their love to a higher union. And on an ordinary morning,
or on an evening as quiet as the prayers of the redeemed,
we will become aware of an angel casually leaning
against a simple maple tree, and we will know

we have achieved the last homecoming....
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What They Say (For My Friend Baharak)

They say all the waters
of the Earth converge
beneath this place

They say the winds

of the four quarters

of the World begin

in the forest enclosing you

They say nowhere is
there bluer sky than
the sky above you

They say veins

of precious metals
abound in the rocks
on which you stand

They say the four seasons
agreed to cycle through the year
when time gathered them in this space

They say the first woman and

the first man to embrace in passion
left their cries and sighs

in the air you are now breathing

They say female poets

rendered mute by catastrophe
became the earliest Muses

when they became one with this place

They say male poets

who wrote only war epics
invented lyric poetry here
when the Muses touched them

They say what must be said
is said here, and what must be heard



is heard here, without end
They say if this place lives
in your heart when you return

to the World, you will live a pure life
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The Higher Dream

Redeem/The time. Redeem/The unread vision
in the higher dream....
T.S.Eliot, 'Ash Wednesday, IV'

I will be honest to a fault:

I have lost the thread that
connected so many necessary things.
Now they flap in every passing wind.
Greatness is no longer theirs.

II

How long will it take

for the good things

to return to their places

and resume the whirling motion
of the universe in harmony?

III

Just assume with me that

we are on a pilgrimage

that will make us better people.

We are nearing our destination.

Why are we so slow? Why are we not hastening?

IV

Words are readily available

to believers and to seekers.
They have been tarnished

by the base uses of base men.
Let us restore their primal purity.
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Science Fiction

for Sonya and Robert

Duck! The two of you! Do it

in tandem. Flying cars swooping
overhead graze pedestrians

all the time now. They are driven

by driven government agents.

The same ones responsible for
detentions and identity checks.
Duck, I tell you, or you may be

one head shorter in stature.

And the noise in the city - some
claim they have to shout all day

to block the noise to hear thoughts.
Others have stopped thinking. I met
a poet the other day at a coffee bar,
he said the words are disappearing
because our heads don't have the room
to house them. I told him -

'You have to save the words for the rest
of us, ' and he just laughed until

he started coughing. I left quickly
before he started crying. People

of all kinds do that. But a doctor
told me people's tear ducts atrophy.
and all they can do is sob. That is
not me. I live for the future, I have
hopes lodged deep inside me and they
are seeds, each of which contains
one promise. I once had a list

with all my hopes and promises
written on it. But agents doing

a routine security sweep took it.
They threatened me with a Brain
Sweep, but nothing came of it.
That's the way things are now:
Nothing comes forth from things

or speech. It's as if everything

is frozen and every person is



paralyzed. But don't repeat that,

it might get mixed up with rumors

of a Revolution, and I could lose

my head, or my mind, depending on
my punishment. I hardly have anymore
the energy to be cautious. In a city

in which people in churches curse

God, and people in libraries tear

pages one by one from books, and
people spice their food with curry

to disguise the spoilage, and people -
Look, at the edge of the neighborhood,
the ground is curling and dust is swirling.
A wind is blowing across my face. Soon
the dust storm will take over our lives.
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'The Dark Backward And Abysm Of Time' (¥*)

(*) Shakespeare, The Tempest, Act I, Scene 2, line 62

A demi-god, proud and foolish, made the Earth
and her Moon. The work was difficult and
unrewarding to him. He was bored and uninspired.
He invented the shameful custom of cursing things
whose darkness dismays us. He created a world
out of nothingness, except his deep impulse

and the readiness of the non-existent to be.

He grew smaller as he made the world bigger.

Later worshipers named this demi-god
VOLTURAN. They were awed by the shadow
of his creative power. (The good demi-gods
had not yet thought themselves into being.)
They never spoke words of a base nature.
They were the inventors of Poetry and Music,
and established their rapport for all the ages.
Volturan's sense of failure puzzled them.

How could Volturan revile the Earth and threaten

to render it as lifeless as the Moon? They saw

only good in his planet and her creatures. And they
loved him. They honored him. They praised him

as the Source, the essential heart beat of all things,

the Voice that spoke them in the wildness of the wind
and in the quietude of sleep. They smiled even as he
frowned and plotted against them. They deserved better.

The ancient texts describe Volturan as an angry and
bitter God, who leaned against the edge of Space,
pushing aside the fabric of the sky to make more
room for himself. He gazed down the corridors

of Time with a stare that ignited fires and

burned what he could not love into cinders and ash.
But his reign of power was not to last. What is

that force in things that is aroused in due time?

And so it was that Volturan regressed from being



to place. He lumbered into a cosmic niche
enveloped in nothingness, and was steadily
absorbed into its solidity. He became a chunk
of the Southern Mountains as they rose over
colliding land masses. He was fixed forever
into the mineral life of the planet, and

his being dissolved into place, his pride broken.

The Earth had purged itself of something

unworthy of existence. Then, with infinite patience,
the Earth transformed itself from mere place into
living being, a Goddess, a Cosmic Mother, whose
loving hand and serene countenance prevailed
over Space and Time. She unfolded waves of love
that rolled around and around, embracing

both beings and places into a Harmony of Life.
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A Learning Curve

'A penny for your thoughts'

We used to say when we were children,

and did not understand thoughts are

private things, sustained by the pure light

of the mind, hardly able to withdtsand

the coarse light of the sun or the stained

light of the moon. 'A penny for your thoughts,
we said, because we thought everything was
available to us, no barriers caused by wealth,
no limitations from ignorance of the world.
We gradually gained pieces of experience
that pass for wisdom, mostly the wisdom

of caution and hesitation... Now it all

seems so obvious. We guard our thoughts,
treasure them, hide them away. So many
impulses hedge our thoughts: Will they die
from exposure? Will they shock when revealed?
Should they be censored? That is why only
children think they can buy thoughts for pennies.
The rest of us know: thoughts are priceless.
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My Name

I have never been fully visible.

Perhaps in some angle of view my soul

is outlined by the light imparted

at my creation. But that has faded,

my illumination has faded, even the stars

that made my nativity visible have faded,

as new stars, more aggressive, more endowed
with brilliance have eclipsed them,
extinguished their planets and moons,

and left a desolation in the sky

my feeble human light cannot penetrate.

So I am slowly becoming fully invisible,

but not transformed into Spirit...

So I will be a lesser being at my death

than at my birth. I am one whose name

us writ in soul-dust, or even worse

in flesh-dust. Oh, where in the chambers of
Space, on the shelves of Time, in the swirl of
dark matter into dark energy, will we be rescued
and truly seen by the spirits that abide?
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The Book Of Nightmare - Four

(Iv)
The Nightworld Forest

Is this the end?

This turning of the road, veering

left, passed dense sumac bushes
already autumn red, and entering

a forest of indeterminate size.

What are we to make of this latest
place in the deep forest of the Night?

We need help down here to judge

each moment's reality. Space is
unchanged for us, we understand
extension. But the mystery of

time has increased and we do not
understand duration. We assume

the forest may hold help...

The ones we sent into the darkness

come back in two groups: Stragglers
crawl out the forest, stretch and

contract their bodies, make low

animal sounds, and sleep on the grass.
They say nothing to us. When they awake,
they are shocked at their nakedness,
confused by their plight: 'Where have

I been? Where are my clothes? What is
this place? ' We clothe, and comfort them
as best we can. Adagio music helps.

Others stride out of the forest,

completely self-possessed. They stand

or lean but never sit, they say nothing

but their names, ignore our questions,

look with disdain on those we have

wrapped in borrowed clothes. We were once

a company, a visionary company, we drew
from the same source, exchanged and amplified



our individual resources. We are now panting survivors,
or we are aloof watchers, or are we a third group

still being formed by powers beyond us?

I only know this: My turn to enter the forest occurs

next month: I would rather be a lost soul in the darkness,
or a naked, shivering thing than one of those striders
who no longer exhibit our common humanity.

A forest without end blocks our advance. A wide valley
with a tumultuous river snakes behind us. And above us
is the huge expanse of a steel-blue, cloudless sky.
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A Poem Of The Kaleva District

Honoring One Hundred Years of
the Independence of Finland

Tell me, Singer, those stories that

cling to your mind as vines

of blossoms and nettles cling

to an old house hiding terrible

secrets. Tell me those stories

again so I stay awake, alert and
prepared for the worst. This night

is crucial for all of us. It has

never been as easy as we imagined.
There will be a swollen river ahead

we must ford; a mountain pass will be
blocked by a family of trolls;

a battleship is being built by

our enemies; there are wolves larger
than any we have seen before. My mind
has ever been far-roving, my body ran
to keep up with it, but now both

body and mind want to return to

the Farm in the High Country where

I can watch the Great Bear and stare
into the heavens studded with stars.

So tell again the story of the pale-faced
fortune-teller and the orphan girl with
the sad eyes that should shine brighter
than the summer sun, and the tale of
the last defenders of Master Paavo's
homestead in Karelia, and the Song

of the Sampo. Then you can rest for
awhile, until tomorrow's sun ignites

the eastern sky with red fire and dispels
dark skies and portents. Then you will
sing for me one story of love and hope,
but do not tell me if it is true or false,
and I will carry it deep in my heart

all the way home to share it with our family
assembled by the hearth fire, and it will be



a holy remembrance for all seasons to come.

Daniel Brick



Night Into Day

for the 100th Anniversary
of Finnish Independence 1917-2017

Tell me those stories that cling

to your mind as vines

of blossoms and nettles cling

an old house hiding terrible

secrets. Tell me those stories

again so I stay awake, alert and

prepared for the worst. This night

is crucial for all of us. It has

never been as easy as we imagined it.

There will be a swollen river to ford

ahead; a mountain pass will be blocked

by a family of trolls; the region

you are crossing was ripped

from your map book. The radio promised

you updates but the only sound

you hear is 1980s Rock Music. So repeat

the story of the pale-faced fortune-teller

and the orphan girl with golden tresses and

sad eyes that should shine, or the tale of

the last defenders of Lord Paavo's castle, or

the final account of the Sampo in the KALEVALA.
And finally, as the next day's sun ignites

the eastern sky with red fire and dispels
yesterday's dark skies and portents, give me
one story of love and hope, but do not tell me

if it's true or false, and I will carry it

deep in my heart all the way home to share it
with all of our family assembled by the hearth fire,
and it will be a holy prospect for seasons to come.
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Listening To Sacred Hymns By Gurdjieff

Out there in space where stars

and planets position themselves

according to primeval patterns and
determine the seasons on earth, it is
already Autumn 2017. But here,

in the places we walk, in the air

we breathe, in the thoughts tumbling

in our minds to their own ends, it is

still Summer. Can our simple desires

exert a force that will make Summer's
blessings last even longer? Can my thoughts
race through space and freeze the behavior
of celestial objects? Relieve them

of their role in determining human fate?

The pianist is playing a piece called

HYMN FOR A GREAT TEMPLE, and it summons me
to either prayer or despair. Perhaps

I should restrain my thoughts, and

position myself between the two extremes.
First, I will humbly pray, second roar

in defiance of fixed, unbending things,

then repeat both and keep repeating them
until a current of energy takes over,

turning their opposition into a single

force. Or will this music of Gurdjieff

quiet my thinking, and make me absorb
what is given, and not to wrest control

from the ancient custodians of reality?

And do not the simple pleasures of Summer
and the complex joys of Autumn mock

the heaviness of my thoughts? I will
postpone until Winter any resolution.
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A Spiritual Nexus

The angels come and go, sometimes
distracted from their missions,

they are lost and wandering

for decades of our time. Eventually
they find themselves: they rejoin

an angelic cohort and resume

their mission work. But they

recall with delight their time of
wandering as a time of freedom
when the fullness of their being

was fully engaged. And their minds
were strangely linked to human minds
and strange emotions flooded them.

I have seen traces left behind

by angels rushing across space and time

in their seasons of accidental exile.

I believe on rare occasions an angel

has lingered in my presence and shared

his immense awareness with me but only
for the briefest moment. I once thought
angels and humans lived totally apart.

Now I sense those traces of a common space,
even though the Universe dwarfs their
occurrence. Some argue my patience

is wasted energy, that angels loom so large
it's like a snail summoning a human being.

What matters is the brief moment

when a human being occupies

the same place and moment with one

of the winged wonders, and his being

is made radiant in a flash of exchange.

He become for a moment an angel and

the angel becomes in the same instant

a human. The weight of this higher existence
overwhelms his human experience: he only exists
for a moment in a blazing knowledge of power.
But the angel is transformed forever



by a depth of feeling, fragile and sincere,
and wholly human. And so the nexus happens.
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Orpheus

The whole Night I spent searching

for you within the four walls of Sleep.

I sang a sweet Song of desire,

the shining ebony walls parted, and

my body floated above the bottomless floor

of Sleep. Although my eyes were closed,

I saw clearly every object clinging to

its own nightspace, fearful that

a random light shaft might loosen its grip,

and it would fall down the vast vertical

length of Night... I searched with hand

and eye, the Eight Chambers of Sleep,

avoiding only the fourth where creatures

that hate humanity lurk in readiness.

In two chambers I sensed your recent presence,
traces of colors and sounds still came to

my senses. In the awesome sobriety

of this dark realm, I was intoxicated

by this awareness. My resolve was as tight

as a stretched bow, and the arrow of expectation
was released. It showed me a path to the Fifth
Chamber. No further magic flight aided me,

I had to climb the high plateau of this immense
chamber. An exhausted man reached the top,
refreshed only by the ambiguous night air
swirling around me. But you were not there...

I slid down the opposite slope into

the sloshy ground between ground

between Chambers Six and Seven. In the turgid air,
I saw our spiritual rival, MELATRON, sitting

on a gold throne. Even in his disgrace, his beauty
is startling. He knows me well enough, but

he acknowledges only those who stoop to beg

for his unholy help. Your image shining in my mind,
swelling in my heart, gave me strength, and I left him
in his regal solitude. I arrived at the hinterlands
of the Eighth Chamber and witnessed a dire sight:
a burning lake or river sent columns of fire

into the blank sky, sucking out breathable air.



I knew my journey was over, my quest for you,

once again frustrated. But do not be sad for me:

every step I take brings me closer to you, and

in time you too will take a Night Journey toward me.

We may, on one of these nights which stretch

before us without end, cross paths in a paroxysm of Joy.
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A Poem From The Dream

Last night I dreamed

that you dreamed

that you wrote a poem about me.

In the dream your dreaming self

watched that other you compose

the poem with grace and certainty.

Then it seemed the two of you became

one and your joys increased. I was

buoyed above the waters of the Night

and felt waves of delight vibrate

across the space of sleep. You finished
another stanza, for a moment you looked
pleased, then frowned. I knew my summons.
I gathered a dozen images of kind smiles,
flashes of surprise, a mouth saying 'yes'
over and over, and one lazy look of content.
All these images tumbled into your poem,
and you placed each one where it belonged.
A double portrait was emerging in the poem,
as you placed yourself next to mine. Memories
returned from exile, and deferred wishes
came alive. You wrote the last line. A smile
lingered on your lips as you read

the Poem from the Dream.
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An Analysis Of Modern Marriage

The two-fold goal of marriage;

first, to make two one;

second, to make two three.

How conveniently Nature provided
the same mechanism for both goals.

Sometimes what we see is

solid substantial flesh and bone.
Other times, it is only skin deep.

How is it that touch provides no truer
test than the eyes roaming, guessing?

How unevenly Time is split

between Desire and Performance.

I can desire for hours and feed

my Desire continuously by looking
and then recreating it all in my mind.

For some flesh is merely a curtain

they push aside to reveal the gemstone

life of the Interior: and in that airless

space resides the soul, inviolate, immortal,
with no lasting shape but shaping other things.

For others the soul resides in no place:
it is a vapor, floating at will

in measureless space. It chooses

to wait patiently in the flesh. They say,
when flesh dissolves, soul ascends...

We can perform for moments, for a moment
we are united. The momentary is all

of this rapture we are given. But our hearts,
those finely tuned instruments of feelings,
imbue memory with lasting appreciation.

The philosopher tells us we both
have and are our bodies. I can readily
see that's true: I can point out parts



and organs the way a car salesman points
to features in a new model car for sale.

And we are our bodies: the truth of that

I can see when I look into your green eyes,

their emerald wonder, and know they are

the openings through which Intimacy

crosses the borders of our selves, again and again.

What is Intimacy but a common treasure

we both acknowledge as priceless?

Intimacy is a spiritual sight by which

I see depth of truth in you and you in me.

It is two hearts fused, two minds united, two bodies one.

What is divorce? The cancellation of every line

of this poem. The breaking of every promise carried
by its words over time. The denial of its lyrical
delight, the silencing of its life long conversation.

I move and speak more cautiously now, because

I carry inside, where soul fills the space of body,

the corpses of both of us. They were fused into

one body for burial, but there are really two, which
never were truly one. You never told me our marriage

was a failure from its very beginning. This I never knew.
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Two Versions Of Love

Eros himself is nearby

in Ovid's poems. When a woman
crosses paths with a man, a sense of
fait accompli prevails rather than
anticipation. They slip

into an embrace effortlessly,

both of them know this love-play.

The warmth of the early evening

is luscious in the garden. Sweet

flower perfumes take away what's

left of their breath. Their kisses

multiply in an adjacent room decorated
with erotic picture. Entangled

in each other's limbs, they pause

to appreciate the artistry

which perfectly mirrors their passion.
When they climax, they both inhabit
the realm of the gods briefly.

Immortal longings are satisfied
temporarily. Smiling, they speak

softly about their joy and gradually

drift off into a shallow sleep...

Such is the content of Ovid's

THE ART OF LOVE. It is addressed

to prosperous people, a way of being
for those who race through life,
grabbing their delights in the rush

of experience. There is another Love
which descends from sacred Desire, and
lags far behind Ovid's type. Desire
takes its own time to unfold in time.

It postpones the shudder through the flesh
to add delicacy and coax passion to swell.
Desire means walking together on air,
embracing under blazing sunlight, or
within the cool radiance of nightfall.

It is composed of promises of happiness
which seem as accessible as the next
day's dawn, and sleep is deep and restful.
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The Road Again

I came out of my homeland
by my own design and will.
No one gave me any help,
not even a small gift

like an unbreakable cup

to hold the waters of many
other lands, pure, cool, fresh.

I always leave a marker behind

at the fountain or clear-running
stream or even rainy plain

I have discovered for later travelers.
Sometimes I mix fruit, native

to the place, with its water.

It is my habit to give a small gift.

You see how the thing given has
benefited me already. It is like

the spiritual conversations

in Botticelli's paintings. It must

be shared. Perhaps it will lift

the burden my countryman carries
within. I think, why must he suffer,

why must he suffer alone, when I am
on the same road again? 'Let me help
you carry that weight, ' I say to him,
but he is unbending, 'No, it is mine
alone. My soul is too sick to companion
yours. Perhaps in two or three years
we will walk side by side. Perhaps.'

At the gateway, the guardians were generous

with advice. One of them spoke a prayer

to their highest god while then others bowed

their heads. 'May grace descend upon you.

my brothers, ' I said. 'It naturally will, '

he replied. But you must learn the diference

between giving and receiving. The desert will teach you.



If you think you understand these exchanges,

you are profoundly deluded.' The other men

at the gate quietly assented, and one said,

'You will understand. Your journey will end.

We speak in riddles because they are

the only language of the Threshold Experience.'

They reminded me of philosophers, or disguised angels.

So armed with interior truths, I continued on

my way and completed all of my exchanges

without stress or setback. On my way back,

I saw my countryman, a happy and affable man.
The faithful gatekeepers gave me new riddles

that lodged in my mind. And even on the hottest
days, the sun was kind to humans and animals alike.
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Searching For A Vanished Poet

A sheet of paper carried on a summer breeze
tumbled passed me. Where it settled,

on a park lawn lined with elm trees,

revealed a dump site of sheets, all
abandoned poems. No breeze refreshed me,
sitting alone on the hot grass, reading

poem after poem, looking for you,

your signature, your voice, your presence.

There were poems in French and German,
Spanish and Arabic, English and Mandarin
Chinese, Attic Greek and medieval Latin,
and in several unrecognized languages -
those poems preserved their secrets.

The rest made up our Company of Poets,
sprea