Ignis Fatuus    11/29/00

In a muted white classroom

A four-time author lectures on

Stars and time, and how the light 

From a distant diamond’s gleam

Is but a remembrance of its past.

Maybe millions of years.

I recall a night before,

When reflected in my eyes was

A single star and the curved

Slice of a disappearing moon.

And I think of how the

Smooth radiance of the moon

Was refracted only hours before,

While the starlight carried so long,

The orb from where it began

Might have vanished eons ago.

Yet I saw them together.

A false coexistence in the indigo sky.

And I wondered if the star

Was me and the moon was you,

Or if it was the other way around

untitled    1/21/01

Did you want me to smile?

Did you expect me to shake 

Your hand and hug you goodnight?

Were you there on the hill

When the sun faded into the clouds?

Where you there on her bed

When she said she’d never love again?

Do you care enough to cry?

Do you care enough to feel the wind

Burn your face like her smile?

Were you the one she came to

When she couldn’t go home again?

I have no right

To be angry or sad.

It’s not like she was mine.

I never even decided

If I fell in love,

But I guess it’s over now.

I’d like to think

I can see beauty 

In a frozen winter night.

But the sound of the concrete

Meant nothing to me

And when the streetlight flicked

I didn’t turn my head.

To think that she

Could look me in the eyes

Without saying a word.

I think tonight

I’ll spend alone,

And I’ll smile

As if I had a choice.

I Hear America Drowning   1/30/01

I hear the songs in the alleyways,

The empty wind that filters through the chain fence.

I hear the songs of the wanderer,

In the sunken eyes and heavy brow,

The songs of the forgotten:

The neglected and beaten, 

The aged and poor.

I hear the songs.

I hear the gunshots burst from the pipe organ,

The lamenting siren’s hymn down the broadway.

I hear the cymbals and the windows smash,

People drowning in the open air.

I hear the infants breathing and dying.

I hear the muffled scream of the abused

And the ravings of the drunk and the holy,

The lost pursuit of right and wrong.

Yet over it all I hear the silence of despair.

As the sky turns soft in the twilight

The quiet thoughts of American Dream

Are washed into the night.

