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DER PILGRIM vor ST. JUST
By August von Platen (1796–1835)

 
[translated from the German]
Night is here, a tempest near and far,
Spanish monks, come open up the door!
Let me rest, until the mourning toll

Scares you into church to pray my soul!
Ready me whatever garb seems just,

A monkish robe, a stone sarcophagus!
Give me just a cell to be a monk,
Though half the world I ruled, my kingdom’s shrunk.
Let my head be shorn with iron blades,
Humbled now where diamond crowns displayed.
The shoulders that bend down, receive the hood,
An ermine wore, imperial I stood.
Death confronts me, seeing death to come,
I crumble like the old imperium.

Pavel Chichikov
September 13, 2005

Note: the Emperor Charles V retired to a monastery in the year 1556
“WENN ALLE UNTREU WERDEN”

By Novalis [Friedrich von Hardenburg] (1772–1801)

[translated from the German]
Let the true and loyal
Not vanish from the Earth;
When all become unfaithful

I will keep my faith.
For me You grappled sorrow 
And died for me in grief;
My joy I freely give You,
My loving heart, my life.

My many tears are bitter
To mourn your sacrifice,
But some who follow after
Forget You all their lives.
Drenched so much with love
Your daring could be done,

But now You are removed

In thought from everyone

With all of us You stand
Your faithful love is close,
You have no other kind

Though every sheep be lost;

Love victorious
The crying ones must see,

Cling in their remorse

Like children to Your knees.

I feel you in my soul;
O do not leave me now;

Let me always dwell

And be as one with You.
On some day my brothers
Their eyes turned heavenward,
Will come to be Your lovers,
And rest upon Your heart.

Pavel Chichikov

September 14, 2005

“WENN ICH IHN NUR HABE”

By Novalis [Friedrich von Hardenberg] (1772–1801)

[translated from the German]
If only Him I have,
If only Him possess,
Although my heart goes toward the grave

It never Him forgets;
No sorrow have I ever,
But pity, love and joy will be my treasure.
If only Him I have,
I gladly leave all else,
Leaning on my walking staff

Trust God above the false;

I let the others go

Along the great bright highways to and fro.
If only I have Him,
His heart’s blood is my joy;
My sleep so sweet and calm
And ever free from worry;
Insistently it gives
Itself to soothe and soften everything that is.
If only I have Him
I have the world as well;

Like boys who grasp the hem

And hold the Blessed Virgin’s veil.
Heaven in my thought,
I hold all worldly dread and fright at naught.
Wherever Him I have
Such is my Fatherland;
And every gift He gives

A legacy that falls into my hand;

Lost brothers of the past
I find again, His followers at last.


Pavel Chichikov

September 16, 2005

THE FIREBIRD
He lifts a lamp inside a darkened room,
The flame is made of smoke—a royal tomb,
The savage walls shrink back, a little tame,
But wild again they leap – this is no dream

Let us sink in alcohol’s deep lake,
Some are virgins there, a female snake

Forms a leafy border with her coils,
The stars above, untouchable are royal
Memory on Resurrection Street,

Taganskaya, a sodden corpse’s feet,

Is he dead?  Must prod him with your toe

And watch him quiver, pulses beating slow

Drunk, dead drunk, not dead enough by half,
He lies down on the kitchen floor and laughs
To see the stove go flying through the door,
Wings of flame, a Russian metaphor
The Firebird an exit always needs,
But not on dew, on fire he must feed,
And when he pecks the blossoms of the flame
He makes the walls shrink back, a little tame


Pavel Chichikov

September 16, 2005

UNLIKE FROM THE LIKE
Great evil, like rock,
A massive dark body
That twists every clock,
Causation unsteadies
How long would a ray
Of light go so far?
Eighty minutes away

To that massive dark star
No one can see it
Except by effect,

No world line can reach it,
Duration detect
Go down beneath vision,
Perceptible dreams

And rare intuition

Symbolical realms
Impress on the mind

Impress on the soul,
The force of the fiend
That’s darker than coal
Now is the battle,
St. Michael be with us,

The war will be settled,

The conflict, the crisis

And all will be well,
The issue is done,
The soldiers of hell
Must hide from the sun

And that which can strike
Can also create,
Unlike from the like,
From death a new state

Pavel Chichikov

September 17, 2005

THE TASTING
Too old for export
The wine in my barrel
Had better not travel
A homebody character
Ripens less vinegar

When it gets mellow
Neither cedar nor oak

My bones are a bottle
The Father bespoke

May the pouring be sweet
Of the wine of my soul
With a finish complete
And may I be poured
To the satisfied taste
Of the savoring Lord


Pavel Chichikov

September 19, 2005

SEHNSUCHT

By Friedrich von Schiller (1759–1805)


[translated from the German]
If only I could struggle free
Through the pressing, chilling mist

That pours through this deep valley,

Then how fortunate I’d be!

I see such lovely, wondrous hills,
Ever green and ever young! 

If I had wings the wind to fill
I’d fly to where my heart belongs.
Harmonies I hear that sound,

Tones of heaven’s sweet repose,
As zephyrs gambol round
And send me perfumes of the rose.
I see the gleam of golden fruit

Beckoning within the shade,
And the blossoms there that wait

Are not by winter caused to fade.

O how beautiful always
In that undying shining light
Where joyful breezes play,

How refreshing at such heights!

But I am thwarted by the fall
That roars between my cherished goal
And me, uprising in a wall
Full of terror is my soul.
I see a little vessel tossed.
But wait the ferryman is gone,
Quick before the chance is lost!

The sails revive, so carry on,
Board, you must believe and wager,
For the gods no promise send
To lift you up on wings of wonder

To that lovely Wonderland.


Pavel Chichikov

September 21, 2005

HOFFNUNG

By Friedrich von Schiller (1759–1805)


[translated from the German]
People talk and daydream much,
Rush frenzied to and fro,
Their eager hands held out to touch 
Their happy Eldorado;
The world grows old, then young again

And yet our human hopes will never end.
Flitting round the merry child

Hope is his first guide, 

And youth entranced is drawn, beguiled,
Nor gloom nor grave its magic hides;
For when his weary life ends him, full stop,

Even at his grave he plants his hope.
This is no sweet and vain illusion
From out a blockhead’s mind,
In our heart there’s no confusion:
Born for better things is humankind;
And what the inner voice has told

Does not deceive the human soul.


Pavel Chichikov

September 22, 2005

DIE GRÖßE der WELT
By Friedrich von Schiller (1759–1805)


[translated from the German]
Through the soaring world which chaos bore
By virtue of the fertile Spirit, on the wind I soar,
Until I land

Upon its wave-rushed strand;
Away the anchor where no gust blows by,

Near Creation’s milestone there stand I.

I’ve seen the young stars rising from their tomb,

So that through space a thousand years they roam,
Spirits playful

Aiming at their goal;

Then confused, I turned my gaze around—
Not a star, but empty space I found.
Toward nothingness I stimulate my flight,
And bravely voyage at the speed of light,
Mist goes by,
The murk-distorted sky;
Universal systems surge and run
Behind the man who wanders through the suns.

See, along a lonely path a Pilgrim fares
Swiftly toward me: “Stop! Traveler, what seek you there?”

Toward the beach
Of this far world I reach!
I sail to where no puff of wind can blow
And where Creation’s milestone stands I go.

“Halt!” You sail in vain! – ahead there is infinity!”
Halt! You sail in vain – Pilgrim, it’s behind me! –
Let my feathers drop
My eagle-thought, and stop!
Audacious traveler, my fantasy,
Cast your anchor sadly, it must be.


Pavel Chichikov

September 24, 2005

SOULS
In early fall, as on the feast of mortals,
Crickets with their jumpers bent and twitching,
Leave the chilling forests and the gardens,
Haunt the empty cellars in the evening
Blacker than a coal smut, cloudy midnight,
Copper hatches stretched across their bellies,

Gathering like souls of Celtic legends,
Moving from the hillsides to the valleys
They creep within when autumn frost is starting,
Scrape against the baseboards after midnight
When sleep is like a ferry just departing,
Furtive in the failing reach of light


Pavel Chichikov

September 24, 2005

THE PLOUGH
A shrew on its side
In velvet gray-blue,
Red blood from inside

Some injury shows

But nothing external,
Postmortem perhaps,
Small for the beetles,
Ants with their snips

Dead of quick wasting

And rapid starvation,
Dead of a fasting

And prompt inanition
Smooth in its form

The mortal voracious,
That which was warm

But never more conscious
And now in the trees
Grackles have mobbed,
Before the first freeze
The branches have snubbed

They’ll take to the sky,
Leave where it fell

The shrew where it lies—
In rigor it swells
As if by the share
As if by the harrow

Exposed to the air

The earth in its sorrow


Pavel Chichikov

September 26, 2005

THE POOR SOLDIER
The chapel is empty and then half full,
Who would see Christ may come who will,
Free for the asking, come visit, come see,
But half of the world will stay away

And He who has lifted the earth to himself,
The lamb of the sacrifice shares with the calf
That grazes on blood and milks a cold teat,
When the blood and the flesh of the Christ they might eat

And He who has offered himself for their death
Ignored and rejected in favor of wrath—
But who will come through the half-opened door
Wearing the garment that Jesus wore?
It is the poor soldier who gambled for shreds
Torn by the whip and the flail of the dead,

Who wears on his shoulders the garment of Christ

To keep from the cold and the frost of the night


Pavel Chichikov

September 28, 2005

THE SPHINX

Stones wash down in the rain and scatter the path
Stone and scree
Then in droughts of summer they slide down
But still move slowly

Fall as streams, old glaciers flow
By crude gravity
The path forgets, each pebble, stone a counter
Stone’s register erased
Thought that has no thoughts and yet remembers
With a stony face—
He will live forever, stone man, who was of us
Stone his race
He is the sphinx, the lion, grasps and grinds
Between his paws

A stone box. a chest of stone which holds

His universal laws

And he himself the beast of stone, stone face, stone eyes

Stone jaws


Pavel Chichikov

September 30, 2005

ISAIAH
I go through woods at walking pace,
Invisible cords break on my face,
The spiders there who work unfed

Wait to catch and eat their bread

And others watch although unseen,
The bobcat and the wolverine,
And those too small yet flourishing,
Those in trees unseen who sing

O mysteries, created heavens,

The Lord who made the week in sevens—
Isaiah, have you known the hills

As flat as plains, the valleys fill?

It is Isaiah who can see

The obvious in mystery,
And mystery in what is plain,

The ocean in the fall of rain

As now so near the dark abyss

He sees the footing that we miss


Pavel Chichikov

October 2, 2005

THE END OF TIME
I am not big enough

To lift a lifetime

The day itself is smooth and massive
This hour disappears in mist

Beyond my grasp

Winged bird, bright moment

Your wings are creation
You fly from the nest:
The end of time

To the end of time


Pavel Chichikov

October 3, 2005

ICONS
From under a pile of mud and mulch

Swept from the creek, a leather toad,
Carboniferous, smooth to the touch,
Head like a spade, bones in the road

The color of parchment, flat and pale,
The size of a dog that once was ribbed,

Claws and a femur, male, female,
Not to be gendered, named or sibbed
A mummy of mockery, parody
Of what once trotted, lolled its tongue,
Stretched like Mercator’s map to see
Across from the midden where it was flung
Such are bodies given to us,
Swept and discarded, saint by saint,
Even the holy sieved from dust,
Pigment lost or thin as paint

Such are the icons, yet they shine

Alive from death and round from line,
Living, those who never die
Will fill and bless and breathe and sigh

Out of their breath will come the rose,

The lily in ivory-splendid clothes,
New life come from even this 
Dead mockery to rise in bliss


Pavel Chichikov

October 4, 2005

THE PACK
Ten coyotes and their whelps
Nine hide themselves in ambush

Nine to lurk in woodland brush

The tenth one limps and whines and yelps
The foolish mastiff leaves his master

Chases down the crippled beast
With yellow eyes and dagger teeth
Then meets with ambush and disaster

The crippled beast was really hale

A tempter and a crafty brute

Calculating and astute
Cunning brain to lead the wagging tail

In this world the wicked, strong
Sell betrayal for a song

And if you prowl with the pack

You must bay too or be attacked

Brief acquaintance turning sour

Unless like them you hunt, devour


Pavel Chichikov

October 6, 2005

CHILDREN SLEEPING
Outside the walls a great storm passes

A battle of light and darkness clashes,
But here with us no storm appears
The shades are drawn, we clap our ears

Ignore the flash against the pane

The strokes and bolts the angels train,
Huddle round the stove and tell
Old folk tales of love and hell
Send the children off to sleep

With angel guards to watch and keep,
But even then within the dream

They hear the wounded angels scream

What shall win and what shall lose

Is what they dream and what they choose—
When they have woken they will see

What they have dreamt and victory


Pavel Chichikov

October 7, 2005

ONLY FOR LOVE…
Only for love

Did He make the scarlet dogwood

The yellow poplar

Fall

Only for love

Did He look down to see them


Pavel Chichikov

October 11, 2005

HOUSE OF LOVE

Whose autumn house is this with yellow-green

Parquetry of poplar, scarlet screen,

Carpets of vermilion and red-gold

Moved by windy weavers, fold by fold?

Ceilings of the bluest lapis made

Ivory the sashes and the shades

Hall receding hall by open ways

Distances foreshortened by the days

Those who wander in must know that here

Is majesty but nothing to be feared—
Prodigious are ceilings and the beams

But no more than the pillars of our dreams

Lordly is the autumn house of love,

And Love Himself about the mansion moves

Pavel Chichikov

October 12, 2005

THE CURLED PALM…

The curled palm of a poplar leaf

Yellow leaf with a green heel
Holds the sky—
Yes, the whole sky


Pavel Chichikov

October 12, 2005

DEAD FACES
Foresters saw down the rotting trees
And grind them into rotting woodchip mountains, 
Down the hillside ranging meters high
Along the edges of the softwood forest

And when October drizzles, overcast,
And half tame yearling whitetails wander past
Gusts of smoke blow horizontal breath
Wood and leaves fermenting in their death
Artificial mountains, wood and leaf
Seethe from underneath, their self-producing
Fire slowly burning by ignition

Of what could not burn quickly when it lived
As often I see underneath dead faces

Smoke and flame slow-burning of God’s graces

That will burst into fire at His name

When face to face we stand before that flame


Pavel Chichikov

October 14, 2005

THE KING OF JUDAH

Revelation 5, 5


For Vivi Anne

Massive as a Lilliputian dog,
Here’s the sitting lion that she sent me,

Posing on my palm as it desires,
Silent on a table in my study
When she was alive she sent me this

Nimbused ochre monarch-animal:
Never can we know, a fragile bliss,
How our thoughtful gifts become memorial
The lion is the solar anima,
Prowls in the groove of the ecliptic:
The roaring of the flame of its corona
Burns the years behind us as it walks
Everything it touches is consumed,
Fire of forgetfulness, duration:
All will be forgotten that has bloomed,
Things and bodies, friendship and devotion
How she died the King of Judah knows,
For this that lives beyond the grave she chose


Pavel Chichikov

October 17, 2005

LOVE’S ENTICEMENT
Doves don’t slant down on a beam of light

For me, when I pray, or send petitions

But sometimes there’s an English Sparrow,

Fat and saucy, lumbering toward my window

Oval wings outspread, primaries extended

Breaking its velocity and rolling sideways,
No swift of heaven, droll, impertinent:
“You ask for sumptuous angels, this is what I sent”
And good enough for you, appropriate

For one who loiters near the stables of the sun,

Pecking droplets of God’s molten incandescence –
Predigested leavings of His essence

Shining eye, blunt of beak, with attitudes of cheek,
Midget and unprepossessing, yet not meek,
A finch, and interloper, bird misnamed,
That by love’s pure innocent enticement will be tamed

Pavel Chichikov

October 18, 2005

RED MARS
To see red Mars in perigee
His gleaming shield

Cover the moon with your hand

So dazzling is she—
And with the other hand
Cover the glow of the city
That yearning mimicry

Pavel Chichikov

October 18, 2005

THE DOGWOOD TREE
Stars of the crimson dogwood tree,
Spiderlings come down,
Reel their silk invisibly—
An autumn night, no wind

In winter time another world
Came down a night and sang

To praise and glorify a Child,
Then left the Earth again

What tree was it they lowered from

That brought such sweet repose,

If only for a winter night

Before the winter snows?


Pavel Chichikov

October 19, 2005

VERMIN
Rats in the garden, three gray rats,
Avarice, pride and lust?

Only rodents, leaping facts,
The ratter missed them, just
A burrow somewhere near the hedge?

Underneath a nest?

The snuffing dog, her nose a dredge

Hunts by scent and guess
I heard one squeal of terror

But not a bone that snapped,

The terrier’s sole error:

The instant that she stopped
Do the others hide away,

Sloth and gluttony,

Sinewy gray fury,
Naked jealousy?

Only little animals,
Nothing more to see,

But vermin of the other sort

Hide themselves in me

Who will hunt these seven down,
Snap their hollow bones?
Only one who lived again,

And rolled away my stone

Pavel Chichikov

October 20, 2005

THE TALL MAN

The shouting of the solstice

A man beyond the trees,

Roaring in his coat of ice

The forest shakes and weeps

He’s coming in long steps,

Still far away he shouts,

The great ones cringe and leap

And throw their leaves about

His garment shining on him,

The young trees bow in fear,

Their tears will be white frozen

At the dark end of the year

Then he will come nearer,

Brush away the light,

Stroke them with his fingers

And cover them with night,


Pavel Chichikov

October 24, 2005

DER VATER

By Albrecht Haushofer (1903–1945)

[Shot by the SS near the gate of Moabit Prison on April 25, 1945]

[translated from the German]

The deepest folktale from the eastern lands
Tells us that some spirits of the foulest force

Rest imprisoned in the midnight seas,
Sealed up by the Lord God’s worried hands,
Until once in a thousand years, there comes
A fisherman who’s granted this decision:
Release the awful powers from their prison,
Or cast away at once those fettered demons.
For my father there was this to choose:
Push the demon back into its cell,

By strength of will confine it to its hell.
My father broke the seal and let it loose.
He did not see the breath of evil’s flight.
He let the demon drift into the night.


Pavel Chichikov

October 26, 2005

VON DER FREUNDLICHKEIT DER WELT


By Bertolt Brecht (1898–1956)


[translated from the German]


1.
Into this cold and windy Earth you came,
Freezing lay with nothing to your name.

Each a naked child when you arrived,
Swaddled by some woman, kept alive.


2.

No one wanted you, called out your name,
And no one to convey you elsewhere came.
Upon this freezing world you were unknown,

Until a man appeared and took your hand.



3.

No one in this world owes you your bread:
And if you want to leave it go ahead.

To many people, friend, you didn’t count.
But many others thought of you and wept.



4.
Away from here, a cold and windy ball,
Begrimed in scab and filth depart you all.
Almost each of you has loved this Earth

When of its soil you’re given two hands’ worth.


Pavel Chichikov

October 29, 2005

THE FACE ON THE STREET

I called, He came
But who could know

Besides His name

What storm or calm?

The shadow of the mockingbird
The wing’s black hood
Insubstantial, light’s mood

Sun’s dark word

Light from light, 

Shadow from shadow

The flesh and the blood

Of the wings of the meadow
And the face on the street

Born to His shame
In Nazareth
Who could know His name?


Pavel Chichikov

October 29, 2005

THE NAP
This angel whom we call the sun
Investigates the late October garden

And with his shoulders broad and golden
Leans above the paddock and the green
Where are the horses?—departed to be ridden—
And now by lessened light these fail:
The greens and flowers, excepting of the kale

And cabbage—perennials are hidden

Tall, for trees giraffe-like, sycamores

Armed against the marbled sky ignore,

Their business is the wind, the carven clouds,

Though if they were tree-human they’d be proud

I saw a father, short and fat, who lay along
A wooden bench beside the garden fence,
And close by was his baby son, his innocence
Alive in one small sleepy yawn,
Half-dozing, sunlit in a baby stroller—
And with his lazy limp-held hand the father,
Sleepy, stroked, as if to verify

The baby’s face and love did not deny
It is all so, the autumn garden half asleep,
The father dozing and the somnolent

Young child, the paddock of the firmament
Where slowly back and forth the old sun gallops


Pavel Chichikov

October 31, 2005

DER TOD UND DAS MÄDCHEN

By Matthias Claudius (1740–1815)


[translated from the German]
The Maiden:

Pass by, oh do pass by,

You wild bag of bones!

My dear, I am too young to die,

So go, leave me alone!

Death:

Give me your hand, you tender shapely child!

I do not punish you, I am your friend.

Be of good cheer! I am not wild!

Softly in my arms you will sleep sound!
Das Mädchen
Vorüber! Ach, vorüber!
Geh wilder Knochenmann!
Ich bin noch jung, geh Lieber!
Und rühre mich nicht an.
Der Tod
Gib deine Hand, du schön und zart Gebild!
Bin Freund, und komme nicht, zu strafen.
Sei gutes Muts! ich bin nicht wild,
Sollst sanft in meinen Armen schlafen!


Pavel Chichikov

November 4, 2005

ABENDLIED
By Matthias Claudius (1740–1815)


[translated from the German]
The moon is newly risen

Golden star dust glistens

In Heaven bright and fair!

The woods in shadow dwell
While from the meadow swells
A white fog wondrously in air.

How quiet is the world
The veil of dusk unfurled

So lovely and homely!
Just like a bedroom’s peace
Where gloom and sorrow cease
And day’s distress is slept away.
You see the half-moon rise?
We mark with human eyes

Half the moon and yet it’s round and fine.
And so are many things
That suffer laughter’s slings

Because our eyes to them are blind.

We lofty sons of men

Are sinners in the end

And know not much at all;

Our dreams are made of clay
In art we seek a way
And only get still further from our goal.

God, may we see your grace
Nor trust in what will pass;
In arrogance not glory!

Our innocence let grow
Until to Thee we show
Childlike happiness and piety.

Take us from this Earth
By means of gentle death,

Hold back affliction’s rod,

And when You have removed us,
To Heaven gently lead us

Thou our Lord and God.

So lie down then my brothers

In God’s name and no other!

The evening wind is chill.

From sentence, Lord, release,

Let us sleep in peace,

And also our neighbor who is ill.


Pavel Chichikov

November 5, 2005

AWAKENING
The first sleep of the autumn night 

Icon of the Blessed Virgin 
God’s mother of Kazan
The child of glory, Christ,
His mantle flowing from His shoulder
Stands beside her grace in salutation

Within, behind, around them
Flows the light of golden paradise

Love’s window in the wall of sleep
From endless joy and peace
The Virgin and the Child 
Gaze out upon the room

Why are they here? What light is this? 
What brings them to the fading, brutal world

Of stupid men?

The silence of the starlight

The slowly breathing trees

The fragrance of the dying saints 

Pavel Chichikov

November 7, 2005

THE FISHERMAN

The little fish scatter under the tree—
A shadow of roots, a shadow of leaves—
There they school where no one sees

While the streamlet languishes, bubbles and weaves

Imagine a child with a net should come—
The mesh must be fine for the fish are thin—
He might surprise them, many and one,

Wade to his bucket and spill them in

Such fine small fish that jink and twist—
The light shines through them across the spine—
How delicate, their shadows pressed

Down to the gravel in thin straight lines

Such tiny fish, a baby’s thumb

Would hold a dozen side to side,

And yet to themselves a kingdom’s come

When they sense a presence above, and hide

And we in our own small stream of pride—
Human billions, small and weak—
Will sense a presence above and hide,

And the shadow will stoop, and scoop, and speak


Pavel Chichikov

November 9, 2005

THE SACRAMENT
The voice of death last night, the windows rattled,
A body wide and dark, the sky was masked;
Down upon the earth a burden settled:

“Where is flesh and blood? the spirit asked

“Thirst I have, a need for human blood,

An appetite for flesh, the meat of slaves,

And I will make provision for my food,

The living if I can, or from their graves.”

And then Another answered from the cross:
“I will provide your sustenance, your need

For meat and blood and it will be no loss—
It is enough that even death may feed.”

Death may drink and eat this bleeding bread
And be transformed—confected from the dead


Pavel Chichikov

November 11, 2005

THE VISIT
“I’m here,” said He.  “I visit. Do you see me?”
Only autumn woodland, steaming gold

Radiance from dying poplar leaves—
No voice, no shape to form and see and hold

But two-dimensioned golden autumn trees,
As if with hammers beaten smooth and thin,
The air around them soldered filigree—
He is so visible that time has not begun
Nor has the world bent round its shape a while
To form its own round wildness, nor has time

Sprung forward on its sprockets coarse and wild –

All holds and shifts and shrinks inside its name
And then begins to move again, has started

To be the world again—He has departed

Pavel Chichikov

November 15, 2005

THE VIRGIN’S GIFT
She said: “Where you are going?
Your old heart may be broken,
Therefore I will take

The gift that love may break

Carried for safekeeping
To where there is no breaking,
Your skill to be as grace
As love is in that place.”
So she took my art

Safe kept within her heart—
“Now go and learn to bend,”
She said, “that love may send
Itself as a command,
The heart of death withstand”
As love is given freely,
So art and skill must be—
An artist must confess
His lady patroness.


Pavel Chichikov

November 23, 2005

THE ROBE
The cormorant drying its stiffened wings,
Snake’s head Anhinga’s slide through water,
Herons stitch the azure robe, 
Below the Virgin’s yellow crown—
Back and forth, up and down,

The sky blue seams, white heron thread:
Wear this in heaven, herons’ fitting,
Above the waters praise the dead
Who robe in light, and bless our bread
And go as dressed in glory’s knitting


Pavel Chichikov

November 24, 2005

DIES IRAE
Stone is praying – hear it rumble,
Slow and deep the syllables,
Antiphons, the oceans boil,
Cliffs are calving, flowing soil
Dark as wine the morning clouds,
Days of wrath demean the proud,
Puppets flaccid that were men,
Bones unfastened by the wind

John the prophet prophesied
A face of blood and wounded skies,
David and the Sybil wrote 
Fear that clutches by the throat
Days of power, powerless,
Seas against the mountains press,
This will be before the end
Antiphon, the dead ascend
Where is hope, the coming Child
In the dying world, defiled?

Listen then, the universe

By love was made, can be no worse

Than He allows, and will be saved—
It is the promise that He gave
Because His living never dies—
He is the wisdom of the wise

Pavel Chichikov

November 25, 2005

THE WARMING
Under drifts of leaves she lay,
Her carapace was cold and hard,
Strips of gold were interplayed
With wrappings black as ebon wood
A winter wasp of artifice,
Nothing lifelike to alarm,
The seeing facets round her face
Were dull, she lay inside my palm
November queen I carried home
Placed her in a warming glass,
Soon to twitch and flicker some,
Her swoon of inanition passed

Then tattooing on the wall,
A rapid beating blur of wings,
As one who fans her brooding cells

And flexes out her nether sting
There I kept her like a gem
Displayed within a crystal case,
Eyes a thousand cells of flame,

To see her hover, curve her waist

Wings invisible to hold
The splendor of her in the air

That would have slept beneath the cold,
The facets of the winter stars

That will themselves be warmed to see
When that great warming comes to be
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November 28, 2005

SPEND BY LOVING…
I looked beneath, the White Oak leaf
Of eight sweet lobes, pale lavender

The last day of November

Most perfect artifact
No others like, of all the countless

Fallen autumn leaves 

It is the coin He used to tell

In parable what love is for—
Spend by loving, there is more
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November 30, 2005

DOG STAR
Let the north wind come
There will be no stopping him
Until the winter night has passed

The Dog Star’s crystal eye

Slips through forests, flashing –

Don’t stray beyond the sun’s ecliptic
If you wander there, the jaws
Of that fanged lurker gape and close
Near to where the hunter’s hound this winter rose
So then we huddled in the farm house
Dozing at the fire, warm,
But outside was the black wolf hunting, home
Home where we would shrink and freeze,
Homeless under naked trees,
Space to watch around us for the jaws that seize
Thank God for the lights and friends,
Children’s prayers that make amends,
And love in us that Jesus sends
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December 2, 2005

SHEPHERDS
Before the sun the monks get up to sing,
On winter nights the freezing soul to pray,
The fulcrum between compline and moonset,
Midnight and the silver moon of day
Now the winter storm of daylight comes
When matins have been vigilantly mouthed,
Terce by heavy sheets of snow un-sunned,
Snow approaches from the freezing south

It is the chant of God for which they wait,
In shepherd fields His light has been occluded,
Lids of white the covering deceit,
And every eye of innocence deluded

Monks, the useless mouths that rise from bed,
Through sext and none and vespers keep from harm
Lambs asleep beneath the heavy storm,
The final snow that hovers overhead,
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December 5, 2005

DEAD WITHIN HOURS
A dead shrew, belly up.
It dies within hours of not eating.

Trapped by hunger,

The cold sky killed it

As I would die

If the spirit were not in me

That freezes the snow
And thaws the sun 

Pavel Chichikov

December 14, 2005

JERUSALEM CAME DOWN
The followers not fed,
Clouds delivered snow

Nourishing as bread—
The forest dined below
A multiplying wonder
Droplets crystallized,
Hexagonal those favors
Of loaves-and-fishes skies

Something in the branches

Rang a bell of wood,
Owls in their churches
Bowed and understood

Then a kingdom falling,
Jerusalem came down

Without apocalypsis
Like any other town


Pavel Chichikov

December 15, 2005

WHITE AS WHITE…
White as white as alabaster

Splashes fallen oak leaves—
What have you eaten, hawk, to make such art?

Pure and white as milk the spill of hawks,
As virtuous as snow,
Digested bone, a bleached-white crow

Surely there’s no pity in those yellow tongs

That snip the guts from robins’ bellies
No matter what their songs

And I have seen your turret round head turn

To watch me as I walk the trail

That heavy-footed traffickers have worn
Too large to lift, too heavy raised
But if I were to fall you’d wink and watch—
Scream once in praise

Religion of the soulless is as such—
No blame has this, but neither has the loft
If nothing must another touch
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December 26, 2005

MERCURY

The creeper is a small brown bird

That climbs the trees like mercury,

Except it is not temperature

That draws the creeper upwardly

Beak a tweezers and a lance

It leans against a stiffened tail,

Spiraling from base to branch

It searches for its food by Braille

Between the wrinkles and within

The bark it seizes with its beak

Beetle grubs, and spiders, ants,

And other kinds of insect meat

I saw it on a winter day

Laborious go up an oak,

Methodical and patiently

Probe and listen, probe and poke

When it grappled up one tree

It fluttered to another base

To climb again like mercury—
An angel on a rough staircase


Pavel Chichikov
January 16, 2006
MEN OF HONOR
Men of trees were dressed in green

A guard of them around the wall,
The golden emblem of their queen—
A bee of honey mixed with gall
Men of ash, men of oak,
Yellow birch and maple stood,
Sentinels who would not speak—
Hickory and ironwood
Constant is their character—
Some will burn and some will drown,
Some will give their lives for her
When men of honor are cut down

Pavel Chichikov

January 17, 2006

MARTYR
On the wall a rope is lighted
Though the Earth of us is blighted,
Rope of light, pure and strong

Spun of sunlight, light and long
Daylight has a trick to play,
Weightless, strong the light of day,
None can sever by the sword
Desert’s cable, forest’s cord

But when the sun has frayed and fallen
Then we see what has been hidden—
Christ the martyr who was wheat

Trampled underneath our feet

He that was a mystery

Now the face that we can see—
God from God and light from light

Reassembled, night from night
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January 19, 2006

LITTLE WRINKLED HEART…

Little wrinkled heart of granite
Ivory white with blackened veins,
Cast, congealed inside the planet,
Softened by a year of rains

Fire made the heart of you
Seed of fire, fire sown,
Brother granite I am you,
Humans have a heart of stone

January rain uncovered

Relic on the leaves’ decay,

Eucharist unconsecrated

Offered on a winter day

Take a stony heart unbroken

Buried it will melt again,
Take imperfect love unspoken

Silence buried has an end
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January 23, 2006

THE GAMES
See the world as Coliseum
Tiers of clouds around the sky,
Up or down the angels’ thumbs—
Emperor, who is to die?
Cramped inside a stone cockpit

Innocence and evil fight,

Holy fool and hypocrite

All within the line of sight

Down from heaven, up from hell,
Helmets or a naked head,
Some have faces visible
Others wear a mask of lead

Now the beasts of envy enter
Now the lions of conceit

Now the sacrificing martyrs
Ground between their teeth as wheat

Pavel Chichikov

January 27, 2006

MELTING
Step by step the old ones creep
As if the corridor were steep

Climb the dining room for meals

How snail-laborious it feels
To move those ancient arms and legs

Toward sickly tea and hard-boiled eggs

And yet toward childhood they can fly

As weightless as a memory

One can see the yard and fence
Beyond is Oz at her pretence

Another finds a summer garden

Summer squash to fill her wagon

Hears the pump of iron squeal,
Sunlight spinning like a wheel,
So flickering the spokes of day

As time the wagon rolls away
They lick the taste of summer ice

Kept in sawdust, sawn out twice,
First uncoupled from a lake
And second from the ice man’s cake—
Vivid and straightforward is

The melting memory of ice;
As they must melt and flow again

Toward the beginning of their end

Now more swiftly though they lag

In rolling chairs, with shriveled legs,
They spin until duration slows
And waits for them where childhood goes,

An aperture that draws them in

To something living and beyond,

A memory that is not yet

Which those who die will not forget
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January 28, 2006

IN THE SHADE
The tree of the Lord God stands in the garden:
Millet, peanuts and sunflower seeds,
The jay and the cardinal, wintering wrens—
He loves the song birds and knows what they need

Some fly nearer, the ravenous sparrow
Cocks at the peanuts and feels itself blest,
In from the forest the sheltering junco,

Crimson, the cardinal raises his crest

He knows what they need, loves what they sing,
Feeds them and blesses them all through the winter,
But some at the shadow of glory take wing—
Those are the pilgrims who perish of hunger
The hawk may have risen to gain a great height
The wings of the sparrow hawk stiffened and spread,
Little ones scatter, the foolish take flight

Never again will their songs be heard
Never again in the world of the night

Each various music that pours from the throat,
But then I have heard in the world of delight

From the grove of His glory the sunlit note

The grove at the summit, the ridge of the hill,
The shadowless shade where I long to be,

The blue green fir and the summery maple,
The chorus of birds in the Lord God’s tree

Pavel Chichikov

February 2, 2006

THUNDER IN WINTER…
Thunder in winter,
The underworld rises,
The garden is fertile

With evil surprises

Seasons exchange
Their usual places,
Summer is strange

In the snow it replaces
Avarice grows

The flower of evil,
Crocus of yellow,
Color of devils
Bees in their hive
Restlessly sing,
Sickness alive

In the song of their wings
That which was good

In a suitable time

Is death to the brood

Which sickens to slime

What is the source

Of uncanny ill?
The shepherd’s divorce,
The stone in the well

God of His travels
Turned from the tent,

Sarah is sterile

Abraham spent

The Guest has been driven

Away with our curses,

Thunder in heaven,

The season reverses
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February 4, 2006

NO OTHER POWER

As charity
Start with a bird feeder

Cold are we
But that’s a beginning

Timid to come and peck

And perch and sit,
Those could be souls

Who pry through the holes

An exercise

Without pain, or lies,
For souls are more timid

Than simple birds

Birds have backward bending knees
Not agonies

Nor histories,
Crime’s self-pities
No demands 

For hiding truth
Beneath the wing—
No clenched hands

No gratitude

Or solitude

But need not those

Inner clothes

They are within
As clothed without

No whine, no sin

No doubt

But give them seed
Of corn in flower,
They will have need
Of no other power
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February 5, 2006

HOUSE OF EARTH
House of Earth,
Sound alarm,
Not in but out
The sound of harm

Earthly house

Sky of walls,
Loud and close
The sky’s footfalls

Fasten door,
Core and seed,
Earth at war

With stupid greed
Intruder found
Within the room,
The door is round

Through which he comes
A fearful face,
Thick of night

The coat he wears,
His eyes are white

One the moon

One is death,
They bear upon

The world beneath
Awake, arise
He walks within
Your emptiness
Embodied wind
If you would shut

The House of Earth
Sleep, forget
The sound of truth
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February 7, 2006

OLD LADY
Pagans met their own gods going up the trail,
Odin of the one eye, slouching hat and wand,
Worse to meet that demon in a winter gale—
The robe would blow apart, reveal his withered hand
Those who clutch their angry lightnings must be burnt,
Even spirits, though we called them gods—
Powerful enough, our curses yearn
To strike us through the eyes, the ears, the words
But there is other wise, a wisdom walks—
We saw today within the empty wood

An elder lady in a coat and slacks,
Old shoes, knit hat—we met and stood

She charmed our dog and us, and she was merry,

A very bright and innocent old lady—
So there remain a few the spirit fills

With ancient holy light—the air was still
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February 8, 2006

THE OLD RED VIXEN
Deer on the hilltop—
Scent from the stream bed 

Rises in warning
Come for a drink, says the fox,

For the stream has not frozen—
The full moon shining
Sit still in the darkness,
Wait on the old root 
And be still

That red flame passing
Is the old red vixen—
Gliding, hunting

Criss cross, criss cross,
The scent of the vixen
Searching for dreams

Rises, rises, 

As the full moon rises
Where the deer lie sleeping

The young deer dream
Of the old red vixen

Rising in moonlight
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February 10, 2006

SUNRISE

“The dead are watching me”
From their eternity

With great unstartled eyes
Immaculate of lies
Premonitory dream
The face of the unseen
In which the dead, awake,

Give warning for our sake

“Look out across the deep
Black sea of death and sleep—
The sun’s deliverance,
Ascending eloquence”
The living and the dead
Can speak, will speak, have said,

But who will wake to hear?

But listen, they are near
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February 20, 2006

CAN YOU DESCRIBE THIS…?
Can you describe this,
God being murdered?

No, they don’t know

What Pilate has ordered

High on a hill

Lord and creator

Flogged and undone

His order disordered

Who is the ruler,
Who is the slave?

Can any creator

Rule from a grave?

Try comprehending
How mercy is slain,

How power and glory

Can suffer such pain

Mystery, mystery

Far beyond knowing,
High on a hill

A forest is growing

Many the crosses

Around Him shall rise

To gather and shelter

A mercy despised

Those who have seen it

Will join and deliver

Their lives and their loves
The glorious Giver
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February 22, 2006

TRAVELER, STOP HERE
Traveler, stop here to rest

And of your soul your pride divest,
Before you travel on, your Lent

Requires that your knee be bent
To praise and glorify the Cross,

Our gain of life, of His the loss,

To praise adoringly the gift

Of loving Christ, His royal thrift,
That God should love so much that He

Discarded vast eternity
For sinners made of meager dust,
Of greed and gluttony and lust,
Conceited, envious, disloyal

Around whose souls those demons coil—
So then we cast our robes of night
Upon the ground, and travel light
Along the self-denying way,
For who can pilgrimage so weighed?
And since the hill of Christ is steep,
As high as heaven, none can leap

From here to there, but step by step

Each vow of self-denial kept

Will bring us upward to re-birth

As we throw off our clothes of earth
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February 23, 2006

SMALL WORLD

Earlier, he owned a shoe store,
Now he watches children’s programs,
Takes his medicine before

His bedtime, which is eight pm

Bigger worlds have shrunk to little,
Bedroom, kitchenette and bath,
All the memories have settled
Then compacted, breath by breath

Into one composite sphere,

Diameter, his tiny room,

Every image drawing near

Enough to touch with either arm

Now the right hand on his future,
Now the left hand on his past,
He the center, mental suture
Not by more than months to last

Near enough to watch the sunlight
Climb the inner shell, his wall,
Then the hour goes to night

And like the sun he falls

Seeing dreams enfolding out

Into many rooms and views;
Overhead the planets shout

Some glorious good news

Wide and deep, long and distant,
Then a rainbow barrier,

Then he passes in a moment

Far beyond the furthest stars

Still beyond where light is slow,
Wraps him in a glowing cloak,

Through a doorway, then he knows

The palace of which prophets spoke

Throne above and on it gleams
A brightness that can never blind,

And all that he has ever been

Is loved and left behind
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February 24, 2006

THE HARROWING OF HELL
Let us not decay too fast
Though we must decay by spring,
Tall and quick the forests past—
Birds long dead rise up and sing

Summer wind where we have stepped,
Bending meadows silver-green;
No one knows where we have slept,
Buried in the cold unseen

Mutinous metropolis,
Dome of earth beneath the sun,
Teeming darkness in distress—
Hell is harrowed one by one
Now a footstep, now the gate
Shattered by immortal weight
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March 2, 2006

RATLINES
He left a shabby dwelling here
The airshaft in abyssal gloom

Walls that should be painted more

Than once a century a room

Freddie Sterdt, a shabby wight,

Eighty years of life enough,

Who died a while ago but might

Be still alive for all I know

Stubble on his face, his shirt

Could use a washing, though he’s dead,

He seems so tired, decades worth,

More wrinkles than his unmade bed

I’m vacating this flat, my friend,

(He was my uncle much beloved

Who brought a scarlet fire engine

When I was sick and four years old)

The rooms are narrow, dismal dark,

My body needs a coat of paint,

Spackle and some plaster work,

The roof is letting in the rain

I’ve had enough for I did not

Believe in God and so I drank,
Whiskey made my liver rot,
Two packs of smokes a day that stank

But he had muscles like a bull’s
When he was young and he could hoof
A football, sail a ship, or brawl—
Or rig a pulley from a roof
And so I’m off (and you can have

This place or not, it’s up to you)
To find a place that’s better off,
A penthouse with a heaven view
Where fields are running gold and green,

Water like the seas I sailed,

Prussian blue, and I have seen

A steel four master like a cloud
Up the ratlines clamber I

To find a place beyond the world;
Always befriend the cook my boy—
The anchor’s weighed, the sails unfurled
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March 6, 2006

THE EMPEROR
Their hovels slump beside the Sea of Glory,
Fires smudge and soil these flotsam huts,
Frigid opalescent dimness, melancholy,
Rags and driftwood, shivering and smuts
Powerful, deliberate the sea,
Gray the slow infertile, windless deep,
Sentient almost, before the day,
Creation rising from its deepest sleep
Now the sea archaic slides ashore

Wavelets come and tumble, dawn is dim,

Time before the time the oceans roared,

Speechless, soundless, lifeless, nothing swims

The sun is rising, see the rosy band

Above the sea’s horizon to astound,
Visible, and shoreward comes the wind—
Bow down to the Emperor, bow down
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March 8, 2006

ON THE POND
Water striders have come back,
A pond as wide as seas they wend
Beneath the striding winds of March,
The surface tension barely bends
I see a shadow cross the sun,

The equinox reversed, a chord;
While spring approaches, has begun,
Winter countermarches, Lord

And we the silly, skim and skate
Across the white reflected clouds,

Minuscule of meager weight,
Astride, we think, of heaven, proud

How fatuous, our heaven lost,
If summer weather turns to frost
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March 11, 2006

ANGELS SHOUTING

All night long and through the dawn

Wild geese shouting, pressing on,

Joyous loud, winged with oars,

Sky their sea and March their shore

Harborage a shallow nest

Of grass, and feathers from the breast,

Before the light their gossip spreads

To wakeful sleepers in their beds

They hear as if it were a dream

Crowds of angels stream by stream

Advance across the sea of dawn—
Angels shouting, pressing on
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March 12, 2006

SUMMER FROST
Frost, although it’s summer, see,
A man who’s dead walks past—he’s free—
Is it Oleg, one I knew
Who’s now at winter liberty?

A face unseeing, thin and gray,
Thin as graves and drawn as sticks

That shrivel on a winter’s day—
Blank as burnt-out candle wicks

You were always thin but not

This walking almost-skeleton—
Have you risen from your rot?
The pavement’s iced to walk upon
Forward without mood or soul

Your body, flatfoot, goes along, 

Neither wise man nor a fool,
With nothing right and nothing wrong
A stiff, a corpse, a lengthened billet,
Fit for something less than life—
Irina is she a living still,

Your helper and a faithful wife?

If anyone could bring you back

It’s one who loved beyond the grave,

Supplying what the lifeless lack—
Warmth and faith and love

Sometimes now the dead appear
Who wander baffled through my dreams,
And we too wonder where we are 

And whether life is what it seems
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March 14, 2006

THE GREEN TREE
The hemlock shakes its folds of skin
And like a green bear up from sleep
Sheds droplets of the northern wind—
The sorrows of the living leap
Up from nothingness the seed,
Strong wind, March, and sliding frost—
Creation a rebellious weed
Disloyal to God but never lost

Tree that will be torn apart
Tree of good and evil grow,
The fruit of you is also art

That evil may its own good know

And good its evil, side by side,
Immortal life, immortal pride
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March 16, 2006

WINDFALL
The forest fell apart in fear 
Weak of age an oak tree fell,
Smashed and split the saplings near,
Mauled the maples down as well
It fell upon a windstorm night;
We who walked beside the wood
Could read the damage by the fright,

Of massive weight where nothing stood

And if such damage done by oaks
Can by the pivot of their weight
Re-tell what Jeremiah spoke,
What time is it this night, what fate?
There is a massive tree that groans,
That will crush down a world of stones,
A tree of self, a tree of pride

That rootless whips and leans and slides
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March 18, 2006

THE COIN

Here was treasure

Left to find—
Composure lost

In pain of mind—
A rare blue bird
Whose rust red breast 

Was like the dawn

Or late sunset
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March 20, 2006

AN ODE TO POOR OLD PEGASUS 
No Pegasus now, just a bloody old horse, 
Not even a gallop just Vulcan on sauce; 
A bang and a whack and your poem's all done, 
Here's soot in your eye, now let's see him run— 
But no there's his arse where his fetlocks should be, 
And somehow his withers and eyes up a tree, 
Poor Pegasus made in a junk shop won't last, 
While nightmare the vers libre poet runs past, 
So here have a drink while the fire cools down, 
The roast of a nag for a dollar a pound. 

Pavel Chichikov
March 24, 2006
PEGASUS

Pegasus, my pet, you’ve grown so little,
Flimsy as a milkweed, floating thistle,
You bob at every whisper of the breezes,
Tumble in the air when someone sneezes—
Who could throw a horseman’s leg across
The back of such a feather, little horse?

Clodpolls tried to hitch you to a plough
Breed you to a mucky-snotted sow,
But you have never pulled a share or bred—
Stallion of the blood Medusa bled—
The temple of Athena was your stable

A golden bridle made you biddable

Now the world is wrinkled, winged dust,

Poets’ golden bridles scale to rust,

Heroes in their arrogance have shrunk,
Flabby Herakles a scrawny drunk
Swings his club around and wears a cape

From something in the rat line, or an ape

Who will now remember how you flew
When Bellerophon the chimera slew,
And even Mount Olympus had to fear,

But now their nectar’s turned to sour beer—
You who were magnificent in flight
Have dwindled to a tiny ultra-light

Pegasus, so hardly seen, alive

But only in the dawn, you are a mote

Where midges of the early morning thrive,
Encircled by the summer sparrow’s note—
That Pegasus must vanish soon, my pet,
Those who never saw you won’t regret
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March 25, 2006

A GREATER STRENGTH
Four grackles at the feeder 

None of them the leader

Northeast, southwest

Southeast, northwest

Each one at an angle

Inscribed within a circle

Black as starless nights
Other birds take flight

Finches brake in air

To find the grackles there

Return to hide in bushes

With cardinals and thrushes

The grackles peck the seeds
Unhurried in their needs—
Who will interpose,
Their stratagem oppose?
All the seeds are theirs

Within the square

Suddenly they flee
Break their symmetry,
Perhaps a sparrow hawk,
A cat begins to stalk,
A greater force surprises—
The midnight blackness rises
Attend to what is spoken,
A symmetry that’s broken
Is warning fair and clear,

A greater strength is near
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March 26, 2006

THREE MUSCOVY DUCKS…

Three Muscovy 
Ducks in the shade 
Of the round-leafed tree 
The sun has made 
Putter, swagger 
Bow and stretch, 
In the open shelter 
Bend their necks 
Three porcelain 
White ibises stalk 
The afternoon 
As bright as chalk 
Their scarlet beaks 
Their crimson feet 
A finished glaze 
A motion streaked 
Three swimming loons 
With serpent heads 
That carve the surface 
Leftward tread 
And all around 
If one can see 
Each day surrounds 
A trinity
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April 2, 2006
LAST SACRAMENT
An April apple tree, young wounded sapling,
Snapped and lying prone along the ground,
Held alive by one white fiber, bending,
White bone almost broken, twisted round
Outward like a fan, a diadem,
A haze of blossoms, buds of tender jade,
Circlet royal, a brave and living crown

Still living through one conduit to clay
And this will be God’s people, almost torn
Away from earth and yet they still will bear
The blossom and the fruit despite the storm
If one last holy sacrament be there
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April 7, 2006

WEAVERS
Lady spider, brown recluse
Climbing up my lighted screen,
Tap your eight-fold fingers, loose
Your silken weaving, wise companion
Poets’ pet and cat of threads,

Muse of many eyes and legs,

Thoughts and visions crocheted
By you and me into our webs
Quietly, encourage me
When I have lost the thread of peace,

Help me weave it faithfully—
To know enough when done to cease

And this will be the sign of art:

The weavers back to where they start,
And as you catch so I will hold
Sunlight in a web of gold
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April 8, 2006

COINS

A king in procession,

He flings five finches of gold

To the April sky

And the trees catch them,

Warm from the hands of God

Pavel Chichikov

April 8, 2006

TWO GIFTS
Heaven made the carpenter bee

Chest of gold and black,

Heaven fashioned you and me

No merits did we lack

One is perfect to its trade,
Gleaming abdomen

Black as ever night was made,
Like jet, obsidian
The other was as wise and great

As angels ever were,
But fell into a lesser state
No better than a cur
One can hollow out a tree

And fertilize the core,

One can hollow misery

To lay the eggs of war

And yet the Son of Heaven came

To save the ugly child,

Because he can creation name,

The same he has defiled

The one can praise by life alone

Beautiful and swift,
But angels rolled away a stone,
Gratuitous the gift

Life of everlasting gold

Although the tomb is black,

For one has all that it can hold,

The other what it lacks


Pavel Chichikov


April 11, 2006

BURNING WHEEL

Iron wheel of war, I heard it spin,
Thunderous circumference, center still,
But where the spokes connected to the rim
Seeds of fire spat from this seed drill
Iron spitter, driller of a seed

Inseminating earth with burning grain—
Who can harvest fire, plant and weed,
Infernal wheat, incendiary rain?
Who will bake and eat their scorching bread?
Low sacrament to which the devils kneel
Encircled in a monstrance of the dead—
Who will stop the turning of the wheel?
Another spring may see another crop
Of fire-wheat unless the burning stop

Pavel Chichikov


April 11, 2006

EASTER MORNING

The garden green cathedral 

The shouting of the bells,

Burning yellow jonquils—
Dawn, the choir yells

Caroling so loudly

The congregation rises,

A many-wingèd crowd

Of many different sizes

The choir is so clamorous

I think that it must know

That Easter is upon us

Or was a while ago


Pavel Chichikov


April 13, 2006

THERE
No Resurrection-magic and omens—
The debit card’s last expiration,
A banal end of life and death,
Three years hence the last full breath
But when the tomb is empty, then

Though dreadful, death comes like a friend

To point the path, the green archway

Where dogwood spreads its ivory spray

Runs until the turning part

Beyond which only vision’s art

Can trust the truth—but is it true?

The Tree of Life, though lost from view
Still flourishes in spring eternal,
There, the winterless and vernal

Pavel Chichikov


April 16, 2006

APRIL SONNET

There is no path or house here, yet I see

A path, a walk, a wood that curves from sight,

With sprays of dogwood, April ivory,

Fret above an emerald dusk-light—
A holiness no artisan has made

For Solomon—a labyrinth, a glade

To lead away, to lead from here, to lead

Where no one can foretell unless they follow

Blindness green as April in a wood,

Which builds foretelling temples in tomorrow.

No architect is needed to design

This other city greener yet than Zion,

Or Hiram to assemble cedar frames—
Unseen as yet and yet I know its name

Pavel Chichikov


April 17, 2006

THE PASSION
The Judas Tree in England blossoms red,
For there the wounds of Christ and Judas mingle,
But westward of the ocean our Redbud

Is lavender when blossoming in April

Radiant the ancient wounds of Christ

Transformed into the pigment of the wind,
Glisten, shining, innocent and chaste—
It is the world we hang our sins upon
Purple royal of Christ’s transcendent blood,
Lavender and ivory of His skin,
Cover up the wounded Judas wood

And bare your purple blossoms to the wind
See the gospel of the Sacrifice—
It will be shed and never blossom twice
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April 20, 2006

FALL AND SEE

Gustave Flaubert, 
The love affairs of ghosts,
Provincial bafflement
Cherry blossoms

Famous for their transience,
A pink carpet for crude sparrows

One fat sparrow

Watched by God’s eye
Weighs thirty grams and falls
Does God watch fantasies,

Daydreams, and impermanence?

Sparrow, fall and see


Pavel Chichikov


April 21, 2006

PRECIOUS SOULS

The rat lives in the yard

Sometimes in the mulch box

Sometimes in the Shadbush

The terrier has sniffed his scent

But still he lives

Still for now, he nibbles at the young peas
We too once were furtive ones

But now, by day, by night

We feed on sweet moonlight, sweet sunlight

But the hunter hunts,
Does not forget, and he roams

To and fro across the Earth

Seeking to devour precious souls

Pavel Chichikov


April 21, 2006

MEN OF WOOD
Oh what happened? Understood.
In this fertile April rain

A desert made by men of wood
Thick gray rain till past midnight,
But still more barren grows this night,
Though lush the April canopy unseen
Up the sun as butter spread
Upon the trees as April bread,
Yet barren desolation, sterile seed
Soul by soul by death’s design
Projects the fruit, the leaf, the vine—
Flat characters that shift upon a screen

Desert brown their usufruct,
Nothing falls where demons looked

Nothing from the breast of death is weaned
Come, by mercy let us see
Deserts green with mystery—
As Jesus in the desert scorned the fiend
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April 23, 2006

BUZZARD
We saw a strong brown back of feathers rise,
Five feet from tip to tip the wings were spread,
Red naked head a comma cocked and wise,
Indifferent to the earth-locked and womb-bred
Observed us from a tulip tree’s high crook

Because we had disturbed it at its feed—
A tan dissolving whistle pig, woodchuck,

Extruding blackened guts into the weeds

This too a wonder, God’s economy,
A debit and a credit linked and joined,
But something less than picturesque to see:
A melting head and maggots in the groin

Preserve a far perspective at this juncture:

What scavenger observes both us and vulture?
And what high perch thrust out from what dimension
Supports this forager, with what intention?


Pavel Chichikov


April 24, 2006

A LITTLE WORLD CUT FREE FROM DEATH
A strait ravine fast overgrown

With locust, tulip, tumbled stone,
Eroded so the bulging roots

Expose their swollen bark in boots—
Near where dredgings of the creek

Pile in stinking hills and leak,
The chippers’ dampened mounds exhale
Smoky ferments, flameless, pale—
Along the jade-walled corridors
Coins of yellow finches soar
And cardinals that flame and swoop
Flash their crests between the roots—
Beetles bomb the boulevards,
Beneath the limbs of overlords,

Swallowtail and mourning cloak
Row between the April oaks—
Hills above the deer tip down

To nibble ivy new unwound,
Dove and spotted gliding flickers,
Drumming reticent woodpeckers—
Rumpled paradise enthralled,
Eden shrunk, without a wall

Or angel with a branding flame—
A gamin wilderness unnamed,
A glory road beside the rubbish,

Anonymous creation’s flourish—
Then I saw how this must be

Beneath creation’s starry tree

A tree of life that we would climb

If not forbidden, lost in time,
How none of us were so alive
As bee and honey, cell and hive—
Happiness without exile

For only we can self-defile
But then rise higher than these trees

Look down, look ceremoniously

From higher still, until from space,
And higher yet, God’s eye, God’s face,
On ritual an altar’s breadth:
A little world cut free from death
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April 26, 2006
PROOF

A slab of marble on a marble trestle—
Something like a tombstone? Common vessels
Made with poreless gold; the unchanged wine

Like that which Jesus drank when Jesus dined;
Unrisen breads unleavened like to those

Which Jesus broke apart before He rose;
All symbolisms, glory by descent,
Altar goods by use indifferent,
Household properties from some old play—
If shadows were the night, a lamp were day;
Altar be the stone that rolled aside,
Wafer be the flesh when Jesus died;
Thick and red His bleeding be congealed
In Calvary: The cup inside the heel;
And then I heard a voice: You are My guest,
You and I will share the self-same flesh,
And by My crucifixion you will stand
Until I call you up by My command,
And those who from My Passion stand aloof

Will find their own, and in it find their proof.
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May 2, 2006

THE EGG

Porcelain

Unblemished and well-formed

Delicate, a robin’s
Turquoise egg on God’s cold earth 

Set down by the night wind—
Do not trifle, Man, with death
For as the wind sets down
The turquoise frail container from the tree
So you and me
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May 4, 2006

WHO WILL SING?

A purple finch so delicate and tame—
The cultivated wood we call a garden—
Perches in a tall complacent pine,

Iridescent feathers pink and brown,

Quick changing in azalea sunshine

But fewer now, the garden not profuse

With summer birds we used to see so much,

Their nesting given up to other use

Than camouflage, brooding of the clutch—
Silence in the park, the wood, the field

As if the singing mouth of God were sealed

I feel the silence coming, small dull thing,

That has a thin and sullen, silent wing,

Without a voice or color or a note—
Silence taking daylight by the throat—
Silence, hush, the breaking of the day

And who will sing if no one comes to pray?
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May 5, 2006

ANSWER TO AN ATHEIST

The roaring of the three blind mice
To urge assault against the Christ—
Why man, if you are disabused
Take whatever path you choose
But why lead other men astray
Or try to dowse the light of day?
Though blindness may be an excuse
To pluck the horse and ride the goose,
What you call nature cannot lift
The glory of the world, God's gift—
It is an abstract word, a symbol,
The seven seas inside a thimble
But look around you, look within,
Is nothing there but shit and wind
Or is there kindness, joy and sorrow—
Are people soulless, pithless, hollow
Or is there something given them?
Can flowers grow without a stem?
But though your mind, your eyes be closed
It was for you that Jesus rose
From darkness sealed, the sightless grave,
To see for you what Glory gave,
So that the blind of soul might see
In earthly joy eternity
Why not see yourself through your own prism?
To say there is no Christ is dogmatism

I have never spoke nor have seen you 
But I have seen the One the Romans slew 
Brighter than the sun, a thousand suns 
And yet would never blind, not you, no one, 
And if your heart is full of joy and just 
Let it not be arrogant, discuss 
A world it doesn't know but will know soon 
For all who live in darkness find high noon— 
Your atheism's just another sect 
That worships mirrors, not its intellect 
Since it sees the evidence around it 
Of God and life, but littleness confounds it 
And owes to an abstraction, Nature named, 
A nothingness concocted by its brain— 
Look man! Look around you without fear 
And say if nothing's made but just appeared, 
Yourself, the world and everything you think 
And let your heart expand in love, not shrink
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May 6, 2006

OMENS

Á Íslandi að Svínafelli kom blóð ofan á messuhökul prests föstudaginn langa svo að hann varð úr að fara. 

At Swinefell, in Iceland, blood came on the priest's stole on Good-Friday, so that he had to put it off.


—An omen of war in Njal’s saga
You may not retreat, you may not return,
Though faith is an armor it is not the altar

That stands as a wall, that defends us from war,

It is the Lord’s love which would be our shield
The sea in recoiling bares the shore naked,
Ocean chop-fallen has opened her mouth

Shows us her Golgotha, gallows of nations,
Deadly the weight as she gathers herself
Sip the sea’s chalice, see not the Lord’s blood
But water of veins, the salt of our woes
The bread of our flesh the flour of felons
Psalms not sung of heaven but hell
A vision, a vision another priest saw

Alongside the sanctum a deep sea uncanny

For there was a future and many the fallen,
Burning and melting the land and the men

See the red fire, the deep sea melting
Within and without, above and beneath,
The veil of the temple of Earth is the ocean,
Opens and splits from the shore to the bottom
But the graves of this war won’t open and speak
Nor will the dead prophets prophesy,
Throughout the red sea that fissions and seethes

The wreckage of pharoah, the earth and the sky
Að Þvottá sýndist presti á föstudaginn langa sjávardjúp hjá altarinu og sá þar í ógnir margar og var það lengi að hann mátti eigi syngja tíðirnar.

At Thvattwater the priest thought he saw on Good-Friday a long deep of the sea hard by the altar, and there he saw many awful sights, and it was long ere he could sing the prayers.



(trans. Icelandic text: Northvegr)

Pavel Chichikov

A LESSON

The king and the queen were too stupid to live,
Marie Antoinette, Louis Bourbon,
The Hapsburgs could never forget nor forgive—
She thought that a queen could live only for fun

And he was impassive, impressionable,
Fervently Catholic but no politician,
Not a bad man but weak in the will—
Who should have relinquished a realm for a nation
So many chances their fortunes to mend,
Each turn in the road could have led to their safety,
But then by the time of the flight to Varennes

The troops were disloyal and the danger too weighty
Those looking back have the leisure to see
How this could be that, and that might be this
If they hadn’t been blinded by their royalty—
How many the chances to live that they missed

Both were secluded within their own minds,
Privilege, history, custom their blunder,
Not bright enough to transcend their own times

They misunderstood who they were and went under

Their heads have been off for two hundred years,
But those who keep theirs are still in their debt:
Atropos severs our necks with her shears—
Wiser it is to forgive and forget
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May 11, 2006

THE OLD MAN FROM CHINA

The old man from China

Tidies up the leaves 
That drift along the trail

Pushing with his boots

Until he sets in place

Their disorderly disgrace

The leaves must lie beneath

The trees that bore them

The path kept free and clean

Eyes pale as milk
In a blue noon shadow

Looking down, averted

He is the lowly servant
The servile gardener

The one they always watch
Where did he come from
That he must make such order

Out of natural disorder?

Only fear
Of others of our kind

Could have disordered such a mind

Only in a prison

Can with such concision

The human soul be wizened
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May 13, 2006

DEPOSITION
A last long look, the evening sky,
Night approaches from the west,
Northwest clouds of night slide by,
Earth holds sunset to her chest
Holds but then lets go the sun,
Down it falls, as crucified,
A deposition like the one

When every light of daylight died

Now the dark, the devil comes
To play at God with sky and crown,
Face as cold as any moon,
But death from death the dark falls down
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May 17, 2006

THE BEGGAR WOMAN
A hungry beggar, plump and sleek,
Wheels her kids along the street—
My three children, one two three,

We all come from Hungary

We all come from Debrecen,
Cross my hand with twenties, tens,
Here’s a card, hand-printed letters

To prick the pity of our betters 
Read the card, but if you can’t

I beg in English, smooth and fluent,
Now I beg with flowing speech,
To shame and vex you I beseech
Cross my palm with tens and fives,
Keep my hungry babes alive,
I’ll take thirty forty fifty—
Pity pity pity pity
But tear aside the coverlet:
One and two and three piglets,
Curly tails and eyes as red
As bloody martyrs, newly dead
Blunted noses, cloven feet,
Snouts that gnash and bawl and bleat,
While not so far away the poor,
Widowed, orphaned, need you more
Silent are the thin unfed

As bloody martyrs, newly dead,
Invisible, they do not walk

Along the street and talk talk talk


Pavel Chichikov

May 18, 2006

ADAM  IS STRUCK BLIND
Red-shouldered hawks 

Whose voices reach 

The corners of the world,

Crystal trumpets,

Angels’ instruments,
The lifting up

Of all God’s gifts

Now

As nothing was forbidden

All will be forbidden,
Peter’s dream revoked—
The Holy One recoils

From His creation:
A second casting-out

Why do these hunters call?

What is in the nest

That they should warn 
In circling distress—
Their sunlit wings,
Their golden eyes

All-seeing
Adam is struck blind,
He staggers underneath,

Falls,

Returns to where he started,

Listening to the hawks’

Clear trumpets,

Lost


Pavel Chichikov

May 21, 2006

THE CRIBS OF BETHLEHEM
Before the forests fall
The helpless cities will,
And yet the scything of that cull

Will both these forests kill

As through the city wreckage

Between the burning beams,
The wretched of that nearest age

By-pass their burning dreams

Awake to find their peace made war,
That trifles were their battles,
Invisible the foes before
Now drive them off like cattle
And that which had defended them
No more than paper nests,
And all the cribs of Bethlehem
The Innocents’ distress
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May 23, 2006

THE SIZE OF THE SOUL
A mousy warbler shoulders wings,
Sings cheer-up—wake up it sings—
Song much louder than the size,
Bigger than the bird that cries

Into the dark and humid green

Mystery of sight unseen,
So may the soul be larger than
The body of the woman, man
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May 26, 2006

THE SMALL VOICE

You were seen but could not see,
Watched you thought yourself alone,
Loved by that which made you free,
Known you thought yourself unknown

That which nothing scatters builds,
Undeceives who will most trust,
Invisible all sight is His,
He is the wind, Elijah’s guest

As silent as a ship of clouds

That parts the ocean of the rain,

He is the deafness of the proud
And those He will not long detain
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May 27, 2006

THE SECRET

Salvation settled deep, deep, deep
Where only you and Christ can go

Into a cell where darkness keeps
Dark flame behind the mortared rows—
But not by sight, by other light

Death’s lime-white room a light can show,
There dead Jesus sat upright,

The Christ of mercies at cock crow 
Buried in our own souls, hidden,
Graves of solitude forbidden,
And in that solid privacy
What mercy in transparency?
Who knows what breath of soil transpires,
What moisture lights unlikely fires?
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May 31, 2006

THE DREAM
The green splayed mitts of sassafras
Three-fingered

Catch the light of summer evening

No matter all the corpuscles

Or particles

Of summer light they catch them

Streams and ripples through the trees
Rise up
Attain the leaves and they are caught

Thus so the triune sleeping soul 
Absorbs
What flows around it from the future

And those who can remember 

Will survive

The burning cities, broken, and the walls
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June 3, 2006

THE CHAMPION
A hundred-legged armored warrior,
Red mahogany, he curves and shoots
Within and out, along the corridors
That run beneath the service berry roots
Spiny legs like bristles with their claws

That row him up and down, he’s flexible

And twists around the rootlets and the straws—
He needs no eyes, un-overturned, to kill

And what if he’s no longer than a hair,
No longer than the bristles on a chin?
Dig him up, his polished armor glares—
The centipede, the little champion
A warrior for this or any age—
Inhuman though: no fear, no pride, no rage
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June 5, 2006

IN THE THEATER
The angel Death, ahead of me

Climbs up to the balcony—
We sing the Dies Irae, irae—
Not occupied, some seats are free
We sit in our ascending rows—
Projected on the screen below

Apocalypsis soon to show—
When it begins no one may go

The angel wears a garment black,
No light escapes, there is no crack
Admitting future’s blazing back
As it advances on its track

The angel Death will not sit down
Or take away his midnight gown

From shoulders wide as Earth around—
The sea’s horizon is his crown
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June 7, 2006

FATHER, SHAVING
I see them all in truth, delight,
How young and green

The summer light

Frail emerald through summer screens
Bed-coverlet made apple red,
Yellow roselets printed, fretted bloom,
Green and yellow interposed
Inside the fragile yellow room
My mother too

Was smooth and young as milk,
Her sister’s eyes were clear and velvet brown,

Black the pupils, flawless silk
My aunt is dead, the other old,

Ninety and her arm-flesh sways
From withered angles in their folds—
Her own thin ghost she bends with age
Worn and worn away she is—
Two years old I see her first,
But nothing lies about ourselves

When through the window joy has burst
The fall of us is losing truth

Like children’s temples, salt and ruined—
Solomon the old not worth
Those printed roses, apple skin
Wisdom knows of bees unwinged
When six weeks’ summer passes on,

But flashing are the ninety rings,
The swift and honey-finding sun
Quick, quick the lather on his face,

My father shaved with soap and sun

That filtered through the green beech leaves

Turned soap and skin and cottage green

Precious, precious is the scrape,
The razor on his lathered face,

And all the sunlight I have seen

Was gathered in that sunlit place
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June 8, 2006

SERPENT OF THE EVENING WOOD

Serpent black, the evening wood,

Delicate the yellow tracing

Thrown across the throat, a lacing—
Yolk around the borders of the scales

Arrow head before the coils,

Opal-eyed, the lids of milk

Glistening, the ribbons flick

Above the rough circumference of a log

Carefully it slides between

Fallen branches, black-decayed,

Shadow’s shelter they have made—
Triangle, they form a serpent’s cavern

Masterpiece of God that lives

Glorifying God it moves

Artifice of flesh and blood

Serpent of the evening wood

Pavel Chichikov


June 10, 2006

THE GREEN BLIND GARDEN
Fireflies, the garden,
As love in the world 

Small brief lights

But long past sunset

Near to the solstice

The sun reaches northward

Nothing else to see—
It breathes and grows

The green blind garden
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June 13, 2006

CANNIBAL CONFESS
Cannibal confess,
Blind one, why deny?

Cyclops rash and reckless
Who put out your eye?
You were blind before

You lost your ocular,
Stood up on the shore

To throw your boulders far

When you hurled your boulders

At treacherous Ulysses

He only shrugged his shoulders

And ridiculed your misses

You never saw before
And never will see after

Since vision is a war

Waged by holy laughter

Appetites are blind
But those who laugh have sight
To see the soul, the mind

By day and by midnight
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June 14, 2006

FIRE STORM
The future out there
Somewhere, somewhere

But coming close as we advance—
One two, one two

It comes and closes,
Cyclopean, not by chance
Burning from a simple eye,
All before, behind it—
Those who in the future pry
Blinded, blinded—
See the locomotive star,

The burning, blinding eye of war

Yet at random here we are,
Gambling futures we have lost—
What stake, what cost?

The burning giant rushes towards

Another giant roaring words—
The past and future meet,

And flame, each other eat
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June 16, 2006

MARRIAGE
The sword of fire waves,
The angel still on duty

Prevents this pack of knaves

Departing with its booty

Still the harmony
Of Eden out of time,
A golden light to see

Unblemished by a crime

A relic that we carry,
Keepsake of the sacred,
Reminding when we marry

How innocently naked

The parents of our ages,
How sanctified began,
Though yet to earn their wages—
The woman and the man
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June 17, 2006

THE WORMS
Rain boils off the roofs mist-heavy,
Ionized, the air ignites,
The bolt that’s grounded from below
Attracts a down-descending light
Upstroke meeting down stroke, engines
Double-stroked, no moving parts 
That work in place and yet can shine—
Epitomes of all the arts

The sky is burning, burns and seethes,

Not engines now but angels battle—
Up from the dark and burning leaves

The glow worms rise – their lamps are feeble

Yet they too, Promethean

Display their fire while they can
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June 22, 2006

THE SOLDIER
Lightning bolt upright
Houses in darkness
A column stood over us
Saw us, a creature, 
Stopped above porches

Seeing and shouting
A giant bright soldier
Metal and solid—
Our houses shuddered

Black elms and oaks

Like a low garden wall—
It was thunderhead tall
Courage to those 
Not flinching away
Or turned from the angel
So will seem Michael
Above the dark battle
When the war begins
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June 23, 2006

THE LIGHT OF DAY
He was the lying clever fool,

A cunning and deceiving wolf,

A predator, the tyrant’s tool,

Convivial and yet aloof

A cunning fool the monster thought

Himself invisible and clever,

A predator that’s never caught,

Who slays the spirit, serves the letter

Is he Adam, is he Cain,

Has he the mark that makes him safe?

In servitude he kills again,

For mastery he takes a life

Bait and trap and rifle shot

His judge’s instruments are not,

But when the day of judgment comes

Who is the bloody liar’s friend?

What is he that has no hope

And hangs himself without a rope?

Who will pray for mercy, pray

On that day, the light of day?

Pavel Chichikov


June 25, 2006

SOMEWHAT SURPRISING

Between two thunderstorms

The finches light on sunflowers

Of the same color

Black and gold, gold and black

And light, they make them shiver

Slightly on their stalks

So light the finches spread their wings

And float on puny updrafts

From a summer garden

Fourteen grams but weightless,

Which is on Earth

Somewhat surprising
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June 26, 2006

THE MEETING
Monsoons we bring,
Mistake set free,
Giants of the sea

Dance in the lightning

What blunder, spell

Has wakened us,

Which incantation

Causes us?

Heavy, quick,
Thick and wide,
Our hearts inside

Our burning walking sticks

Our drowning hair

Sweeps the air—
We meet and hiss

And thunderous, kiss
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June 26, 2006

CHILD

I leaned against the oak tree’s wrinkled hide

As one would lean against a steady friend

To shake an edgy splinter from my shoe—
I knew you as a lissome sapling, child,

Planted in an April long ago,

Thumb-thick, tender-pliant, when a storm

In microbursts fell down and twisted you,

Whirled you by the neck till almost dead—
But you most bendable, sprang up and grew

Straight as soldiers, trustworthy as bread,

And now in split infinities you spread

Oaken-fingered, coraline in form,

Tall and steady, hardy in a grip—
You are the mast of many-masted ships,

Companionable friend, though closely wild—
I knew you as a lissome sapling, child
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June 28, 2006

HALF WING
Nothing searching forward I can find,
Even skin of vision or of mind;
Night-baffled is the unattended soul,
Sightless for its visions are as coal

Compared with heaven’s daylight resurrection—
Sad comedy, since blindness, its condition,
Leads the silly giant’s long pratfall,
Though pride pretends it did intend it all

Not so with loving, eastward goes the saint
Who suffers sightless yet without complaint,
Loves as far as human eyes can see 
The darkness there—yet Christ for company
Leads outward, upward, inward there to bring
Love to meet with favor, half mind, half wing
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June 30, 2006

THE COLORS


For Alys Thorpe

Let there be great poems of the green,

Hill and pasture rolling high and low,

Emerald and jade and serpentine,

Green beneath the earth and green that grows

Let there be great poems of the blue,

Ocean of the sea reflecting higher

Stratospheric azure, and the hues

Of azurite and lapis, star sapphire  

Let there be great poems of the red

Flame of light ascending, ruby, coral,

Let the iron and the oven wed,

Crimson of the roses be eternal

Green to see Our Lady on the lawn

Strolling with the Infant in her arms,

Blue the lady garment she has on,

Ocean of tranquility and storms,

Red to see the destiny of love,

Blood that would the stain of death remove
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July 1, 2006

LUCIFER

Blade of grass with currant seeds for eyes,

Fragile, thin as hair it carries on,

Striding through a wilderness of sun,

Six-legged, swaying, living, a surprise

Animated stem that if I stare

Twists and faces round as bellicose

As picadors, its pincers in a pose

Offers me a challenge and a dare

Triangular the head, a stiffened shield,

And I a titan looming in the sky, 

Flesh and skull to microscopic face;

Rather to be pulverized than yield

Insolent as Lucifer to die

The little body furious and braced
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July 3, 2006

HIGH AND HIDDEN
On this yellow day in young July

The Earth is older than you might expect,
But all who live upon it will deny

As would the instantaneous insect

Hollyhocks grown taller than some trees,
Trees attain the stratosphere where thin

And never-ending blows the heaven wind

That would, below, the rolling oceans freeze

Peaceful are the walls that sleep in shade—
Who will climb the shadows? Afternoon

Already risen seeks the evening sky;
Now the hemisphere begins to fade

That covered up the azure-drowning moon
And flowers high and hidden prophesy
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July 3, 2006

BUTTERFLIES IN CAESAR’S STOMACH
The flappings of Brazilian butterflies
May cause a thrush in Ireland to die

Chaotic though the sequence seems to us,
All occasions acting omnibus
If ancient Romans pillage throughout Gaul
A dynasty in China soon may fall,
Crickets in their cages in Beijing
Because of Caesar rub their legs and sing

No matter what the power of the state

Prediction is a tendency, not fate,
And consequences digging like the moles
Emerge to mock illusions of control
Caesar sick with power’s arrogance
Goes least aware of his own ignorance
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July 4, 2006

HIS CAT JEOFFREY

For Christopher Smart (1722–1771)
Kit Smart, did you see
The geldings pull with ivory grips,
Tear thick grasses with their teeth?

Those chestnut smiths

Who twist green wires up,
The sweetness underneath?
Horses in an oval paddock

Over which tall poplars bend,
Screen them from the southern wind
With shadows violet-deep—
Did you see such harmony
And now eternity?
Did you see the cropping beasts,
Chestnut as they were

Will be,
Switch their whisks of supple tails,

And watch them graze
Above the split fence rails?
The roots are swollen, white and sweet,
Generous

The summer rain,
Clover

White flower

Woven in between
Magnified it would be paradise,
As much as we
Can pull up for our size

Which is as small

As these small flowers to the trees,
Eternity to single days
Peaceful as the oval court
Where God’s announcing angels play
In God’s green heart.
Gaze upon His Son of light,
Joyful as your playful kitten Jeoffrey
Good Kit Smart
Are we alive together, Kit?
The two days are the same,
The grass sunlit
In one continuum

Not opposite,
Two poets in a sum

Does it matter if our dates
On stone are numbered other?

Timeless rain innumerate
Wears them down by weather,
God’s time one sacred shower
All together

Let’s stand and watch the chestnut horses eat—
Since timeless all is one,
And you and I can meet

Without a need for apparition,
Friendship sealed

In that green field
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July 7, 2006

THE SHATTERING
Every window will be shattered, look—
Ancestors risk no less injury
Than those who suffer lightning and the shock—
Spreading waves of pressure reach posterity
Summer wind is calm in every tree,
But now the crimson maple turns

Anticipating Christ’s nativity—
August crops the harvest April earns
Look, there is no future, present, past—
All eventualities expand
Along the roomy spectrum of duration;

Jagged light, the zenith breaks like glass,
Tempests draw the ocean upward and
Every soul is rising to confession
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July 10, 2006

INVASION
Supposing there should be astonishment,
All our fondest suppositions stripped, 
The face revealed behind the firmament,
The universe become a small cockpit
A theater round us rising in its rows,
Ranks of powers, principalities,
Great guardians and elemental foes,
Angel armies, demon ministries
Cosmic war, advances and retreats
To which we go as ignorant as bees
To anything but nectar and the hive;
A breaking in, a luminous assault,

Incursions of the sun to make us see 
What mystery it is to be alive
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July 11, 2006

THE SHAWL
Thick and green a thunderstorm,
Afterward a humid shawl,
Double-winged the garden swarms,

Who is there to count them all?
Who is there, does anyone
Wait behind this humid veil?

Common clouds conceal the sun,
Invisible the altar rail

Kitchen garden, beets and beans,

Melons spread their tentacles,

Berries swollen big and green,

Hollyhocks like sentinels
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July 13, 2006

TEMPLE
Tulip poplars tall and straight like columns,
Wild grape twining round the cylinders,
Venerable, innocent and solemn
Buildings of a priestly engineer
Entrance to a green basilica,
Monumental courtyard of a shrine,
Sanctum of the shadows of a stoa,
Immanently purified, divine

Ambrosian the calling of the birds,
Vestments are the shadows of clouds,
Only last redemption is elsewhere:
No one says the blessing of the Word—
No altar by His sacrifice endowed—
And nothing of His flesh and blood is here
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July 14, 2006

ONCE MORE
Clouds, those crow-black horses, run,
Storms approach from east to west

Although the planet’s motion turns,
Counter to the Almagest

Mutiny must have its day
Although it makes the sun stand still,
Contradiction will obey
The Ptolemaic human will

We who think the mind has won

A victory to conquer fate

Will see a counter-clockwise sun

Spin at noon above the state

The like the skeptical saw fall
At Fatima in Portugal
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July 15, 2006

THE CITY
Let me now commend to you a place,
No bitterness, regret is in that city,
The one who made it knowing of disgrace
Has used a finer building stone than pity
It is the art of wonder He employs,
For every stone is fitted to the others
That none should any symmetry destroy,
Entrances of light replacing towers
Going up does not require stairs,
Those who would descend need not retreat,
Those in every room are everywhere,
Those who are apart are yet complete,
Those who knew destruction do not grieve,
Those who wish to enter need not leave
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July 15, 2006

TRANSIT VISA

Dim woodland of the summer evening when

High foliage and deep conceals the sun,

So that a dream-like dusk invades the wood

Where earlier thick columns burned and stood

Who’s running down the path behind

Where humid dusk begins to mount and form?

A leaping-forward metaphor of storm?

Not yet, the sky is clear and still defined

Now the gentle deer unfearfully

Step and move aside to bend and browse

Where aisles of sapling beech and oak allow,

As animals of Eden to befriend me

As if from some unwalled protected cell 

They let pass through a son of the expelled
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July 18, 2006

MYSTERIUM TREMENDUM
A multitude that does not burn, ascends,
Faces of the long forgotten dead, those bombed,
Those melted past coherence, sent
Flowing, one unceasing pika don
Children glued like flies in melted tar
Spilled from cruet boulevards cry out,
Eyes devoured by a morning star

At Hiroshima, snuffed, a candle shout
Whips of burning, massacre en mass,
Cross of street and river intersected,
Crown of thorns of incandescent glass,
Sacrifice of virgin flesh confected
Children of the dust, the dust that killed them
Rising in mysterium tremendum
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July 19, 2006

WHITE AS WOOL
Let not mind or matter
For all’s the one and same,
A headstone does not flatter
With or without a name

All that rises reaches

More boundaries of air,
There’s nothing up that preaches

Except the morning star

And that is mere reflection,
The surface is beneath,
Nor more than is the falchion
The leather of its sheath

But then the blade that severs

Cuts through the thickest thread,
The stupid and the clever,
The living and the dead

For what we will become

Is neither first or last,
But something more than some

Present, future, past

Someone inconceivable

By any human rule,
Is moving and immovable

With hair as white as wool
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July 23, 2006

REVEALED
One to another brown birds trill

First uphill and then downhill,
Invisibly as walkers stride

The song above them, side to side,
From one green tree to another they

Answer, toss their songs away,
As if sonatas were at large

Among the deep green foliage,
As if as sentient an art

As Schubert, Chopin and Mozart—
Virtuoso though a wren,
Unconscious of what happens then:
Their answering in song reveals
The glory that the green conceals
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July 25, 2006

LIKE PETER IN DENIAL
Medic, can you start his heart again

Or make the rhythm roll that was his pulse?
Evil ripples through the universe
Evil hand to hand like a baton

Who will take a cross and walk with Christ,
A brother and a brother side by side?
Adam’s son is Cain, a homicide,
A gambler throwing cluster bombs for dice

See them coming toward us in a line,
Followers with crosses on their shoulders

Pitiful – their names are in a file;
Some of them shredded by a mine,
Some of them are innocently soldiers,
And some of them like Peter in denial
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July 27, 2006

FALL ON YOUR FACE
This is a desert, you know,

Where nothing fertile will grow,
Only the fierce and the sterile

Carnivorous eunuchs are feral

This is the desert where Christ

Was tempted by Azazel thrice,
Though Jesus has fed and departed

The devil’s still there, not down-hearted

For all of the kingdoms it used,
Inexpensive, constructed of air,
Are convincing enough to confuse

The suckers who buy them for shares
All of the stones are like bread

On the outside but never inside,
Like turnips a butcher has bled,
Or a doughnut a painter has dyed

The angels are roustabout devils
Who laugh when you fall on your face,
If you leap they will scrape you with shovels

From the rocks of that infertile place
It looks like a desert but isn’t
It looks like a city of Man,
It looks like a kingdom but hasn’t
The tin for a rusty tin can
But here’s where we live at the moment

Here’s where we’re baited to fall,
Temptation’s illusory summit,
Emptiness, blankness that’s all
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July 27, 2006

THE LARDER
A Prussian guardsman winged would have such clothes,
Epaulettes of scarlet, prussian blue,
A hunting hornet hauls a spider through

The midget rubble of the forest paths
Abdomen distended, finger-shoed,
Mouse-gray skinned the spider comatose,
Envenomed with a paralyzing brew
Twitches weakly, powerless and gross
The hornet yanks, it needs a helpless prey

To lay its clutch of eggs in, they may thrive

In living spider meat another day—
Hornets slim as needles, needle-knived
Is this the nature of the living world?
Around itself the human heart is curled
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July 29, 2006

STUPORI INCREDIBILI
Sun-bloated and sublime the summer clouds,
Acclimated, up the walls we climb,
Hand by hand on anvils white as lime,
Mountains of condensing icy shrouds
Climb the clouds, I knew it from before,

As if in dreams but never in the night—
Up to follow shadows in their flight,
Dream awake and rise aloft and soar

Stupori incredibili, wonder and surprise,
Astonishment to see the Earth depart,
Blue of heaven, innocent disguise—
The robe of Lady Mary of the Arts

Overhead the summit of the day,
And over that the seraphim at play
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July 31, 2006

CLAY
Germany dying, Russia dying,
There’s nothing left to live,
Nations that have lived by fighting
Have no more spunk to give
The infestation of their fill,
The dead they chewed and ate,
Are twisted round their genitals,
The dying worms of state

All the other states that chew
The living and the dead,

Sterility will be their due

And sourness their bread


Pavel Chichikov


August 1, 2006

THEFT
Prayer is naked covering for these
Buried, suffocated infant dead,
Rub your plastic beads and batter knees,
The human face is bronze, the heart is lead
Since the naked shambles of the tree:
Stone or club or cannon and H.E.;
Cain and his descendants have disposed

Of what they fear and covet, wearing clothes

Adam in a laboratory coat

Mixes poisoned gases of the damned,
Measures out his bullets by the gram –

Or in a business suit jots down a note
Even in an apron made of leaves,
Life was God’s, our ancestors were thieves,
Star or Cross or Crescent, right and left,
Life is holy, homicide is theft
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August 2, 2006

THE CURSES OF THE WORLD
I look down from the upper window, see
Common houses bursting into flame,
Each displays a swiftly growing tree, 
Red and yellow cypresses that grow from them
Not one or two, as when the engines come

With hooks and ladders, ambulances, hoses,
But all at once, enflamed, ignited, drummed

With beating fire, many giant torches
Roaring, as when alcohol ignites,
As someone throws lit matches in a drum

To chase a spurt of spirit, to set light,

But now a city, cities, lux and slum

Ever since my inner sight was born
I’ve seen great fire falling down from heaven, 
A sudden snap, incendiary flash,
Raw metallic bursting of the glass,
Shards and shrapnel, shingle roofs are riven,

The curses of the world begin to burn
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August 4, 2006

ONE LIKE YOU
Short prayer, 
Long mercy—
But who knows when?
Lady

Small eyes and low
See only something near
Therefore

One like you assumed
Can see so high and far

Who followed winged Gabriel

And the dove

And the great star
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August 5, 2006

A DIFFERENT SHAPE
The one-tailed swallowtail

Blue windows in its yellow sail 
Rummages the phlox
Frantic with delight
With no foresight

Before the dusk 
Neither do we

In appetite

Our own nightfall foresee,
In greed the same

Except for shame,
A different shape
Inherited from apes
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August 8, 2006
THE RITUAL

Everything that can be done is done,

All that should be done will not be done,

For though the altar is prepared, the candles lit

War by war is sickened and the rabid bit

Although the water and the sacred wine are mixed

By thorn of splintered metal is a thief transfixed,

And though the precious blood and flesh are raised and blessed

The red sun of insanity rises in the west
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August 11, 2006

WHAT IS THIS THING CALLED LOVE?

Some other creature is your adversary.

Think! Who thwarts you and your rage?

Looked at from afar you are a strange

Two-legged stick to make the angels weary

Looked at from above there is a mob

Of self-devoted mammals feigning policy,

Retreating, beating, begging for the mercy

Of other apes who swing a bigger club

Lying down to sleep, well-burped with blood

Of other mammals, filled with territory,

Houses, bank accounts and oratory,

Monuments to animated mud

A terrible predicament, the heavy dust is drowsy—
Aloft, upon the surface of a crystal sphere

Ferocity is far away, the golden light is near

That fills all spaces, not excepting history

What do we mammals look like from above?

What is this apish archetype called love?


Pavel Chichikov

EVEN SO UNBEARABLE



For M.C.H.

How extremely painful was to see

The whiskey bottle by the side of Mary,

Every day she lay in bed, she drank

Until the level to the bottom sank,

And she grew still and calmer, steady smiled

At all the anguish of her, since a child

The cats were fed and lay around the shelves

Against the lamps to sleep and warm themselves,

But otherwise she would not clean or fetch

Groceries, since she would starve to death

But had the drink delivered, and she paid—
Each bottle daily was the death she made

But then one rainy night after she died

I saw her smiling on the mountainside

Above the slope that tumbled to the valley,

She wore a coat of yellow like a daisy,

The rain around her falling like a cloak,

And it was wordless happiness she spoke

From such a wretched death—or was it so—
The dead return from death to let us know

That even such a desperateness not shriven—
The grace of Christ sufficient—is forgiven,

O happiness appearing in the rain,

Even so unbearable a pain
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August 13, 2006
THE SERGEANT

He dealt out death as if a sergeant of supply,

Here’s yours, one size fits all, and yours, and yours, then die,

Great line, long single queue that stretched around the globe,

One garment to be buried in, an earthen robe,

One garment made of fire and a thread of light,

Another made of water silk to drown at night,

One of dust that danced and shivered in the air,

One of flesh disintegrate to form and wear,

And on the sleeves I saw the signs of judgment lived,

A bloom for those offended then who now forgive,

One emblem, morning star, for those who sing for joy,

A hollow fang for those who lived but to destroy,

For those who loved before their death an autumn lawn

Embroidered with the colors of the sun of dawn,

For those who loved as much as to give up their breath

Triumphant winged eternity destroying death,

And all supplied were dressed and rose before the throne

And He who loved them all rejoiced to see His own:

And are you well and truly dressed My soul’s beloved?

Here you will be shod with peace, with glory gloved
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August 14, 2006

LOOK DOWN, MOON…


For Robinson Jeffers (1887–1962)

Look down moon, how stupid is the race

That would with fire imitate your face,

Conquer with its fierce sterility

The lavish lovely green of its fertility

See, it envies you, mistress of stone

And dust electrified, your plains have known

A heavy naked sun, each hemisphere

Burned by light, but never scorched by fear

A cloud of dust around a soul dispersed

Is like the fall of meteors reversed,

But silent craters, moon, rebounding spires

Have never heard the crump of our shell fire

Such stupid clever animals we are

To make a moon of Earth and be at war
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August 15, 2006
THE MARKET PRICE OF GOD

God is a commodity

The which I have the right to sell

Said Judas in complicity—

The costly king of Israel

Now by priest by politician

Cure my envy with revenge,

I will be my own physician

Turn upon my own door hinge

I will have descendants many,

Many are my progeny

Who sell their souls if they have any,

Bitter is the salty sea

If He drank our Judas blood,

Betrayal’s cranium the cup,

It would be poisonous and lewd

As many times as He drank up

If He had consumed our meat

As many times His flesh we ate,

It would be charity’s defeat,

The vanquishing of love by hate

And if it had been us not Him

Who had been carried to a tomb

We would have paid some seraphim

To open up that stony room
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August 16, 2006

WAKE

Who would be shepherd of the rose

Will never move that thorny flock,

And who would plant a sheep that grows

Will never root such woolly stock,

And who would water schools of fish

To see them blossom out of sea

Would cultivate by paint and brush

A pastureland’s real tapestry,

Then wander through the pigment hills

By forced delusion of the will

But if for once a grace of light

He could regain from madness sight

The world would tumble into place

Illusion fade without a trace,

Roses rooted, sheep be sheep,

And former madness wake and weep
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August 17, 2006

BLUE DEVIL

Blue devil down the boiler room where he belongs,

Sweats his shirt a shadow full, the room beneath

Is boiler-hot anxiety and fear of death,

Unhealable complaints and prehistoric wrongs;

His cotton-covered back is all I see,

A sweat-absorbing handkerchief is twisted on

His close-cropped head, a subterranean

Confectory is where he does his duty,

No features offered up, no eyes,

Therefore no possibility of reading lies

By looking in—he is the devil’s dream—
Blue as blessed virgins but as blank as steam
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August 18, 2006
THE CEREMONY

How many orbits run a year around?

None at all a moon of Earth would say:

For I have never turned my face away,

Crescent, gibbous, full my face is round;

And I, says Earth, I have not noticed since

When first I started in to swing the sun

That I have moved at all – when seconds run

It is because the sun and stars advance;

And I, the sun observes, my steady pace

Around the galaxy is hubward slow,

And even slower towards the ancient glow

Of time’s primordial ecstasy of space.

All consciousness its center occupies

Until it is completed when it dies

And orbits equidistantly and near

That ceremonious unending year


Pavel Chichikov


August 18, 2006

CELEBRANT

Monarch of the orange foils

Silver body leaded black,

Lucent and excited sails

Oscillating on your back

Sanctuary of the air,

Moving luminary church

As light of wing as silent prayer,

Delicate to kneel and touch

There is no sacred or profane,

Commonplace or monarchy

Or coloring of blood to stain

Immaculate nobility

Your celebrations need not sing

The antiphons of orange wings
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August 19, 2006

BROWN FRIAR

Carpet-woven flowers

For the south wind to walk on

In the August afternoon

Sown by brown friars

A soft-footed patron

The south wind walks and speaks,

Brown sandals on his feet,

And asks his question

Where are you my children,

Are you in the shade,

Are you deeply hidden

In the beauty I have made?

The wind is in the garden

Walking to and fro,

But he will not bestow

A gift forbidden

I will come and go

And when I have passed by

All the flowers die

And you also

There is another garden,

With carpets woven long

For all the winds to walk on

And sing their song
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August 20, 2006

TO A FREETHINKER


For J.S.

If you have songs of disbelief

To show the color of your grief

Sing them, man, sing them

If you have songs that rave and curse

God’s injustice, into verse

Put them, man, put them

And if your rage is colorless

Because this life is meaningless

Write it, man, write it

If God is nothing, superstition

Write that down, it is your mission

Write it, man, write it

But even if you write such things

It is through you that mercy sings

Its own despair

It has been there

Mercy called out from a tree

“Why have you forsaken me?”
And it was written

That it should not be hidden
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August 21, 2006

RETURN TO PARADISE

The meadow is a burning paradise

Consumed not by the sun yet burning twice,

Once by August sunlight turning gold

The seeding rye by dragonflies patrolled,

And once by growing since they still respire

A slower conflagration, golden wire

Holding up its seed heads to the sky,

Artifacts and yet they multiply

And if by fire these two senses burn

Two flames of joy above the altared soul,

As dragonflies above the meadow turn

So does the eye of innocence patrol

And to the gates of paradise returns

From which in shame of innocence it stole
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August 23, 2006

WOUNDS

Every hurt that I have suffered, dealt,

Be it borne by every spew and stroke

Upon your face and back, by weep and welt

As bore the sag of grief the cross of oak

Who can ever cure a sorrow, shame

Which nothing ever heals by sharp remorse?

To stanch the blood insulted in your name

Needs binding more than memory as nurse

Clotted in the world the suffered wounds

Which by the lance of resurrection flow,

Forgiveness of eternity astounds

And washes our infections with its woes

For what is suffered here may not be healed,

By any less than sacrifice be sealed
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August 23, 2006

PURGATORY

Let those who start a war that needn’t be

Wear all the skulls of those who died around their necks,

They’ll find it hard to move, but not to see

Those mountain piles of bodies, bullet-flecked,

Dismembered and remembered, heap and row,

And let them climb those mountains as they grow
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August 23, 2006

THE FLASH


(after D. H. Lawrence)
I am the fire, fire never lies,

Whoever puts his hand within me dies,

For I will climb until I reach the heart,

In war I am the oldest term of art,

You have released me, given me a name,

Fire, fire shout the gunners, I am untamed

I say the truth, I will not be your slave,

I’ll burn you from the sky and in the grave,

I am the master now and you will grovel

In my column dancing in the rubble,

I am the jinn released, you are the weak

Stupidity that let me out to seek

Whatever I can burn, I am the soul

Of all the soulless elements, the ghoul

That’s held within the prison of a stone,

I am the master now, the many-cloned,

And though you cram me back I am the shape

That hears your own permission to escape

As when your windows shatter with my power,

Your eyes as well run melting with their matter—
My little sister warmth within your blood,

The fireplace that ruminates its cud

You pacified, but now I know what for

I am released, and now I go to war

I am the flame eternal, you the flash,

I am the elemental, you are ash
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August 24, 2006

THE SUMMONING


For Joseph Pearce

Undying souls in mindful sight have lived

And lodged inside my memory,

No spirit things they thrive,

Their vanished acts and faces still I see,

Within expressive, hear their narratives—
Indifferent or friend

They live within until life’s end

What holds them by involuntary grip

That nothing after can release,

Hostility or fellowship,

The shaking of the soul, reflective peace—
And multitudes that from duration slip

Into the chambers

Of memory’s long tomb of strangers?

What service does this faculty afford

That all encounters past,

A single sign or word

Leave indelible in thought their fossil casts,

Impress of shape and sound that is restored

So fully and so real

Their presences alive I feel?

What then of the living throng of minds

We see in every street,

Histories of every kind

Which by their closed up deaths must be complete,

Worlds unnumbered filled with every sign?

What will retain

The memory to know them all again?

Is there some sentience or living over-thing

That will convene them all

Into one summoning,

Recruit these ended lives to its recall?

The mind is either memory or nothing,

Then must hold

Whatever is, whatever has been told
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August 25, 2006

THE SWORD

What if, submerged, the Lady of the Lake

Did catch the sword Excalibur and shake

The pearl-blown hilt, the dusk-enameled blade

That from the ore of magic Wayland made?

All the knights except for one were dead,

Those of Arthur’s realm, those of Mordred,

The son he’d gotten on his own half-sister,

Half in and out of sin, his mother’s daughter

Through the night-beams Bedivere had thrown

What in the moonlight rapturously shone,

Death and pride luxurious—such steel

May take offense and weep, but never feel

She, the demon, daemon, spirit, fay,

Seductive gave the king the means to slay

Not only evil doers but the good—
Excalibur, destroyer of knighthood

None were left to leave the field of battle,

No sound but raven-croaking, war’s death rattle;

What use exquisite workmanship, white arm?

Unseen the Lady Death who lends but harm

She lives beneath the surface of the water,

And swells beneath the surface of the mirror
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August 26, 2006

JACK BE NIMBLE

Poor nomads in a truck, a boy and girl,

And in the back a mattress and a bike,

Some books, a pot, a frying pan, no lack

Of all the necessaries, little world

A big-eyed spaniel braced against his leg

And on his right the almost child who’ll take

Whatever road he drives on for his sake—
He’s handy with his tools and needn’t beg

Who’s to say they’ll ever want to stop?

They’re family enough to be all ways

And places where the upright never stay—
There’s money for the gas, a modest flop

Why be touched by things that always stick

Against the skin and never let you go,

The parasites that victimize the slow—
Jack be young and nimble, Jack be quick

God be with them, let them not be lost,

And let them wed and never be divorced
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August 26, 2006
THE WEDDING

There is a knot that love has tied

Between the body and the soul,

Two may quarrel, groom and bride

But neither has the full control

The full control does not exist

In either spirit or the flesh,

For that the blessing of the priest,

Love himself, must say and wish

The seam between that was unstitched

Unwedded must be joined again,

Since now the two may only clash

Unless united by a friend

A wedding then, a wedding now

But never fastened up by force,

A thread immortal love may sew,

These two divided by divorce

Eternal is the wedding hall

And each the garment that they wore

Of nakedness before the fall

They wear again when they adore
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August 27, 2006

THIEVES

My annual of birth, an evil sign,

Pestilence of war in ‘39,

Twenty-five subtracted from it means

The war of inescapables: ‘14;

Six generations back one saw—
Grandmother of grandmother living then—
France’s army entering Warsaw,

A little girl, Napoleon’s guardsmen

The twenty hundredth hundred of the Lamb:

Cambodia, Chechnya, Sudan, Vietnam,

Each tree of folly growing overnight

To bear the loot of murder, Adam’s bite;

Guatemala and El Salvador,

Transitory, soon to be forgotten,

Other eras, other fruits of war

Ripen in the skin and then fall rotten

In one as all malevolence expressed

As if aggression and revenge undressed

Inside the eye’s clandestine core,

Naked there as violence in war;

Clever mockery, the juice of rage,

Smooth irony and soul-dejecting scorn,

Contemptuous brutality, primeval stage

Of something fiend-like that was human born

Evil blossoms ever as it rots,

Roots in darkness, anguish in the tops,

In the heart of one, the heart of all

A secular and violent deadfall;

Born in the beginning, born and bred,

Root and bole and branch and leaf—
Who’ll redeem the slaughter of the dead

While in the orchard prowls still a thief?
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August 29, 2006

PITY, SISTER


(after Robinson Jeffers)
Look down, look down you sterile sister, see

The mortified infection of your double,

Filled with every grace she glides and spins,

Nearly perfect, pity on her trouble

Robe of ocean, bonnet cap and shore,

Buff and brown the tassels of her land,

But there across her bosom are the sores

Of cities of the malady of Man

Wrap of air around her azure shoulder,

What ails her that her ladyship endures

The sickness of a mortifying stranger—
What scouring and healing is the cure?

Beautiful although your face is pocked,

Your alpine burning pinnacles unmatched,

Strong is her allurement, you are locked,

Face to face forever you must watch

How flaming through her tegument she feels

The ever-dominating, ever warring

Scabbiness that’s never fully healed

Swelling through her skin, her peace destroying

Pity, sister, patient be your gaze,

The sun is old, and he has many days
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August 30, 2006

WHEN WE AWAKE

All on a clear spring day the bells are many

Bronze and sonorous

Spires of gold, domes of silver, prayers of plenty

God’s gift is generous

On that day all seasons’ time has stopped

And yet goes on

Towers grow, sweet spices sanctify the steps,

The staircase of the sun

On which we see the solemn rising of the holy one

To His throne

He rises to His place and sees the days

Which He has made

And all the joy which fills them to His praise

No death, no shade

They spread beneath him, round they fill the sphere

The stations of His joy

And in that round of harmony there is no fear

They suffer no alloy

Because His never-ending kingdom is most pure

Though time ends will endure

Far off and outwards we can hear the sound

Of deathless singing

Who cannot bear our inner voices, yet resounds

That joyful bringing,

This narrow mistiness, this world, this well

This wizard’s lake

Is wider than all song and sense can tell

When we awake

It is the ocean endless of the sacred bells

And all is well
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August 31, 2006

THE STORM IS HERE

Which is the lasting art of all? Reply—
It is the art of seeing with the eye;

Not all who vision use the organ sense—
Their censoring reforms by its pretense

But now I see a twisting updraft form,

The iris lightning of a moving storm

Too shutter swift, too shuttered to be trapped,

By silvering or spring of image snapped

But straight along the winding of the cell

To that peculiar furtive burial

Inside, within the holding of the brain,

The vault, the tomb where images remain

That will not be confined by death or flesh,

The storm is here, and every lightning flash
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September 1, 2006

ONE DOXOLOGY

On the steps the priest is kneeling

Doxology of Christ revealing

Through Him, with Him, in Him

The glory of the Lamb

Green and fertile meadow spreading

Flowered Earth and Heaven wedding

A sacred unity

This doxology

Every worshipper confessing

Blood and body raised in blessing

Love in company

This doxology

Every soul to Him addressing

Praise and glory never ending

As the priest are we

One doxology
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September 3, 2006
THE ACTORS

The young man with the small child led to walk

The old man with the green good of his garden

The woman turning u-turns on the road

All came at once because you pierced your leg

By stepping on a brittle broken limb

Although they did not know they had been sent

The way the Virgin taught the Child to walk

By holding up His hands

As Jesus rose and left Gethsemane

Cold with sweat

As Lazarus returned from baffled death

Drew in his breath

Disciples who had wandered by mistake

By plot and play to life for Jesus’ sake
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September 3, 2006

GUESTS

I stop with the sick and dying,

There will be seraphim,

Instead of lilies spreading,

Sprayed leaves of chinquapin,

Green acorns on my coffin

(With the gray bark left on)

Find the fallen sprays

That spread their green array,

Arrange the acorns in them

Instead of death’s bouquets,

So angels passing, let them

See that beauty, praise

And then at close of Mass

Let them rise and pass
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September 4, 2006

EDGE TO EDGE

Flame, red vixen, set your fire,

Now you lurk,

Dusk is a liar

To be man’s work

The cold stream laces

Beneath the old bridge,

There she paces

From edge to edge

Between two lands

Our day, her night,

Off like a brand

Swift and bright

Off like a fire

Burning through air,

Night is higher

Than day is fair

Full night starts,

Deeper and older,

The fire departs

And the stream grows colder
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September 5, 2006

PEARL OF DAWN

Calm and gentle light of dawn

Light of grace within the shell,

Tree and garden, wall and lawn,

Reveal the inexpressible

Disclose, unclose the secret sphere

That radiant of every night,

All consecration resting where

It burns and burnishes alight

For as you spread and fill the day

Until we dwell the pearl within,

Until we live again who’ll say

What outward is the inward then?

As when the new creation filled

God’s emptiness and made it wide,

To soul the rising light He willed

A pearl of dawn to dwell inside
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September 7, 2006

OGRES

Let us ride southward to fight with our fears,

The others, the others, those dreaded bugbears,

Ogres of fire, as tall as the towers

Of Exodus nightfall, the roarings are ours

Let us ride northward to meet with our foes,

The others, the others, who nobody knows,

One step to the right, one step to the left,

The blind in the ditch and the shout at the deaf

Let us ride eastward to fight with the dawn

Of the day of the king who slaughters the pawns,

Into the box with the pieces he kills,

Buried sixteen in the battle of wills

Let us ride westward to meet with the last

Look at the sun, the light of the past,

Now are the days of money and power

Phantoms of fire, and so are the towers
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September 8, 2006
THE WORLDS

Phantom planets falling down

To a dull and holy ground,

Acorns from the white oaks rain

Until no other ones remain;

Cups of emerald unmade,

Golden lids, no jeweler’s trade

Knurled the caps or drilled the cups

From ore or earth, life is enough,

Enough to serve the many feasts

Of furtive and unknowing beasts,

To waste the ground and undergrowth,

To die and live and flourish both;

As do these plummet from the trees

So did the worlds from galaxies
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September 9, 2006

THE ROSE TREE

Slim as a girl, an angel person,

The rose tree in a friars’ garden,

No taller than a girl is tall,

The outer cities ended, all,

Shadow-casting things knocked down,

Wire grass and yellow ground,

But in this place the crooked hate

The love-red-blossomed tree is straight;

Within the small and precious gard

The rooted dances heavenward
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September 11, 2006
FANFARE

The hawk in the high tree

Wild above the paddock

Where the rye leans with heavy head

Those constrained by gravity

And the bird unlocked

Lifts out of sight

Behind the leaves

Screams the stillness down

And then alights

Southward he will go

When this day ends

Fed with the blood of voles

And the odd hen

And how I wish

I were the wings

Or the round stare

Or the sound he sings

That high fanfare
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September 13, 2006

SPLENDID BODIES

In late October leaves change color

Crimson bloody, bronze and gold,

Spectacular a forest full

If people did when they grew old,

Like walking through a holy room

Where death did not decay but bloom,

A hall of gold, a hall of bronze

A hall of dawn and setting suns,

And when the wind had thrown them down

Such splendid bodies on the ground
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September 14, 2006

THE SONG

The angel carried a portfolio

Sheets of crystal rectangles inside,

Each a cosmos thick, not thick at all,

Translucent with a light one cosmos wide

Took one from the case and held it up

So that the Lord’s magnificence shone through,

Saw that nothing there was yet corrupt,

Duration and its light were crisp and new

So flexible it bent as if a wing,

So clear because its energies were pure,

And then to tense its boundaries to sing

Bent it to an O and let it spring
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September 15, 2006

THIRTY BABYLONS

The men of Babylon

See fallow blow away,

Furrows are disturbed

Shriveled by the sun

What shall we eat? they say,

The granaries swept clean,

Flour is not dust

Vultures do not pray

Rituals obscene

Do not provoke the gods

As much as we had hoped—
What does this mean?

Even lots and odd

Thrown do not reveal

The future of the world,

Useless the ephod

The sacrificial meal

Does not wring out the sky,

The statues of the gods

Do not feel

And we will die

Unless we shake them down,

Those white infertile clouds

That pass the mountains by

The rivers are unwound,

Shriveled to a thread,

The music-blessèd groves

Without a sound

Wake up the ancient dead

To shout in our defense,

Wake up the gods above

Instead

Our holy deference

Has no effect on them,

Let us invade the sky

And bring it hence

Our city is the stem

But heaven is the flower,

Cut the flower down

Or Babylon condemn

Mad to overpower

The empire of rain

They raise a heaven mouth

Heaven to devour

No Babylon remains,

The Babel walls are breached,

They use the mighty rubble

To dominate the plain

Higher still it reaches,

Angry at the sun,

Rises every day

And still the fields are bleached

Thirsty Babylon,

Heaven has surprises

Its own prerogatives

And still the drought goes on

Heaven also rises

Ever in retreat,

And thirty Babylons

Will never heaven meet
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September 16, 2006

NOW HAVING KILLED GOD

Now having killed God, the pitying bastard,

Who needs His pity?

We turn on His first-born ward

And kill her with cities

Blood-faced with rage, its embryo, guilt,

The face in its back,

Shambles forward in filth

On a monstrous hack

Knight of disorder, apocalypse warrior,

Death of the Child,

Soldiers’ misfortune, Herod in armor

Wisdom defiled

Which horseman is he, death, war or famine?

Plague perhaps?

They hunt for the prayer in the mind,

Examine their maps
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September 18, 2006

THE SEARCHING

Bodies bunched, a dwarfish rath,

Holdfasts to a transverse lobe

That snakes beneath the forest path,

A crush of standing golden globes

Specters ectoplasmic, sprung

From what far network rising here?

Above the dark like faery dung

Golden tissue, strange as fear

Fruiting bodies, domes of light

Underworlds unblinded be,

Lantern-like of your own night

As if the searching of the sidhe

Once I saw them near a field

Minute by the minute grow,

Swelling rapidly revealed

An eye within, a yellow glow

There is intelligence discerned,

There is intelligence untold,

There is the surface, then the worm

Above the world of burning gold
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September 19, 2006

EXCEPT THAT ONE (a dialogue)

There is no God.

Are you certain?

Well yeah, do you see God here? Anywhere?

So you’re positive? There is no God?

Absolutely.

I have the word of—?

Certainly.

Born—?

1965.

Died?

Died? How the hell am I supposed to know that?

You know the truth about life and the universe?

Well—.

Why don’t you know the date of your death?

It’s a mystery.

So there are mysteries?

Let there be no mysteries. Except that one.
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September 20, 2006

THE CATERPILLAR FEEDS ON RUE

The caterpillar feeds on rue

To make him bitter, poisonous,

Sleeps the winter, then as new

Comes swallow-tailed and glorious

Now with bands of yellow, green,

Stippling of a dainty black,

He’ll spin himself a nest unseen

Among the cherry or lilac

On what can human beings feed

To be a poison to the Fiend?

Their diet fearfulness and greed,

On violence their brood is weaned

Let them feed on other food

If they would hatch and raise a brood
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September 20, 2006

RIFLEMEN

Does it seem as if a tracker follows?

Those are yours, your stepping devils, your footfalls

Snapping in the autumn-darkened hills

Who’s behind?  The Rebel dead don’t walk,

The Union redoubt where the cannon spoke

In eighteen sixty four above the slope

Where red clay rifle pits were marked and trenched,

Ramparts a leaf-covered rounded bench,

A hundred forty years of rain have drenched.

Heartwood of the wild black cherry fallen,

The hue of drying blood, the body swollen

Spills out from the trunk across the soil

Cherry trees were cut by pioneers

To keep a field of musket fire clear

Should Jubal Early’s cavalry appear

Above the gorge the Parrott rifle shot

Cannonades toward Maryland, red hot—
How long ago it was, and now forgot.

Life or death it was, but these decrease,

The narrow streamlet falling in its crease

Of limestone and the quiet never cease

Memory, the wild black cherry’s blood,

The footsteps in the dark surrounding wood,

Riflemen fall silent, as they should

That nothing will remain except a mound

Of memory, reverberant of sounds

Of summer rain and leaves, should not astound

Even ghosts decay, the bloody chips

Of cherry wood, the bitter flesh, the pips

Spat abroad by snipers in their pits

Who were they? as warm as you and me,

Who bled as dark and red as memory

Until forgetfulness let them go free
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September 22, 2006

AT WAR

Cadaver of a shrew

Massive to the beetle

Medallions on its wings

Elaborate medallions

On the midnight wings

Shining bright enamel

Shouldering and shifting

The beetle rolls the shrew

Twitches it a space away

The flaccid swelling corpse

Dead of inanition

Beached as if a whale

A shrew must eat at once

Or die within a day

Hours only lethal

Exhausting in its weight

Laborious to move

This ponderous great body

Beneath a fallen leaf

Underneath a twig

The decorated scuttles

Soon the dancing flies

Bottle green as chrome

Buzz the velvet sides

Liquid in the sun

Hovering in light

Intricate in flight

Spheres from outer space

Immanent on Earth

Aliens advancing

Round and shimmering

Insentient, secure

They scout the swelling flesh

Sentience look down

See what we become

When bloated and at war

Flesh when it dissolves

Battles with itself

Swells to greater size

Aliens arrive

Advent from the skies

A parody of birth and incarnation

And what resembles life

Is only dissolution

Fecund flesh for parasites
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September 24, 2006

A FEARFUL THING

Say the rosary, the Lady said,

A debt of truth to pay off human lies,

Born, lived, told the truth and died,

Better to survive inhibited

Say we all, or most, or some—

Better to be dumb

Can you understand what people do?

A stake that’s infinitely small to gamble with:

A life as long as one eternal breath,

Love, perhaps, or bitterness to throw—

Why then do they play?

There is no other way

Those who are alone, who never love?

Devils are the solitary beasts

Who never call another to their feasts,

Keep their winnings for themselves—

For them, beloved, beads

Are only seeds

Today I saw a wood duck hen alone

Stroking by itself against a run

Of murky water, then went down again,

But it had nothing to atone—

It is a fearful thing

To fly without a wing
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September 24, 2006

ALONG THE WALL

The old man looks as if he should

Pick up his lilies, lie in wood,

Skeletal and gray of skin,

Coffined corpses not so thin,

Eyes transparent, gums that meet,

Still he shuffles on his feet,

Feels his way along the wall

But where he is he can’t recall,

Infant anywhere but here—
Can he fear death who cannot fear?

He who was so straight and smooth

Is bent and fretted, jaws untoothed,

Who cannot see except ahead

A dozen feet, his own death’s head

Within an honest mirror’s grave,

Which still he might because he’s shaved.

Those we knew who once were young,

How they wear and shrink, become

Parodies of what they were;

My mother, what’s become of her

Whom I remember, now has she

Premonitory come to be,

Ageless once, and wise and sure,

Ninety now, which none can cure.

Is there purpose to possess

In this outlandish helplessness?

Some would curse and swear, deny,

Think it better young to die,

Others patient, pause a while

To contemplate the Lord’s senile

Leave the rotting to take up

Mind and body incorrupt.
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September 26, 2006

K STREET

Born yesterday, perhaps another year,

Walk on K Street going east or west,

The past millennia are walking here,

For other cities lived and died, exist

Living where they were and still consist

Of streets and traffic, walking men and women,

The window washer and the lobbyist,

The businessman come seven or eleven,

And other gamblers as pedestrians.

Faces more remarkable than sand,

Rome before, and Babylon and Tyre,

Time is not an all-consuming fire,

Different tongues and different motherlands,

Spartans, Londoners, Parisians,

All for them the sun, the sky the same

The sense of inner self as private room,

The feeling of aliveness as a flame

That burns within and doesn’t yet consume

Will it end? I think that is the case,

Every species finds finality,

Self-regarding at a walking pace,

Though all are running to infinity;

Now among us goes modernity,

The merchants and their senators, their clerks,

But different systems and technology

Combine as one stupendous public work:

The tree of life and death, not history
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September 27, 2006
KINGS

The charlatans of Baal—fire from the sky

Consuming flesh and blood—had let them prophesy,

Dramatic inspiration, bogus ritual

Resounded from the hills, the summit of Carmel,

But still the sea flowed on, the little cloud rose up,

“Kill them” cried Elijah, the sky released a drop,

The pluvial began, the charlatans were killed,

Their ritual revealed perversion of the will;

But let the bullock burn, the water and the wood,

That which falls upon them is never understood,

That which has no grasping never can be held,

Devotion in the flesh can always be excelled,

Sacrificial skill is something not our own

But powerful enough to fire flesh and bone
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September 28, 2006

SAP

Bird cherry tree, an autumn afternoon,

The patient bleeding of an amber wound,

A falling sun delights the sap to gold,

Contracting from its spectral manifold

A cherry wound that oozes through the skin,

Translucent as a jelly, stiff as wind,

If any bee should sip if it were sweet,

Wallow and sink deeper, wing and feet

It would be caught, becalmed and then preserved,

An amber tomb, death royally served

In honey drops, a sepulcher of trees,

A mummy grave for pollinating bees

Ten thousand or a hundred thousand years

Buried beetles in those amber tears,

And if the world around us could so weep

Our cities and their people would so keep,

Colossal creatures rummaging our wrecks

Would hang the amber cities on their necks,

But there’s no likelihood of that, no gel

Could seal us all within a golden cell
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September 28, 2006

DREAM, THY WILL BE DONE

Who was it who passed by?

No one, it was I,

Unknowing of myself I sleep

Dream what waking cannot keep—

The hidden does not lie

And it is I

Tell, what is the citizen?

Gentle women, gentle men

Who then may never recognize

Themselves in someone else’s eyes,

But only be what seems,

Know themselves in dreams

But even there what may invade,

Change how we are made?

It is the passion of the state

That outer and the inner mate

To be as one—
Dream, thy will be done
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September 29, 2006
BORDERLAND

And Hamlet when his murdered father’s ghost

Appears on midnight’s parapet,

Sleep and waking’s phosphorescent coast,

The border of the infinite

Why should his neck hair rise, and sweat

Pox up and chill his princely face?

Is it to hear the uncouth calling in of debt

That makes his dead heart race?

There is a border few will cross at will,

Hamlet’s musing said as much,

Alien it is, endless, tall and sorrowful,

Electric to the living touch

Few approach this frontier, leap across,

One kingdom to the other,

Those who do, unwelcome have trespassed

On worlds that should be severed

Uncanny, dreadful, tender and impure

This cross connection of the dead

With those alive, and yet there is a lure

For restlessness on either side

It is that those unfinished still can live,

One world hear the other’s helpless cries,

Until the restless dead can love, forgive,

The living love the dead so they can rise
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September 30, 2006

SANCTUARY

We will pass beneath the trees where none can follow,

Spaces green and lofty, emerald barricades,

It will not be today we go there nor tomorrow,

But when the clouds of war form up in cavalcades

When overhead an army shouts to penetrate the sky

It will be peaceful in the forest where the shadows go,

Nothing in the boughs or aisles of trees to terrify,

Time itself untroubled there ambles to and fro

I know that breathing forest where I have been before

And will take you and depart when time is ripe to travel—

When all the earth in vehemence and fury goes to war—

For that green sanctuary where there is no world or devil

But where there is no change my dear, nothing can be saved,

A refuge for a while it is, no heaven nor a grave
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October 2, 2006

A PARLIAMENT OF OWLS

Als sie mich holten,

gab es keinen mehr, der protestieren konnte


attrib: Martin Niemöller, (1892–1984)

When they come for poets, who will care?

Do thirty bits of silver pay for prayer?

To whom, to what, the owl says "to who?"

A swivel-head who's blind in daylight too;

Little mice who scamper never speak,

Have nothing to protest about, they squeak,

The moonlight of the forest is a sieve

To catch a rodent—stay away to live;

The eagle's voice: a trumpet or cornet,

Too high above for any hunter's net,

But if he ever perches on a limb

The bird constabulary's after him;

Sitting hens, a parliament of owls

Will then become the capital of fowls
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October 3, 2006
WE HEARD A DRIVING RAIN…

We heard a driving rain come down,

Rain as dry as beads of gravel,

No drops of water wet the ground

Yet the rain of acorns rattled

Cracked the woods like rifle shot,

Riffled at the leaves like hail,

Battered at the logs that rot

With fungus gold and fungus pale

Plummeted, the white oak seed,

Falling on what fell before,

As one would see the living bleed,

Inseminate the forest floor
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October 3, 2006

A HOUSE ON FIRE

They put them into a house.

They set it on fire—

They said: Spit out the flames
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October 4, 2006
I AM DEAD

Mother, there’s the murder of a mystery within,

When nothing is mysterious the galaxies are tin

Shining on the night’s lapel like badges on a cop

Except there is no law applied, nor lawful what is not

Across creation’s universe the empty souls converse,

Minds can cross the space between, for better or for worse,

But what they say is blather or despicable nonsense,

They might as well be neighbors gossiping across a fence

I heard of something happening two thousand years ago,

They say it’s mythological, but who am I to know?

They say they stirred Him into wine and poured Him in a cup,

But that was many years ago, and such a time corrupts

And yet I feel myself to be astounded by a truth,

As difficult to free me of as aching in a tooth,

That murder of a mystery mysterious must be:

There may not be that murder unless the corpse is me
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October 5, 2006
THE VIGIL

Each day they wait for Noah’s rain to stop,

The sky grows even darker, forty nights

In one could not be so, the anvil tops

Of clouds swell up, explode in raven height

Mind and soul, expelling God, go out,

One by one the worlds extinguished die,

Each human light surrenders to its doubt,

Drowned into a black eternity

One light to the other far and pale

Vanishes, four candles at the altar

Dwindle in a gust of smoke and fail—

Reason to itself begins to falter

Then the last, the vigil light grows dim

But all the others must take light from Him
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October 6, 2006

THE FIRE

Refine the face of mercy’s cause,

Our brazen countrymen reject

The gold of love, the gold of laws,

The golden tasks of intellect

Melt the precious metal in

The forms and image of our souls,

Bronze is made of cuprous tin

And only precious by parole

But have you seen the flame that stands

And lights the space and time of worlds?

The workshops of eternal lands

Have smelted love and poured the molds

This is the fire which I speak

The priests of which are poor and meek
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October 7, 2006

HEAVEN ON EARTH

Four-winged hunters rolling overhead,

Sunlight on the meadow’s golden bed

Lying down, the gardeners brocade

Cooling earth with knitting fork and spade

Seconds fall between the hours, slow,

Consolidating heaven in tableau,

Tranquility the power to transform

Evening, the lesser insects swarm

Midges rise above the garden patch,

More than even dragonflies can catch,

Rowing in transparency like oars

Aerobatics of the predators

Seconds of eternity like rain

Fall until the night begins again
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October 10, 2006

EVERYONE ON EARTH IS GLASS…

Everyone on Earth is glass,

Fragile flesh and clear,

Beams supernal freely pass

That would destroy with fear

If they were suffered to be seen—

God is no machine

He is a Person who can see

And yet He will respect

The shelter of opacity

Of love and intellect,

The secret upper room of you,

Will not pass through
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October 12, 2006

BE SENSIBLE…

Be sensible, Cartesian,

Leave your dreams alone,

Fluctuations of the brain,

Excitable neurons

No one thinks but wagerers,

Sanity untuned,

Charlatan practitioners,

Familiars of the moon

That gifts arrive, and messages

From sleep-discovered places,

Along the darkened passages

Come self-illumined faces

But many see in sleep as far

As visions coming near,

Meet their angel counselors

Inside the dreaming there

Remind themselves for days and weeks,

Many years, decades

That fluids of the future seep

Through causal barricades

Brush against the barriers

Between the now and there

Forbidden to the traveler,

Electrified by fear

See a street of sleep ahead

As solid as the day

Where stand the living and the dead,

Causality as clay


Pavel Chichikov


October 12, 2006

PRINCESS

Grackles in the autumn forest

Fall like drops of black blood

On the yellow and red

Now take this gown

And put it on

O princess to be slain
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October 13, 2006

DAY OF WRATH

Stay hidden, said the nun Lucia

Who saw the burning sun rotate

And spinning fall but swerve away,

Apocalypsis coming late

Stay hidden for it will arrive—
The modest and the humble rest

In shadows while the burning thrive,

Irradiated and unblessed

Celestial mechanics fix

The stellar body in its place,

Nothing of its fires mix

With stony bodies but a trace

There is another sun ablaze,

Burning but invisible,

Down it settles, there it stays,

Too dark to be perceptible

A candle in a hermitage,

A flesh-consuming sun of pride,

The burning tinder wood of rage—

The day of wrath comes from inside
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October 13, 2006

IN AN OLD PICTURE

by Eduard Mörike (1804–1875)

[translated from the German]
In summer’s green luxuriance,

The breezes make the cattails dance,

Behold an infant pure and free

At play upon the Virgin’s knee!

While in the woodland still unknowing,

Alas, the cross of Christ is growing!


Pavel Chichikov

October 14, 2006

***
Auf ein altes Bild

In grüner Landschaft Sommerflor,

Bei kühlem Wasser, Schilf, und Rohr,

Schau, wie das Knäblein Sündelos

Frei spielet auf der Jungfrau Schoss!

Und dort im Walde wonnesam,

Ach, grünet schon des Kreuzes Stamm!

I AM THE CROSS…

I am the Cross who waits for you to pass,

Therefore on the street or in the house

Be vigilant or not, since everywhere

I am your own, your love, your last despair;

For you alone I grew in summer forests,

Against the summer sky my leaves were pressed,

As I will then embrace your beating heart

Until the final pangs of you depart;

Here or there, wherever you may go,

Deep in you though I can never grow,

I welcome in the shadow as in light

Even God regarded me with fright;

But I am only wood come from a tree;

Be not afraid, I am no enemy,

I am the arms that bear you to the end,

I carry you, I am your Cross, your friend;

When time has come your body I release—

See now, dismount, there is at last your peace
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October 14, 2006

THIS IS NOT…

This is not an age of poetry

Nor of faith

Therefore

If light is God’s shadow

This is the age of darkness

No matter how much darkness

Dazzles the dead
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October 15, 2006

HELPLESS MOUNTAIN

Majestic enough, say the winds—

Now we grind this helpless mountain

Down to the valley
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October 15, 2006
THE BOOK OF MARTYRS

Last spring we saw the sassafras

Put out its hopeful tender shoots

In natural plantation rows,

Growing outward from the roots

October and they’re gone as if

Our hot and rainless summer sent

A message to the tree of life

Hormonally that life was spent

And even so, by flesh and wood

That bear a lack of healing waters,

By wise and fool it’s understood:

Read the bloody book of martyrs
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October 16, 2006

GLORY, GLORY

Like any spirit

Comes and goes—
From where to where

No one knows

The forest trail

On which I pass

In high October

Through stained glass

As day itself

Veils the altar,

As priestly monks

Sing the Psalter

Glory, glory

To God most high

And here on Earth

The leaves, the sky
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October 17, 2006

SMALL-ARMS FIRE

A rattle of small-arms fire

It seems,

A rush of wind

It seems,

A small tree falls

In a cloud of bark

And then

The song of a wren
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October 18, 2006
OUR FOREST

Our forest is of maple, beech,

Tulip tree that’s long of reach,

Cherry, sassafras and oak,

Hazel in the undergrowth

October ends, the color spreads,

Gold and tannin brown and red,

Brazen, crimson—if you search

Even yellow river birch

All at once without the wind’s

Beckoning they are unpinned,

Colored by the need to die:

Look up, the same as you and I
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October 19, 2006

THE PROPHET DISREGARDED

The little wren, an eye, a tail,

Peers from a fall of dead oak leaves,

Is he an envoy?—faery tale—

Such old fancies none believe

Now he rasps a roughened trill

Though he can sing an ivory run

So clean that all the world falls still

To hear the song he has begun

Would you hear a raven’s croak,

An owl’s hollow dusky croon

As if a solemn prophet spoke

Of retribution coming soon?

This one’s small and lives inside

A thicket with a tiny mate,

But sings sarcastically to pride

As may the small but always late
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October 20, 2006
THE HEART OF RAIN

I can hear my own heartbeat

It seems to come from everywhere,

A rush and then a short retreat

Systolic, diastolic prayer

Listen, when the rain begins,

Listen when the forests blaze,

March resurgent sends the winds

Suns of April mount the days

As like to like, the body, seasons,

Blood as water, water blood,

But killing is the body treason,

No such thing when rivers flood

They can bleed and still be whole,

The ocean is their diastole,

Hear the pulse and feel the vein:

Thunder and the sound of rain
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October 22, 2006

THE ORDINATION OF FATHER JACOB-MATTHEW

I’ve never seen more happiness

Than on the face of one ordained

To be a Roman Catholic priest:

Jacob-Matthew was his name

Strange, to be a servant only

Not a master, neither wealthy,

Yet a face of light he was,

Servant from the Mountain, Moses

Strange to be though not a father

Leader of the lambs and ewes,

Also as the Master’s brother

Worthy to untie His shoes
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October 22, 2006
AS YOU RUN

We’re falling, say the autumn leaves

Contact is in short supply,

Twigs are severed, down we fall

And where we drift we lie,

Who’s to pick us up? Who cares?

Severed leaves go dry

Are you falling too? they ask,

You never grew as tall as we,

Chlorophyll the living mask,

Green champion of the tree,

What is your mask? The one you wear

Unconsciously?

But then the skeleton of us,

Fibrous underneath as lace

Revealed when we decay

And our surface stripped away,

From reverse and from face

Shows we are uncoined, unleaved, unplaced

And is that mammal skin a match,

Can you grow another limb

From which your legs detach?

Where is your bud and stem?

What is the purpose of your thatch?

We can only rustle as you run
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October 23, 2006

FOR POETS

I am a word, then utter me

Or I shall stay unsaid,

Flesh and blood

Wine and bread

I can say these and three:

Father, Son and Spirit said

Into a Trinity

But if I am not uttered

As I can utter three,

Flesh and blood

Wine and bread

To praise them will not be,

And who will live to utter them

As they have uttered me?
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October 24, 2006
COLD FRONT

Phosphorescent floating buffalo.

Flanks of livid platinum, silver bellies

Dazzling the eyes turned up to see them,

Grazing eastward in migration

Trees whip round their red and yellow thatch,

Supple necks, their knuckled trunks

Twist and bow, these falling forests

Underneath the stamping northern winds

Silent winds except for these

Gold ecstatic roaring trees
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October 25, 2006

IT WILL BE WORN

I saw a bloody crown of thorns, a crudely woven wheel,

No relic was it of the past, no symbol, it was real

Inside the autumn forest, a golden red arcade,

The crown the only artifact, a cruel device man-made;

The living gathered round it, the sorrowful, the beasts,

Only creatures thereabout, no laity, no priests,

Beings of an instinct, and yet they caused to be

A full concentric circle around the wreath and tree

Now all who have not seen it, here is what I saw,

A wordless congregation not subject to the law,

The yearling and the doe, the stag gazed at the limb

Where hung the foul torment that was contempt of Him,

And also there the fox, his brush and coat of fire

To see the sharpened fangs of men in woven cords of briar,

The wolf, his shrunken belly tucked up into his back,

His yellow eyes astonished, his dripping tongue let slack,

The serpent of the woodland that raids the red hawk’s nest

Slid down to see the circlet that in God’s flesh was pressed,

The owl of the edges that glides as silently

As moonlight in the clearing, it too gazed at the tree,

The little folk who scatter and forage on the ground

Were there to look in wonder at the scandal they had found,

The mocking crows, the song birds, the junco and the wren

Fluttered round the instrument of agony of men

And how the creatures wondered to see the ruby drops

But not a one would lick them, or sniff them till they stopped,

And that may be forever, or until the world goes by,

When Judas does not give Him up, Simon not deny,

When soldiers do not flog Him or spit into His face,

When mobs do not decry Him and ridicule His grace,

Until then, in the forest, the savage crown of thorns,

The sign of consecration that was and will be worn
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October 25, 2006

THE RANSOM

One who suffered some and more

Told me he was not afraid,

That every grief has joy in store,

Bliss and happiness in trade

That on his death he would see light,

Loved ones on a bright threshold,

Vision when deprived of sight,

Youth that once was old

That since he suffered, more resigned

More satisfied would be,

More suffering the less confined,

More bound by pain more free

That such surprising joy unsought

Could be by such an anguish bought,

But how I wished I could release

By less expense this sacrifice
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October 27, 2006

EVERY LITTLE FRET OF MINE...

by Joachim Du Bellay (1522–1560), Les Regrets (1558), sonnet XII

[translated from the French]
Every little fret of mine forever going wrong

Look at all my nagging torments never ceasing,

All the sore regrets I never stop lamenting,

It makes you wonder how I sing my songs

I don’t sing them, Magny, it’s boredoms that I weep,

Or put it this way, weeping, I descant them,

And if I sing them well, often I enchant them,

Night and day I sing, and that’s the watch I keep

As sing the workers bending to their trades,

As the laborer who wields the ax and spade,

As the pilgrim dreaming home and earth

As the traveler yearns for his adored,

As the sailor leans back on the oars,

As the convict swears for all he’s worth
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October 28, 2006

Vu le soin ménager dont travaillé je suis,

Vu l'importun souci qui sans fin me tourmente,

Et vu tant de regrets desquels je me lamente,

Tu t'ébahis souvent comment chanter je puis.

Je ne chante, Magny, je pleure mes ennuis

Ou, pour le dire mieux, en pleurant je les chante;

Si bien qu'en les chantant, souvent je les enchante :

Voilà pourquoi, Magny, je chante jours et nuits.

Ainsi chante l'ouvrier en faisant son ouvrage,

Ainsi le laboureur faisant son labourage,

Ainsi le pèlerin regrettant sa maison,

Ainsi l'aventurier en songeant à sa dame,

Ainsi le marinier en tirant à la rame,

Ainsi le prisonnier maudissant sa prison

FOR JOACHIM DU BELLAY
(1522–1560)

1.

Why do I sing God’s glory, this

Poor old stone inglorious

Who roughened by eroding weather

Can only crumble, nothing better

Veined with purple frost, regret

In every crevice, no sun yet

Could melt this nugget’s brittle bones,

The wind above in organ tones

Bitter, severed from a peak,

A pebble only, cracked and weak,

Incapable of strong construction,

Shard rejected from a mountain

Here’s the only benefit

That I lie lightly where I sit,

Conforming to the shape of earth

I hug the ground for all I’m worth

And yet within this rock a dome,

My hollowness a spirit’s home,

A house conserving precious gems

Within an altar, saving them

I hear sometimes above me roar

A gale that rattles all my doors,

Makes my vaulting hum and sing

Of eagles storming on the wing

There is somehow a church inside

This stone of lapidary pride,

Within me is a living soul

Who praises while the winds patrol

 2.

Listen to me, Joachim du Bellay

A song of desolation is a lie,

There is no prisoner who can’t be freed

From servitude to sourness and greed,

From all regret, though balanced as regret,

The galley slavery of moral debt,

The longing of the loveless to be loved

When love itself by loving can be proved

I know that you are somewhere close at hand,

Dead in living body which can strand

The living wind until it finds its flesh,

Incapable of dying when it’s blessed

The night is blind and on the window scrapes

The finger of a tree, the soul’s escape,

Or is it you, Joachim, passing by:

How does it feel to know you will not die,

That every right and wrong is reconciled,

Love the incarnation of a child

In God, in you, in all that bears to light—

How busy is the wind that moves this night

When poets speak they use the mouths of trees,

The combers are the palates of the seas,

The living are a kingdom made as one;

A passage underneath the world is run

Between the dwellings of the live and dead,

Where Dante and the ghost of Avon led—

Guides and friends, encouragers and masters

Who fought with death—defend us from disasters,

Discouragement, indifference, distaste—

Scattered by the wind we are misplaced—

Refuse regret, we’ll join you in a while

But linger in Erato’s peristyle

And you, Joachim, were a Classicist,

Would know by name the Muses yet insist

On using the vernacular to sing,

What matter French or English if it’s living?

Death is sterile rock, my friend be warm,

The inner sanctum shelters from the storm,

Warm your hands above the healing blaze

Of harmony and love, eternal days
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October 30, 2006

AN END SO BRIEF

I saw the beating second hand stop short,

Eternity commanding, then jog off again,

As does a heartbeat when the breath aborts—

Fear can do it, shock or sudden pain

All of coarse duration stops and closes,

All that breathes, thinks, grows warm or freezes,

Wants, rejects, relinquishes or chooses,

All animation, that which flows or seizes

Stops, can stop procession in its swarm

Of happenings—an end so brief it hides

Within the weave of syllables deformed,

The sensuous dimensions love evades

Starts again, the world returns to life,

Recovering from so minute a fright
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October 31, 2006

BORDERLAND

The depths of those whom we have known,

Shores in the subduction zone—

Into the mantle slides the earth,

Lands kept firm by forms of sea,

Until we too slide underneath

The borderlands of memory

How one sat wondering in death—

Does he know that now I feel

How much afraid to draw a breath

He was, that surging death can steal?

O dear father now I see

The borderlands of memory

Where am I when life is crushed,

The breathing of the sea is hushed?

O love you are the form of me,

The borderland of memory
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November 2, 2006
AS LIKELY SAY THE SEA IS BENT…

As likely say the sea is bent,

The wind a twisted wire, say,

As God’s magnificence is spent

And nothing left His love to pay

It is with this our debt is owed,

Our wonder and no lesser fee

To enter glory’s bright abode:

Pay His praises willingly

Adoration is one eye

The other is a mind to speak,

Eternity may rise so high

That even lambs may leap
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November 2, 2006

MORNING, NOON AND NIGHT

If I had pockets big enough

To carry sunbeams and the moon,

I’d fill my pockets soon enough

To make tomorrow turn up soon

There’d be no history to write

And no anxiety to feel,

For who would have the need to fight

Or haggle, dupe or steal?

If everything to come were done,

The future present like the past,

I’d sprinkle my tomorrows on

A month of Sundays last

But human pockets are too small,

Our memories too slow,

And never will the mind recall

How all our futures go

Never will the mind recall

The future till we gain some height,

And then about our heads will fall

Morning, noon and night
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November 3, 2006

THE WALKING POET BASHO…

The walking poet Basho wrote

That when the bell had stopped its sound,

A growing flower saved the note

Still ringing from the ground

He is my comrade who can tell

No matter what the foreign tongue

That flowers can prolong the bells

If they were briefly rung

And make their music fill

The flowering green hills
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November 3, 2006

MURDER

A body found inside the gentle woods,

No ambulance arrives, no need,

Instead, police, a dozen cars and vans,

Detectives with their clipboards

And a corpse among the autumn maple seeds

Before we’d found the carcasses of deer,

A natural decay,

The grinning snouts of dead raccoons that some distempers slay

But nothing savage or untoward,

The frozen velvet body of a mole

That hunger stuck and drained

But not by love to be abhorred—

It had no spirit to release its simple soul

But this is something strange and wild—

A thing which was so calm and pure

By human beings is defiled—

Death that was docility itself and tame

Becomes an evil and assumes another name,

Stinking, brutal, pitiful, insane:

Among the spoor of fox and doe, the sign of Cain
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November 5, 2006

THE RAMP

As we topped the trail of brazen leaves,

Uplifted serpents, overlapping scales

Hissed to meet the sunset, wave on wave;

Gleams of yellow topaz filled the veils

Shining from within the atmosphere,

Serpent autumn, heaven coming near

Writhed among these filaments of fire

Heaven in its radiance is close;

The soul attains that brilliant boundary

Where messengers take up the daylight sense;

But only for a moment can we see

As Jacob dreamt he saw a temple ramp,

Angels climbing to a holy place

To feed with light a sacrifice of lamps
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November 6, 2006

THE WINDS RETURN

Winds have secrets, hollow-eyed

They lash the horses that they ride,

Their legs are clamped around the flanks

Of land and water, stiff and lank

Summer wind is nearly still,

Winter wind can spur and kill,

Wind of April holds the reins,

Leaves are gone, the winds remain

They have no homeland and they need

No male or female—sex to breed,

And yet they swarm and multiply

These riders swift and hollow-eyed

And though a calm may come we learn

That cold and swift the winds return
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November 7, 2006

SWEAR

If you swear it

If you swear it by your life 


That you are more than dust

More than movement in the trees


If you swear you are love and the great tower made of flame

If you swear that all things begin and end in you

If you swear that all things are together as one

If you swear that all joy and pleasure are with you

If you swear that all is one and yet they are themselves

If you swear it as a child and as a city and as eternity

If you swear it by your peace and by your agony

If you swear it by your friendship and alone

If you swear it by your friends and by your enemies

If you swear it by your flesh and by your blood

If you swear it by your spittle and by the mud on your fingers

If you swear it by the sweat of fear

If you swear it by wine and by bread

If you swear it by faith and betrayal

If you swear it by the sword and by the neck

If you swear it by the eyes of animals

If you swear it by the hands of men and women

If you swear it by words and by silence

If you swear it by the road and by the sea

If you swear it by the blindness of men

By the candle and the wax

By scorn and by shame and even by pity

By hunger and oblivion

By yourself if you will swear it

But you have sworn

But no one listens

But you have waited

But you have gone to the hill and to the spear

But you have gone by the lamp of the police

But you have sworn by your silence

But you have sworn to me

And I have forgotten

But swear so I can hear you

Swear by the candle and the flame
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November 7, 2006

ONE AND ONE

While in the darkness wakeful prayers

Behind a garden wall—who cares?

Indifferent the stone and shadow,

Moonlight passing cold and sallow,

Unimportant though the world

Is like a restless banner furled,

And love is wrestling with its death,

Snoring Peter blows his breath,

Mutters restlessly the while,

Dreaming cowardice, denial,

And only Judas is awake

Who has as yet no heart to break
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November 8, 2006

THE HUNT

The domination of the Earth

Is such a paltry thing,

What is such a kingdom worth,

What compensation bring?

Dark and light have much to tell

Until the clock runs down,

Ambition is a swift gazelle

But death is a greyhound

I have seen a predator

Who swallows moon and sun,

A thoroughbred and not a cur

Swiftly can it run

Tireless as night and day

It never loses breath,

Only love can leap away

Across the wall of death
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November 9, 2006
TALL TREES CUT DOWN

No one will tell you the future, no one.
There is a path into the mist,

Something opens, there are forms which move and shift,

Lean forward, squint, and try to listen

Try to listen, try to see—

Why do those people look like trees?

What is that sound?

It is the ring of steel biting

When tall trees are cut down

The sound of steel like bells without a tongue

The long hard-dying sound when trees are stung
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November 10, 2006

THE SHATTERED HEART

Am I important? Your mistake,

As if a dolphin were its wake,

As if the moon were its moonshine,

As if a hill were its incline

You’re nothing more or less than dust,

Replied the mirror, in disgust—

But then your image flew apart,

You saw instead a naked heart

Yours or mine? my Lord, you asked—

As it was then it is the past,

And that to come that I will send,

The present that will never end

A shattered heart containing grace,

The bland reflection of your face
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November 11, 2006

THE OTHER NIGHT….

The other night I looked up late

And saw an aperture in space

One brief meteor

This I know, strange freedom is our fate—

We are not planets or unmoving suns

But wandering stars
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November 12, 2006
ONCE IN MSKHETIA…

Once in Mskhetia, under the mountains

I saw a great sow on the roadside walking,

A barrel of flesh, naked and tan,

Under the Caucasus snow-full, climbing

Slow, phlegmatic, as walked beside her

A tanned in wine and brandy farmer

Who carried a stick he did not need,

As both were going to where they would feed

A victim fate do not assume,

Not in painting, carving, music,

Christ is either in the burning tomb

Or one who herds his geese with a stick

And turns them into roaring lions

On their way to feed on Zion
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November 13, 2006
INVINCIBLE

I was conceived last century in 1938,

Do you see another that has not long to wait?

In what sense is it female to birth a twisted brood

Of icy and inhuman, senseless magnitude—
Eyes become not windows to show the self inside,

But optic searching organs in which no soul can hide,

Heads the moving turrets that swivel to discover

The last remaining sacrifice, the last remaining lover—

It will not see itself in any flowing stream,

It will not sleep or sorrow, or question any dream.

There is a city standing that cannot be assailed,

And will stand shining ever, though human love has failed,

It was not built before us and will not tower after,

And there will be forever innocence and laughter
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November 17, 2006

RECEIVE

To give us wine the grape is crushed

To give us bread the wheat is threshed

So did the Lord of blood and flesh

Make joy and light of what He wished

As from dark chaos He made Earth

As from the moon He made the month

As from the sun He made the Sabbath

As from the word He made the truth

As He made Easter out of death

He harvested as we should live

To grow to harvest is to give

At Cana it was wedding wine

On Golgotha your life and mine
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November 18, 2006

A WELL OF WATER

For Diana Murphy

The sermon is given as the poem is written,

The poem arrives after the sermon

Unknowing, half-way round the world:

The Samaritan Woman

In Brisbane where the bell birds sound

Not far from God’s back garden

Because a drought has not slaked Him

She waits beneath Mount Gerizim

For one who climbs a stony hill

To do His father’s will—

Always there is dryness, thirst,

But lack of charity is worst

Therefore there she waits again

To help the first and last of men—

Where there is thirst there is a well

Of water and in parable,

And there she will lift up the jar

For those who thirst and travel far
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November 18, 2006

IN PLAIN SIGHT

For M. S.

Red this summer, now turned gray,

Charcoal, dun and dark as ghosts,

The deer in the open vanish away

As you before us, God of Hosts

The trees are poles that flex and sway,

November wind, naked sticks,

The shadows stretch like arms to pray

Beneath a blackened crucifix

As it was in Adam’s day

So now it is that all the same

The world is flesh and blood and clay,

Namelessness and holy name

Thicket, briar, vine and tree,

The little bird, the Holy Three
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FOR WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS, R.I.P.

The saxifrage his flower was

Because it splits the stones,

A happy genius he because

He loved to be alone,

But rhyme can split the graveyard hill

And carve the sloping meadow—

Look around you, who can tell,

The soul is not a ghetto—

What invisibilities

Surround us—who can know?

Face the flat and shining mirror,

In it you can see

Stony heart, reflected error,

Split infinity
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November 20, 2006

GOING MY WAY?

Impress? Offspring Death?

Not humorless, not easy to impress,

Not only everything, but everyone

He has seen, has just begun

Save your accomplishments,

He doesn’t praise—

He has no human sentiments,

You won’t amaze

Just say:

Are you going my way

Great one? Fact is

You’re going in his

One more to increase

Glory, peace—

Goes on God’s limb—

Think well of him
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November 21, 2006

MAGIC

They look like giants walking, never move

From where they’re standing, southern tulip trees,

November naked, golden husks above,

Diadems of royal filigree

Gray and corrugated trunks, full grown,

Ninety feet at least above the floor,

Whose property are you, who might you own,

Sentinels that watch on winter’s shore?

Freezing rain and penetrating falls,

A sodden dove sits sulking in the cold,

A chickadee inside the thicket calls,

Pipe as sweet as any Pan of old

Not masterless and not abandoned here,

The trees are slow, so magic disappears

Pavel Chichikov


November 22, 2006

NIGHT AND ADVENT

Rain and autumn slow as tide,

No one in the woodland late,

Cold the curtains that divide

Rooms of stone, the rooms of fate

Churches roofless, churches dark,

Groins of leaves are gone and fallen,

Ruined is the altar work,

Relics in the stone forgotten

I thought the trees were ancient priests

Stripped of ceremonial

Who wore the green to give the feasts

Of hope and Mary virginal

But now immensely tall and gray,

Gaunt, defenseless, cold, unblessed—

Who can hold the sky away

Who by November is distressed?

So late the autumn afternoon

That night and Advent must come soon
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November 22, 2006
THE FORTRESS

Ted Taylor* said (peace to his soul)

No moral error possible,

He found his target designate:

Dead Lenin and the Spassky Gate

The Russian target he had chosen,

Centered at the Pentagon,

Now were living Russian children

Burning in atomic suns

Red Square by daylight, target prime—

Taylor melted down and wept,

Master of small bomb design,

He saw the tomb where death is kept

To understand is to forgive

But can we see the truth and live?

To see the truth is to see God

For whom no even wars with odd

The bomb is buried in the soul

Where it can burst and burn us all,

A fire blacker than the coal:

The Savior Gate, the fortress wall
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November 23, 2006

*Theodore B. Taylor (1925–2004)

*http://www.interesting-people.org/archives/interesting-people/200411/msg00020.html

THE SPAYED MARE

The spayed mare in the paddock paces,

A strong and level gait, and turns,

A midnight mane and tail whisk tosses,

Along the rail and back again

It calls the stable mate uphill

That hears the signal in its stall

And neighs: what is a brute’s free will

That from its Eden will not fall?

The horses sign and call and seek

The reassurance of their peace,

Warn of some impending freak

Of changing pressure, storm’s release

Live without a word but taste,

Dispute without a word but smell,

Find without discriminate

Opinions, don’t explain but tell

No mental word distorts the sight,

They neigh their signs between themselves,

And were they put together bite

The ear and flank, the croup and nose

As we do not unless we battle

Against each other, rider, saddle
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November 25, 2006

SPIRIT

Flood the room with northern light,

Let the sky come flooding in,

No obstacle present, no slight

Of rougher shadows fill the room

Crystal spirit of remorse,

Of elegiac sympathy,

Servant of the brilliant source,

Ineffable transparency

Brush again beloved hands

Touch again the face and lips

Before returning to the winds—

Invisibly away it slips
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November 27, 2006
FRAGMENT…

Since only creatures so depraved

Kill their young by microwave

Then

The seal is broken,

Judgment of the race is spoken

Inward, outward, everywhere

The sea of glass, the lords of air

Prepare

A mission to descend

On those whose kingdom has an end

Apocalypse one and all

In Earth and air and sea and soul

Unified,

Four directions wide

The horsemen of destruction ride

Oceans vitrified and shattered

Children of the Earth are scattered

Thought and matter

Crystal dust,

Who will say it is unjust?

Then come mercy, interpose,

Let the day of judgment close,

And what it shows

Earth forget,

And madness pay its debt
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November 30, 2006

WAIT HERE

Brother and sister, he tall and straight,

She the short woman, bent and bow-shaped

Wait for a bus, one with the other,

Healthy and crippled, sister and brother

Dance if you will, the crippled must crawl,

The blind with a cane tap at the wall,

Those without eyes of a spirit can’t see

What stands up before them, more is the pity

Those who must die by morning look up,

Reach for the blindness transformed to a cup,

Darkness within it, a handle to hold,

Drink says the angel, never more to grow old

Will I be tall and will I be glad?

Bitter the fortune of illness I had,

Born from the womb to be so misshapen—

Where must I go for the shame to be taken?

Wait here, wait here, wait here it will

Come, you will know it, the world will go still,

Not a shadow or sound except you will see

What others will not, and nothing to pity
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November 30, 2006

SOUTH WIND

Tall ones groan among themselves:

A storm arrives—where shall we go?

Deep inside the wood their voices,

Unnatural, the south wind blows

Some of us will fall and shatter,

Some are dead and some alive,

Some may live to see a summer,

Now a storm the south wind drives

Hear the fibers crack and squeal,

Trees by inner twisting groan,

Long and slow, deep waves they feel,

Through clay, and deeper, cold limestone

Can you hear the old ones say,

Who touch the earth and then the wind,

This is new though yesterday

All the years were of a kind

Once there was an augury

Of organs and the flights of birds,

Thunders of calamity

That pagan hierarchies heard

But now there is no art or skill

No pagan prophecy to learn,

But when distorted seasons kill

Dead and fallen cities burn
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December 1, 2006

A PORTRAIT

There is no horror anywhere, any place

Like lost humanity in the human face,

And that which it must borrow—let it borrow—

Human sorrow

But somehow there

In blankness—awful blankness—

Steals ungrateful, pitiless and thankless

Pity, self-pity, unaware
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December 3, 2006

THE OTHER SIDE

What coin was it for which the woman searched?

Whose face was on it, what on the reverse?

How was it lost, in what place was it found?

When it was dropped what music did it sound?

The worth of it was greater than all time,

The value more than sums of every prime,

The image on the front the King of grace,

Whom every soul delights, to see His face

The sound of it when dropped a precious song

That rings forever, nourishing and strong—

Lost within infinity it rolled,

Stopped where it was made, engraved, ensouled

The other side: death’s ocean, black, the grave,

Love leaping from it, dolphin from the wave
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December 5, 2006

TEACH US….

How old these hills, how old that fade

Into December dusk, what made

Their brazen-leaved declivities

Seem knowing personalities?

Hooded with a cloth of shadows,

Priestly in their folds and hollows,

Psalms and hymns their steep ascents,

Wordlessness their sacraments

Holy silence, patient hills,

How reverent and massive still,

Teach us to be so and wait,

Holy not in word but state
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December 6, 2006
MY UNCLE

Consolations were his pets,

Grapefruit, booze and cigarettes,

As for cigarettes and booze,

Those are habits hard to lose

The fruit was yellow, fresh and hard,

He grew it in his own back-yard,

He bought his butts and cheaper whiskey,

Smoking much and drinking thrifty

What he savored most by far

Was freshly peppered steak tartar,

But as he aged he would forget

To eat—though booze and cigarettes

Preserved his memories in tar

As never could a steak tartar—

He was my uncle, he was good

As prigs have never understood

And what did he remember—think—

Remembering can make you drink

If what you loved you can’t forget

And consolations are your pets
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December 7, 2006
HEARING VOICES

Hearing voices in their heads

Those are headphones that they wear,

But soon another voice embeds

Brain to brain, the soul’s nightmare

Although in privacy we’re born

In privacy we will not die,

Incite, demand, prevent, suborn,

Control the muscles of the eye

Implanted master, probed at birth,

Received transponder, will’s control,

Whose over-power will insert

This quasi-god, synthetic soul?

Idol of the ant and bee—
How painful was it to be free
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December 8, 2006

WINTER STARS

Now December’s ogre bellowing,

And naked roaring,

The charcoal backs of winter deer revealed

Summer’s sweet black moistness,

Coddled and beloved gardens breathing,

Stripes of morning heat that I remember

Remember heaven too,

How lonely it would be to stay here now

While winter stars are rising
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December 9, 2006

ARMIES

Who knows where Armageddon will be—

Under the ribs—the plain of Jezreel?

The mountain, the mind, the brow of the sea,

Armies of light, armies of steel

I saw a great prince with the sword of creation—

Lightning is darkness compared with the blade—

Swing with the edge at the fourteen stations,

Chaos the sister of grief was afraid

The flogging, the fall, the weight of the cross

Seemed a defeat—Armageddon was lost,

But seeing the sword the living and dead

Came to the flag of the wine and the bread
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December 11, 2006
THE DOORLESS ROOM

They condemned her, yes, in that cramped room

Windowless, in which the judges sit

Most humanlike and yet uncanny

Absent wing and plume,

For those are human metaphors—

This chamber had no doors

And I, enraged, by their inhuman coldness

Began to shout with hot indifferent boldness,

Denounced their unjust, bloodless ignorance

Since for us who live, no matter how,

There ever is the cross of life and bloody lance

And they fell silent, listened

As I condemned their cold precision,

Their condemnation no more spoken,

While in the doorless room a doorway opened

And Love came in, more powerful

Than angels of indifferent blind will
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December 12, 2006

ONCE AT SEA

Salt the sea, salt are tears,

Salt the lees of sweating fear,

Salt the lick of cattle, deer

Salt of caverns, salt of shores

Residue in air, and ore,

Chemical and metaphor

Salt the blessed, Christ’s delight,

Grains of salt the stars at night,

Blood is salt, of red the white

Salt the savoring of bread,

Salt preserver of the dead,

Molecule consumed and shed

Taste and thought and mineral,

Particular and general,

Contaminant, impeccable

Once at sea I slept beside

The ocean running high and wide

And woke as if I’d aged and died
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December 13, 2006

THE RIDE

No death’s head, no curving scythe, no hooded man of bones,

He wheels a taxi to the curb inside a quiet zone:

Houses of an ancient mode, simple, made of brick,

No sidewalks in these neighborhoods of lace and candlesticks

Walking is fatiguing, crouch low inside the car,

The axles barely clear the ground but they will take you far,

The chassis tapers to a hood, a duck’s head for a grill

That turns a supple neck behind and nips you with its bill

Four or five more passengers—he takes them all together—

Some are friendly, some are still, a hooded woman mutters—

You tell the driver your address, he gazes straight ahead

And pays no more attention than if his fares were dead

All the others have a face, but faceless is the driver:

A red light and a waiting time, a bridge across a river
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December 15, 2006
GEOLOGIC DREAMS

A lithospheric microplate,

Terrane Taiwan joins China

In forty million years

Free elections will be held

When those two masses meld
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December 15, 2006

THE GALL

On the underside

Of a brown oak leaf

On the forest floor

A bright red gall

Rain abides

Where a wasp has made

A gall

On December’s leaf

Moisture still

Though no hard rain

Has fallen here

Since mid-November

(A summer gall

Or a woodland berry?

No

A gall)

The gall is Earth

In God’s deep time,

And the larva berthed

Inside is one lifetime

How many leaves

How many galls

How many trees

How many Falls
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December 16, 2006

THE SHELTER

December growing milder, then

Camellias in a sheltered den,

Cherry blossoms front a wall

Of ochre brick though long since fall,

Round a plaster Bernadette

Roses with their pink rosettes

In this sheltered winter place

Sun and shadow face to face,

In between the pillars shafts

Of sunlight which the friars pass,

The garden of the friary,

The arcade of the rosary

I saw a little while ago

The mobbing of a hawk by crows

Silent in a steady wind,

Overhead but not within
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December 17, 2006
SPECTERS

Scan your inner sights, watch them flit

Like ghostly chickadees who thread the winter thickets,

Wander without seeing through a bare December

Woodland where a half-grown whitetail waits

A buckskin-colored buck, a chevron black across its chest,

Watching unimpressed, eyeballs impudent obsidian—en garde it says,

Pugnacious and unspooked, legs spread slightly braced

Against the knotted anklets of the roots

Not more than seven meters off it stood

And then you woke and saw it, foolish dunce,

Like all the other life forms that you never see,

Close enough to touch you at least once

They watch with curiosity and speculate

What breed is this that wanders in so comatose a state

Pavel Chichikov


December 18, 2006

WHO IS THERE?

Fossils pressed in limestone pages,

Lost and mourned-for human lives

Assembled in the press of ages,

Who remembers, what survives?

Those beloved who now are laid

In acid earth’s dissolving shroud,

There in sunless, mindless trade

Exchanged and mingled, lost and ploughed

The sea may shuffle overhead,

The mountains in orogeny

Compress the acid bones to bed

And they will have no progeny

Nothing left, no fond recall

Of jokes and tragedy and bliss,

No circumstances plain or royal,

No bruise, no clip, no loving kiss

Eons are the proper lands

For minerals and not for cells

Lost the praise and reprimand,

The heroes and the living hells

What is mine is memory

So when it dies the life is lost:

Endurance and inanity,

The whimper and the holy cross

All for nothing? Who is there

To keep in mind the flower pressed

In solitude, in silent prayer,

Remember what the soul confessed?
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December 19, 2006

AS IF THE INFANT CHRIST…

As if the infant Christ were never born—

Or fragrant as the meadows, smokeless-flamed,

Beeswax tapers golden-sconced had shone

On anti-Christ, and Power was His name

Callous Earth of winter seems as much,

Empty as if Christ had never cried

And waved his arms, transparent fingers clutched

Around his father’s finger—did He die?

Not on Golgotha but in that stall

Where grasses soaked in sesame were lit

And vulgar shadows scraped against the wall—

How many mourning shepherds there would fit?

Yet we hear that seraphim rejoiced

And shepherds shook the moisture from their cloaks

Though royal nightingales were not in voice

And heralds of King Herod never spoke

They say the infant lived, unlikely child,

Who came to love the empty-hearted Earth,

So demon-ridden, foul and defiled

That only God could know what it was worth
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December 21, 2006

NOT ALL THE FORESTS…

Not all the forests growing tall and grim,

On fallen trees the sexual green moss,

Sporophytes englobed in condensation,

Clear drops of which the sunlight is the gloss

A jeweler might have made this just as well

Of malachite or emerald and glass

Except it would not live to breathe and swell,

Nor by its spread and dying would it pass

Why should this be exquisite to the heart,

What resonance in other living things

Compels the admiration of an art?

December and the wren of winter sings
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December 23, 2006

MAGI

Little kestrel, tiny hawk,

Fly above the world that walks,

Which animals are prey to you

In late December—vole or shrew?

Soon the day of Jesus’ birth

When grim and sterile was the earth—
Herod hated what he sought,

But what he wanted was not caught

Kestrel take the meal you may

On this soon-ending winter day,

But where are Magi gifts to bring

When Herod circles on the wing?
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December 24, 2006

GIFTS

Christmas and the wrens,

The house amazed by song,

A serenade begins,

How sweet the tune and strong

A favor not forever

Because the birds must fly,

They sing without a quaver

The shepherds of the sky

A gram or so of feathers,

A syrinx in a throat,

They give the little Savior

Their necklaces of notes
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December 26, 2006
ODD TO THINK…

Odd to think of green grasshoppers

When red-brown winter has just begun,

One that stood on the palm of my hand,

The ancient handsome newborn one,

Legs striated, the belly too,

Over the summer so large it grew,

Elbows angled, ready to spring,

Self-contained to everything,

Green as spread the leaves of clover,

Summer it was, and winter was over

An eye like mercury swirled in a ball,

Milky, centerless, glossy as glass,

Opaque, old and imageless,

Not like the round of a mammal’s eye

Or that of a bird, or memory
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December 28, 2006

CARGO

The driver’s face averted, no one spoke

Except the one I thought of as my foe

And he, now inoffensive, told a joke—

Just died, did we, or many years ago?

Who dies, they say, must always perish lonely,

But now I rode with people who were dead

Through empty city streets—a sort of jitney

With cargo of the living lifeless sped

A woman veiled in mourning, muttering,

But only to herself, a veil of shame

Covered up the look of her, two wings

Of ignorance that fell around her name

And who were they, the passengers inside?

Their faces were unfinished or averted

Except for one I’d loathed because of pride—

No wonder that the city was deserted
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December 30, 2006

ONE THE OTHER

A tree full of cardinals:

Very slow burning candles—
Would that be seen

By living stones?

Old minds

Must be slow dense minds

And stir like the mantle,

That iron candle

And do they watch

And slowly catch

The birds’ slow fire

As the worlds expire?

Great and small

As fast and slow,

Though

One the other

May not know
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January 1, 2007

POOR ME…

“Poor me” is neighbor to the love-blind emperor

Twins they are, one sniveling and meager

One corpulent, the self-deceiver

Yet the same,

Hemispheres in all but name

Both spinning, end to beginning

Monstrous one and monstrous two

But then came Life within

And with his sunlight sword,

Both fat and thin

He slew—and slew
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January 2, 2007
THE RIVER

Christopher, my middle name,

Baptized in the watery blood—

A river to be crossed—that same

Who sacrificed in solitude

Those who cross by faith and font

Will bear the infant Jesus up

In ritual and sacrament,

Ciborium and drinking cup

Those who will not be baptized

By font and chapel yet will cross

By service if not otherwise

The river and will not be lost
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January 3, 2007

CHILDREN OF THE FIRE

Weary shadows, sun,

How long you’ve made us run

For ages until noon,

From mid-day to the moon,

Shadows on the sea

On mountains and their scree,

On Amazons and fields

Our swift transparent shields,

Or like the hunting hound

We flow along the ground

Searching for our quarry

Until the sky is starry

No obstacle delays

Our measurements of days,

A billion years and more

Except the ocean floor

And other inner places

Hidden from our races,

But now we would retire

We children of the fire—
Let either darkness reign

Or timelessness remain,

The heavens in your sight,

And you abolish night
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January 4, 2007

MAGNIFY

Through the worlds of heartless space

Cold innocence of spinning stone,

The all-devouring seething race

Of atoms stripped, magnetic storms

Soundless emptiness or shouts

Of rolling plasma thundering,

Lifeless planets, worlds of grace

Where living matter spreads its ring

Oceans and the sea-less light

Of worlds no heavier than air,

Mystery which has no face,

Wordless love expressed in prayer

What I give is given me

Though all the worlds must live and die,

As Mary saw so all must see,

Receive and love and magnify
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January 5, 2007

JOHN DONNE’S TAILOR

Read the angel’s manifest

Though not a tag around the toe—

Upon his death this soul released

May to another body go

Time elapsed, go out of time,

Delivered from the body rise

That by the blood the soul may climb

And by the flesh take other eyes

Below I see that suit of clothes

That served me well enough to live,

How well the custom-tailor chose—

It wore as long as life would give

Now bring another bolt of light,

Cut out the pattern of that love

And suit me now to my delight,

The hand of God into the glove
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January 6, 2007
THE BENEFACTOR

Did Christ not die for you

Who are so blameless, or seem so when new?

Wrinkle-born, unwrinkled as a youth

But then begin to shrivel with untruth

Still, not best or worst, this Jesus died

For you despite your timid lukewarm pride,

Also those who struck His face and spat—

His agony paid mercifully for that

Those who swung the maul and drove the nail

Into His tender flesh He did not fail,

But paid for all as brutal as they were—

Hypocrite and executioner
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January 9, 2007

THE SIGN OF THREE

For Paul Bland

The last migration, have you heard,

Will be the dying of the birds—

When it comes who will be there

When thousands tumble from the air?

The second sign will be the stench

Mephitic rising from the trench

That splits the ocean of the world—

The fingers of the sea uncurled

Then the night will not delay

That rolls upon the face of day,

A shadow-breaker overhead

The continents inhabited

These will be the sign of three

Beneath the Holy Trinity,

Real as are the sacraments,

The terminus of common sense
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January 9, 2007

IN MEMORIAM, GERARD SERAFIN [BUGGE]

Gerard, you hardly made it to the car

So ill the organ of your earthly heart,

But why is there a need to travel far

Where you arrive at love before you start?

Heavy was the wheelchair that we pushed

To show you to Elizabeth Ann Seaton,

But are you sitting near her, have you touched

A silken wind, the sunrise of creation?

Invalid, you loved to be alive—

The living love the sunlight and the sky—

The fingers of the hand are only five—

No one seizes more before they die

Let’s not be as stoic as we can

Or mourn the dead without a touch of laughter,

Death is the unmeasuring of man

To make the greater measuring of after
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January 10, 2007

WINTER RYE

A yellow field of winter rye

To be plowed under in the spring,

Between the stalks a whiteness lies

The early wind to sough and sing

Plow him underneath the field,

The lime of bones and flesh will grow,

All the wheat of heaven yield

What life and death and sleep can sow
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January 11, 2007

WILL YOU TIRE GOD?

He found a lonely mountaintop to pray,

Crossed the lake by some swift mystery,

But not just to commune in privacy

But from the greedy, desperate crowd to flee

Hungry in their fear to grasp his cloak,

To shout their imprecations in his face

Against the tax collectors and the priests,

All petty spite and spittle when they spoke

Sour bitterness in every breath,

Hatred of the alien, a grudge

Against the heathen poor, their privilege

As notables of Israel by birth

He went away alone to gain relief

Preferred the simple company of prostitute and thief
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January 12, 2007

DEATH THE WORLD’S POLICEMAN…

Death the world’s policeman visited last night,

His countenance was pale, fatigued and seemed

As human as a real detective’s might—

One can die awake or in a dream

Plain-clothes disillusion—death sees much—

A man of middle age—gaze indirect—

And as a good detective will not touch

Anything of you but soul and intellect

There is a place reserved and ticketed he said,

The same remand as all the others get—

The one where Jesus Christ took to His bed,

Cleansed of blood and sacrificial sweat

His fate was yours—yours is nothing new—
For God was human when he lived on Earth,

And oh I wish I had no more to do,

For there’s no less of dying than of birth

But then he looked askance and turned away

For reasons of his own, I know not why,

Perhaps there was a city left to slay

And he too busy then to have me die
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January 14, 2007

OUT OF SEASON

Little bat it’s warm today

Although the heart of January,

See your cambered membrane wings

Flutter although no bird sings

Ravenous—the tiny gnats

Swarm among the brazen leaves

That died November-wards—you bats

Should be asleep inside the trees

But now you scoop them up to eat

The meager portions of their meat,

While screwed like twisted paper are

The seasons although not the stars

Those do not encounter storms,

Anomalies of cold or warm,

They burn unfamished overhead

Until the rising of the dead

Who then emerge which have been in

The tomb, the dust, the fire’s coffin
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January 16, 2007

QUESTION ANSWERED

Not one whose anxious heart requests an answer

Will be denied, the winter sky is weather,

A face of idols, changeable and brief,

Hiss of freezing rain against the roof

Today, in cloudy weather, warmly dressed,

Two lovers in the forest on a quest,

Climbing in the cold to look and find,

While trails run up and down, the object of the mind

The presence of the glory in His lack,

Few leaves, no color much except for brown and black,

Saying: see I give an answer here,

The heart is warm in which there is no fear

And then from mind to heart it is short way,

A step or two, as one voice in a winter day:

Love is here, here, here: a voice aloud,

As surely as the sun’s above the winter clouds
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January 18, 2007

THE WOMAN OF THE HILL

The woman of the hill

Much taller than you’ve seen,

Whose hat was of the red,

Whose gown is of the green

Came to see the lad—

His brothers were away

To earn their daily bread

From weary day to day

Only to the son,

The father in the field

Digging up the stones

Their poverty to yield

Why so melancholy

Sadness is a sin,

Sorrow is a folly

When nothing is so grim

My father plays the pipes,

And so my jealous brothers,

But I must sweep and swipe

Though others may foregather

To huffle in the bag

And squeeze it through the chanter,

To play the jolly jig

For every pretty dancer

To play the old lament,

The skirl and slip of war,

But I forbidden sent

To scour at the floor

I give to you a choice

Said the faery woman,

A gold and silver voice,

Or eminence that’s common

Fame without the skill

Or skill without success,

Tell me what you will

Be it more or less

To make the hills fall silent,

The sun to stop its course,

Or praises for your talent

Though all the praise be false

He bowed his head before her

And chose what was the best,

His power being fire

Burning in his chest
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January 20, 2007

THE CREATURE

A small black iris, obol sized,

Eyelash-legs as strong as wire;

Caged, the tick inside your hand

(A fleshy prison made by man)

Pushes down and presses up

With strength astounding though it’s cupped,

A force of will and fierce disdain

That contradicts without a brain

Ourselves within the hollow grip

Of God’s enfolding Holyship,

Snug within a cosmic palm

Should be in such a refuge calm,

And yet we thrust with brainless rage

Against the confines of a cage

So as to drink the blood of some

Other soul of kingdom come
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January 21, 2007

THE WARM BRIGHT SUN

In the warm bright sun

Ice peels off the trees like skin

And rustles on the ice afoot—

Just as does sin
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January 23, 2007

SWINE?

Swine? They could have devils in them

When madmen need no longer hide them—
Send them into snout and chin

Bristle tail and bristle skin

But now the swine reject the gift,

Send the devils back as swift

So that the madmen foam and squeal

Who taught that devils are unreal

I saw them tumble down the stairs

That lead them from the day’s affairs,

Scatter toward the waiting train

That serves the cities of the plain
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January 25, 2007

THE EMPEROR

Raise them up with nightmares

Let them scream in sleep until

Inured, their sleep is dreamless and holds them still

Single out your enemy, take him unaware,

Point to him and say: “There is your old nightmare,

Which has returned to you by light of day.”

They will start forward fearfully,

With greed for punishment and death,

Slay bravely nightmare enemies unto the last breath

The ruler of this world is Emperor Nightmare

The which is never seen but is seen plain

If light but shine with shadow and the dark remain
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January 26, 2007

UNDERGROUND

Devils in the broad daylight

Busk the pennies of the clowns,

Angels work beneath their sight

In passages run underground

Underground the angels sell

Icons of the red and gold,

Windows on the miracles

Which in the sun remain unsold

None who pass require money,

Only sacrifice to spend,

And even if you haven’t any

Nazareth himself will lend
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January 27, 2007

THE SECRET

Just a very little snow, just a touch,

Sparse it is to cover, won’t whiten much,

Flakes of spinning snow, a crystal drift,

Sideways in rotation, lazily they shift,

Sky blue-gray lethargic, it never turns

Though the sun invisible toward sunset burns,

Solid on its pivot long mid-winter sways,

Flexing toward the summer and the longer days

We too in our falling seem to drift and spin

Slowly in the currents that we bear within,

But deep within the spirit is another place

Whose weather is the moving of the human face

Pavel Chichikov


January 28, 2007

THE LAST PASSOVER

Your house has lost its roof—

That which you thought had covered you

Has been lifted off

How do you like tonight?

The night’s dark sky and rising Sirius,

His bright blue eye, his bite

You thought you’d fix the sanctum of the walls,

The sanctuary of a home

But you were homeless after all

The ancient Hebrew keepers of Jerusalem

Who thought the temple was their own—

It was not built for them

It was at most a nomad’s tent,

For God himself is a wanderer

And with no human dwelling is content

And the house of the soul’s guest—

That too will fall and blow away,

The lintel’s blessing be unblessed

And the Angel smelling blood, not passing over

Will save the last unborn

After the last Passover
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January 29, 2007
JOHN PAUL II, A Prayer

He said: No more war, never war again

But now forever there will be war

With us, through us, world without end

Not for us will prophet beasts lie down

Nor lamb with lion, nor the sheep

With panther will its friendship keep

But every shepherd-coward to his place

Quietly so that none see

Where his secret selfish hiding place may be

Dear John Paul, where you are now?

What dark weeping can there be

Where sun-light to the golden children is endowed

See, our instincts and our arrogance betray

What patrimony has been given here

In slaughter, blasphemy and fear

Pray for us, you who climbed the skull-strewn hill

Which Christ our master climbed before

And by the Cross of Him who died, live with Him still

And with the Blessed Virgin, clemency implore

From Christ who is our Savior evermore

And help those living who will be the dead
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January 31, 2007

AND SO AM I…

In the dead flat grayness of the winter woods

Nothing green except a mat of moss hard clenched

Against the humid cold

A splash of green

On a northward facing slope

Hope is primitive and low

And so am I
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February 1, 2007

A PHONE CALL

Saint Jude phoned me yesterday:

I’m working on it, help me out

Keep praying day by day

More faith, less doubt

These are no meager spirits

But real men and women

Who circle in the choir of the saints

Around the central Numen

Was it a metaphor or real

A voice or a delusion

And how can there be telephones in heaven?

It is a commonweal

Between the living and the dead

And the line is open

That was by disobedience

Betrayed and broken

Yes, he is befeathered by the flame

Of Pentecost,

Thaddeus the brother of Saint James,

That is his other name
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February 4, 2007
PREPARE FOR SLEEPING

Climb a slope as dusk come on,

Berkshires wild with twilit snow—
I see a frozen winter season

Two and thirty years ago

Snow to thigh and sometimes more,

Strenuous to climb, the chill

Pokes the organs in the core,

Thrusts inside to freeze and kill

A cabin with an old tin stove,

A sleeping bag, a narrow bed

Near the summit—now I strive

With something like a careful dread

Move, you bastard, up you climb

I tell myself or else you’ll die

And won’t be found till March mud time—
Use your boots as plows, say I

There’s something moving in the moonlight,

Squirming near a frozen creek

Engraved inside the snow, the night

Swings in shut, my footsteps squeak

Up above a slanted camp

Of cabin roofs, the one where I

Already light the spirit lamp

Prepare for sleeping in the sky
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February 7, 2007

AMBER AND SILK


For N.
Let there be a silken cloth

Larva-spun that would be moth,

And by the weeping of a tree

Entranced and caught, an ancient bee

Silken amber, amber silk,

A rub, a spark, a curious work

That from the rubbing of these things—

A cloth, a stone—grow sparkling wings

Also then from common speech

Rubbing words enchantment reach,

Windless chasms, windy sky,

Deep and dark and light and high
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February 7, 2007

WINDFALL

The northwest wind is back:

“Stay out of my winter forest,”
The fibrous oak trees crack

Like masts of ships distressed

“We’ll snap and fall on you,

Pound you underneath”

The sky a royal blue

The wind the voice of death

But I am still devout,

A beggar and a fool,

The cold wind scraping out

Last year’s holy gruel

The trees are stepping closer

And scratch the window pane,

Come out to us in weather

Of snow and winter rain

We’ll bear the wind and frost

Until our fibers break,

The branches all be tossed

And fall for summer’s sake
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February 8, 2007
A LEADEN BULLET

I saw Moscow in the frost—

A heavy woman slipped and fell—

Mother Country saved and lost,

Ice around the heart of hell

Pushkin Square, a winter storm

Descends, a tragedy deserved,

If only you had not been born

Thus you would have not been served

Did you know he had been shot

A while ago? A charge of treason.

Now a person who is not—

Did they kill him for a reason?

Now the storm begins to whirl,

Helices and columns curl

Where the hexagons unfurl,

Make a banner white as pearls

As he questions see his hair

Turn as white as if he’d aged

Second after second, fear

Or snowfall’s senile camouflage

Angel, angel where are you

Michael and the holy host,

Virgin as the sky is blue,

Seryozha and the Holy Ghost?

An iron wall inside a room

Covered with a blackened stain,

Mary and the holy groom

Let there be no length of pain

Now the snow is deeper still

The drift of what the war has done,

An idiot without a will,

Father, Spirit, and the Son

Let there be less emptiness

Following the sudden shock,

Clemency of God to bless

A leaden bullet in the neck
Pavel Chichikov

February 10, 2007
IRON BREAD

He sat down by the bedside, waiting,

As long as it took to die he stayed,

No grief like grief of your own making,

No grief like penitence unsaid

Bees are dying across the world

The flowering plants have shriveled up—
What have we done? The sun is cold,

The clock unwound of summer stops

The bread He broke already stale,

The son of God already dead,

The maul that drove the iron nails

Has been transformed to iron bread

The blood that ran by flog and thorn

Already turned to sour wine

To something yet to be unborn,

Pitiful and yet divine
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February 11, 2007

MONEY TALKS

The bitch trots quickly, looks behind her,

Someone’s dog, a rabies tag,

Was she beaten like a cur

Her eyes dilated with that stare?

Another stray from who knows where

Begs to wash my dirty car,

He has the same wild look of fear

But like us all he can’t run far

Something beat him down like grass

With sticks of malice, made him cower,

As we may all be broken last

Through evil’s first and wicked power

About sixteen, although a child,

Abandonment the common fate

Of curs and men—who would run wild

Will find that he has shifted late

Money isn’t much to give,

A form of distance and disdain,

As if I’d tipped the bleeding Christ

For all the trouble of His pain
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February 12, 2007

ARMY ON DISPLAY

Hang out your parchment flags, beech saplings,

Flutter them—
The buck and doe observe me climb the hill

Through falling snow—
Beside the frozen creek, arrowheads were buried

Ten thousand years ago,

Something to remember us, our flanks

Mouse brown and winter gray,

The forest standing file and rank,

An army on display

That will not march to war in strength,

Too cold for war today

White peace, peace be with you through

The midnight until dawning,

Deer have sheltered in their yards

Until tomorrow’s calming

Makes the world and all things new

As did the Easter morning
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February 13, 2007

TIMELESS STREET

How the gray streets rose and fled

In winter to Okhotny Ryad,

The scarlet slogans buildings wide—
The living rise like resting bread

What say I? Along that road

Are those I knew still now alive?

Does memory a death bestow

Or do they live and even thrive?

Let me live in peace, not hear

Of those who lived and died, though since

The streets have changed their names and fear

Is deconstructed future tense

I will not ever see them now

Though sometime in the future meet

In that dimension where we go

To walk the length of Timeless Street

More alive than they were then

Since nothing of the soul can die,

More than life in us can spend

Though petty change of it go by

Never will the time be gone

When little Asya ate ice cream

And flapped her arms as if a swan

And left me more than just her name
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February 15, 2007

HIDE

Friday night in Arkhangelsk, many weave and crawl,

Goggle-eyed the cursing drunks rebound against the walls,

Trams hold in a bulging rage, unholy odors rise

From angry Friday citizens beneath the northern sky,

The public is forbidden to dabble in the river,

Severo-Dvina is dirty as a sewer

Polyakov and I stroll past three blocks of flats

That KGB has squatted in: “I’d dynamite those rats—
They have all they need, who put them in the saddle?

Who made them rich? Who made us poor? They think of us as cattle;

We’ll get the right to trade, they won’t be half so proud”

It’s Friday night in Arkhangelsk, and most of us are ploughed

But overhead the summer sky flows northward to the sea,

Lopshenga wakes to early dawn without complicity—
Kartochki and cabins, fish and fishing boats,

She’s lived on those and centuries of cabbage soup and groats,

No roads and never roads but now the choppers come,

From time to time to take the sick and bring her back her sons

A radio to keep in touch, the Center always hears

But cannot see, and that’s the veil of ignorance she wears,

Her face is covered by a mist, a specter of no glory,

And when the dead are buried here, they bring the flatbed lorry

To be the catafalque and hearse, most on foot will follow,

The epitaph in permafrost, but love is never shallow

Blessed isolation, now between two shacks

A motorcycle leans against the outhouse in the back,

No plumbing and no telephone, the toilet is unknown

And where is anyone to ride except to be alone?

Climb as high as sea birds, circle the White Sea

From Murmansk to the islands, find the Solovetski

Sixty years or so before when monks had been put by,

Other inmates in the cells were praying not to die—
A seabird from the south arrived to build a crooked nest,

Officers and prisoners were crushed against its chest—
A bird of prey, the metal beaked, an oceanic shrike

That tore the human heart away and stuck it on a spike

The colonel gave an order: “Build a level road:

Prisoners get ready and do what you are told,

The road must be as level as the surface of a lake,

Death to those who botch it, death for a mistake,

A crystal glass of vodka, goddamn you if it slops,

Set atop my staff car, death for just a drop”

Hide you little village where the wind can’t find you,

May stratospheric eagles not see a speck of dew,

Hide and be invisible and may no road be built,

Neither be the heroine, nor suffocate on guilt,

All you little villages, be the hidden ones

And let the Angel Gabriel come give you hidden sons

The soaring bird will come again, a heart within its talons,

Bloody is its copper beak, each feather is a felon—
Flatten down beneath the sky, innocuous and mild,

Where can be the danger, where can be the Child?

Be the hidden village, heaven in plain sight

While Herod’s getting bloody drunk on every Friday night
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February 16, 2007

THE SCARLET FLOWER

“Hangman Muravyov”

I met his descendant

The greatest drunk in Moscow

I was told

He never hanged anyone

Not that I know of

His only semblance

To a scaffold

Was his height

Otherwise

He was all right

Hangman, Hangman

Curious role

Such benefactors of the state

Swing full weight

The means of its control—
A puppet on a string?

A trap he did not spring

But signed the order

Never slack

Though French cognac

He did not lack

Once I saw

Near Patriarchs’ Ponds

Two fierce policemen

Blue shapkas on—
The night was crystal—
Armed with their

Machine pistols

Where Margarita

Crossed Malaya Bronnaya

And the devil came from hell

Where someone slipped and fell

Bulgakov’s ghost

Still lost?

His flat is up the street

Where once

In such a fluid state

A ghost could cross

Through iron key-holes

See

One scarlet rose

In honor of

The Master’s prose

Are you a ghost?

So am I

We could make

The hangman cry with joy

He’d order us to swing

But since time immemorial

Ghosts are incorporeal

Though some are nearly killed

If evil-filled

By laughter

At what comes after

And others cross the barrier—
I saw the house

Where they shot Beria

Not far from a kvartira

I knew on Vspolny Pereulok

But the view was blocked

By an ochre wall

That history forgot

And yet the ghost crawled

Over it

A louse in time’s crotch

They are all here

If anywhere

On the ring road

Where children drink their beer

Sitting on a step

Taking on a load

While specters beg

For a swig

Of Baltika invisibly—
They are so thirsty

Without a drink of blood

Now all of them so thin

They crowd

Into one steel skull

Like a tram proud-full

Of princely drunks

At the end of the week

Apocalypse

God’s chas pik,

Rush hour—
The world ends now

In a scarlet flower

A scarlet flower

God’s own wound

His heart, his own

His consolation

For the wise invention

Of the cross

Of the Boss

Of the secret state—
And God’s cold sweat

That fell in a garden

That too is a scarlet flower
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February 18, 2007

THE PALM TREE

First they laid fresh palm leaves down

When Christ came riding into town,

Then they burnt them into ashes

Black as sinners’ hearts, He passes

Into distances of grief

Takes with Him the rueful thief

Then they spread them into signs

On our foreheads, death reminds

That we must follow in His track

Foolish on a donkey’s back

Yet I saw the people wait

Silently to hear their fate:

Dust you are and you must be

Ashes to eternity

And gave themselves to be laid down

As if the palm could grow again
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February 21, 2007

ONE-WAY MIRRORS

Prawns, clowns, their carapaces candy-striped,

Their puppet faces comical beneath their waving whiskers,

Mumbling spinnerets and nervous hairy paddles,

Stalk on fragile legs toward watchers at the window

They are so slow and stupid, says the docent, who

Explains these boneless life-forms to the public at the zoo—
Dumb, dumb, all they do is wave at us and eat—
Giant prawns, that's all they are, who stalk on tiny feet

They have no spines, but only knotted cords, no brain

Except a larger knot behind the rostrum of the shell—
She watches them with lofty tolerant disdain,

One phylum at another looking, which can count, and spell

In there fluorescent artificial ocean, temperature control,

Out here a planet’s out-gassed atmosphere, light from a star,

And if the two dumb prawns who stalk are not aware

Of who is looking in—who is also looking inward at us here?

And from where? Would we have seen our own reflections

In the window pane of supernatural objections?

Light in here, down here, and outward, upward dim,

Which is the principle of one-way mirrors, and the spirit wind
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February 22, 2007

THE VIRGIN’S GARDEN

You can’t see heavy wind but you can hear it

And the body thereof is the voice

That which has no hand can shake an oak

And that which has no foot can walk the Earth

That which has no generative organ

Spawns bright winds and lets them spin away

Many forms of life exist although

Some have no bodies to be seen by any human vision

Down came the messenger who took the form of shadows,

Bright sunlight and a voice which spoke

She who saw it saw the form which it assumed—

Another is too bright to see in daylight

Irreducible, it has no need to reproduce

The splendid tapestry of oceanic wings

See, foreshadowing, the airfoils of the albatross

That comes ashore to breed

That comes ashore to nest and breed and brood

But lives for many months above the ocean

Where then may this messenger come home to rest,

What shore land and what boundary of sea?

What wanderings until the sea-blue cloak it saw

Beneath, and fell to Earth, and spoke

Its voice itself a body and its wings

The bright wind in the Blessed Virgin’s garden
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February 23, 2007
TWO PARATROOPERS

One day Lyuba looked down from her window

Above forty-one Taganskaya Street;

She saw two columns of main battle tanks

Parked at the curbs, a land-going fleet

I beheld something even more fearsome

Shortly before that at the Metro:

Two paratroopers questioned a vendor,

Demanded his documents—that’s what I saw

Colossal and fit, cruel in the face

They feasted their fill on the peddler’s dread,

And you inostranetz, do you want something too

To remember us by?  We’ll beat you instead

A tank can destroy a place or a man

But it hasn’t a face to grin at the fear,

It never gets drunk or thinks of a plan

To flatten a town to advance a career

A tank is an instrument under control

That runs with an engine and rolls on a tread,

But the armor of man that covers his soul

Is stronger than steel and denser than lead
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February 24, 2007

WILL THERE BE THAT PLACE?

My father’s cousin three times removed

Bunya—Bertha—a dark-haired lady

Who read Fyodor Dostoevsky

In gymnasium in Ukraine

So long ago and so beloved

Her son, my cousin, studied piano

But switched to the bass at Julliard

His talent was such it wasn’t hard

And the bass had scholarships to win

Gigs at the end for a talented fellow

My father became a precision machinist

He worked on the Grumman lunar module

Making tools that built the LEM

To the tolerance of a ten thousandth mm

Though he’d only had eight grades of school

My father’s father was a tailor

The trade of which he was a master

Could take a bolt of cloth and make

A suit of clothes to custom measure

An artisan he was, God's treasure

Grandmother’s father a fur trapper

Short and bearded to the waist

Loved a drink, was jolly faced

But him I never knew

The living are the few

Some are gone and others scattered

Half had perished in the war

Those I never saw before

They were all slaughtered

And only photographs remained

Others, God knows, I could name

My uncle Frank who died of cardiac arrest—

I was five and he not fifty yet,

Others too, him I might have loved the best

But how can I miss the ones I never met?

A storm of God, a devil’s wave

Of human movement, anarchy

Of nations—some were saved

Or drowned by shadows huger than they knew

Those remaining very few

If now, forever, there were gathered

All the dead and all the scattered

How happy I would be—

And will there be that place

Where I can love them face to face?
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February 26, 2007

REUNION

He sailed away adrift on a morphine sea—

What is this damned life anyway? To die that way.

Frances challenged me to justify

God’s ways to man, and who was I?

Shut up, some good sense told me.

See, there is no God, said she

By the look and challenge of a lover’s eye—

God’s way or nothing, and who was I?

She too carried cancer in her lights and lungs,

They’d both lived long enough on booze and butts,

Had wounds no surgeon’s knife can cut—

Either there’s a life beyond or only dung

There is a riddled nodule in the soul

That answers vanity with vanity,

The living soul a hybrid like a mule

Lurking under heaven in a narrow alley

Once Ernst Thälmann, party leader, said beware:

The black ones of the SS getting close

We’ll send you to the Party school in Moscow, go,

Sanctuary breezes blow you there

But Fritz said no, both had been

German sailors, Fritz a deck hand, Ernst a stoker,

Revolutionaries on the Hamburg docks, Berlin,

Thälmann dead at Buchenwald, Fritz a survivor

Who might have perished in the Stalin purges

Murder being baited in the East,

Instead he felt prophetic danger, urges

Mystifying sent him fleeing toward the West

Ancient history, milked memory’s old cow,

Who cares about this in another century?

His mother kept a shop in working-class Spandau

And there he saw the SD waiting, front and alley

On their trench coats numerals, the means

Of his destruction loaded, ready—

He beat it back to Hamburg in a hurry

Caught a berth aboard a ship to New Orleans

Sixty years to marry twice and die in Boynton Beach

With unpicked backyard grapefruit turning brown,

His early life a steel-hulled sailing vessel on a reach

Between Hamburg and Shanghai, thence to Melbourne

Suffering is bitter in a loved one—

Frances, now deceased, what difference does it make?

Either she knows now, God's fate forgiven,

Or Christ’s suffering deliverance a fake

Devotion made her Friday rage turn sour,

Fritz, his morphined pain, delirium, the final helpless grave,

And now if love’s reunion nullifies departure

It will their Sunday resurrection prove
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February 28, 2007
THE TRANSFIGURATION

In the darkness, deep coldness

Seed remembers sunlight

As we in the night

Of smothering death

Confess God’s greatness

The prayer of Tabor hill was this:

The hour will come

When I will be dust

And You will take me

From a tomb of earth

Spring has come

To green Jezreel

Seen from the height

Of a rounded hill—

And the green world sang the hymn

As the Son confessed

The world of light

It came to Him

So that He blessed

And was the sun
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March 2, 2007

TAMERLANE…


For J.L.

Tamerlane was coming, I heard the horses beat

Their hooves against the roadways, and thresh the standing wheat,

I felt the cities tremble to hear his army shout:

Famine, war and pestilence, the tempest and the drought

Somewhere in a forest, secluded wilderness,

A secret way I wandered, enchanted and distressed

Until I saw a cabin, a roof of evergreen,

Walls of oaken timber, weathered by the rain

Peace was in the courtyard, composure in the room,

A lamp stood on a table, the light a silver dome,

A book with pages opened, an old man sitting near,

Sanctum in the forest free of any fear

I puzzled out the letters, difficult the script,

But as the old man whispered the inner sense of it

Worlds began to flourish, light began to stream

Within the lettered pages and uttered forth a name

I saw it in the letters black as if the space

Between the bright beginning and the walls of paradise—
“I must return and show it to those who are the friends

Of majesty and everlasting glory without end”

I left the old instructor, found the narrow trail

That led me back from safety to the world of dark travail,

Anarchy and pillage – I rallied all who would

Listen to my story, and with the few I fled

But everything had vanished, no everlasting sage,

No evergreen, nor oak, no heaven in a page,

Something of the stillness, a leaf on every side,

And yet the smell of burning and the screams of those who died
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March 4, 2007

THE FIRST DAY OF KINDERGARTEN

A hurricane half-tore her front door off.

That was the start of Lillian’s decline,

For in the black-out, tropical and soft

Hard landing in the bathroom cracked her spine

Winged frailty was swift, as always for the old

Whose eighties seem not too deprived of health,

Some shock, some accident, bad balance uncontrolled

Makes them seem prey-worthy to their death

I remember when she still was young

When I was babyish, as when she left

Me at the kindergarten, lost among

An alien collection, weeping to be kept

Now near seventy, and she near ninety-one,

I will leave her to be schooled, perhaps, and just begun
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March 6, 2007
HERALD ANGELS

Peace on Earth, good will toward men

But some with justice ask us ‘when?’

Fields of limestone, flocks of sheep

Among the shadows wide and deep,

And we who safely float above

Can only herald, only love

But not by mercy intervene,

Light from light His fate foreseen;

Now the sheep in stupid dread

Sense the stirring of the dead

And while the shepherds kneel, adore

Herod curses, wages war

Against the mother and the Son,

The future finished that’s begun

We the angels looking down

See a crack run through the ground,

As from the long and dark abyss

The dead rise up toward paradise
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March 8, 2007
A MOST MYSTERIOUS TRIP

The uptown bus was driven by a donkey

We could hear it heehaw on the intercom

Call the stops and tell us where we’d come from

Where we were going, individually

It was the beast that Christ rode into town,

Pattered tiny hooves upon the palm leaves—

Seated were the publicans and thieves

And also upright citizens, Smith, Jones and Brown

Mr. Smith, your stop is next, Inferno

And after that for Jones—it’s Purgatory—

It knew each destination, flame or glory,

And where each passenger was meant to go

How such creatures drive that have no grip

Is mystery enough, but how it knew

Our names and destinations—what would you

Make of it? A most mysterious trip


Pavel Chichikov

March 8, 2007

WHEN I TURNED TO SEE…

Have you seen the angels?

I’ve never seen a one.

Oh no? said angel Gabriel,

Turn in my direction

See me spread my wings

Hear the rush of wind

That opening them brings—

Are you deaf and blind?

Angels are the words

Of mystery and glory,

I’d never seen or heard

Such a category

When I turned to see

I saw the morning light

Thunder like the sea

Move and scintillate
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March 10, 2007
THE GREAT EMPTINESS

In ‘59 I shipped aboard

The Timberhitch, in Trinidad,

The island of the Trinity

So-called, though not if up to me

Because although the mountainous

Green-smothered red-soiled forests rose

Above a lustrous green cat’s eye,

It was not holy there, nor I

But through the gullet, Dragon’s Mouth,

The strait that runs from north to south

From sea-ward comes a slapping breeze

Toward Venezuela in its lee

A royal dark blue, in ocean drill,

White collared princes swell by swell,

A show of power toward a throne

On which the ocean sits alone

Nothing sacred, raised or blessed,

Splendid faceless emptiness,

Only figures I impressed

On that inhuman wilderness

Down from space the burning rockets,

Nosecones bowling through their orbits,

Ripping waves of atmosphere—
Steaming spray rose through the air

The wounds closed up, the ocean healed

From injuries of glowing steel,

The salted blood of oceans cold,

The nose cone nestled in our hold

I’d see beyond the cutting bow,

The carving, sharp advancing prow,

The perfect seam of wave and sky,

The faceless bright immensity

Nothing more, the eye corrupt

That knew not how the sea held up

The steps of Him who walked, as once

He did on Lake Tiberius

I would have seen if I had looked

Christ drive His sheep with shepherd crook,

Direct His dogs with shepherd songs,

The winds that drive the waves along
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March 13, 2007

WHAT DO YOU HUNT?

Up and down the mountain

Up and down

Looking for the little hawk that should be there

See it in the forest, on the ground

Then it rises to a wind-stripped maple bough

Little hawk with white-barred wings

A curving beak and slate gray shoulder

Not a fledging, yet not older

What have you found?

Your folded wings are neat and round

A sleepy winter mole that’s just come out

A shrew that needs to feed

I saw the wiggle of its snout

That’s all I need

When I on more of these am fed

My plumage will turn brown and red

A grackle or a sparrow

A robin or a thrush’s marrow

And I will nest

My russet breast

What do you hunt? said she

What will you find?

A nest, I hope

Of summer green

Another kind
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March 14, 2007

MV TIMBERHITCH, JULY 1959

I stood on the deck of a coastwise freighter

Converted now to a picket ship

As she loitered sluggishly on her station

Through floating tufts of chrome sargassum

Three thousand tons of steel, concrete,

Holds converted to carry timers,

The instruments that track the flight

Of Redstone rockets launched downrange

But now, tonight, the launch postponed,

The crew in the fo’c’s’le playing cards,

Light from the portholes, human voices,

The docile sea begins to dream

A mask of evening, gray and supple

Drapes the dusk, the waiting sea,

The first of stars above the taffrail,

Golden buttons, diskless, gleaming

Look up, look up, the sky is threadbare

The mesh of air is thin, transparent,

Space itself no barrier

To light that comes from light enormous

Flame as old as sea and Earth

Eternity’s colossal fire

That through the pinhole of the pupil

Slips a narrow golden wire

So that the small may know the great

As may the great may regard the small,

Since from the ship I look above

And from above great ships look down
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March 15, 2007

COMBING HER HAIR…

Combing her hair with cold spring rain

Earth looks at herself

Pregnant with roses
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March 16, 2007
SUITE FOR THE SPRING EQUINOX, 2007

Kindly move over and give me some room

Between the brass piccolo and the bassoon—

There’s a soft instrument that I can play:

The cello of moonlight, the cello of day

The strings are the darkness between the moon beams

But also the bars of the sunlight on streams,

Minnows can swim through the bridge in the shallows

Owls through sound holes that open the shadows

Now for the music, burst is the bud,

Minuet, passepied, bourree, gavotte,

A drum in the forest, a woodpecker spoke,

The first of the bloodroot, the first morning cloak

Rosin the sunlight, fiddle for seed,

Wind in the willows serves for a reed,

Up the great Maestro, the bright shining one:

Raise the baton, Spring has begun
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March 20, 2007

TOGGLE

There is a golden toggle in heaven—

Colts’s Foot or Spring Beauty to grow here

At the trailside
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March 23, 2007
MURDER

Behind the glass door the hallway is dark

But the hall on my side is light, I can see

A cadaver's face, my reflected image—

Whoever you are in the glass, are you me?

Depress the switch, I depart and vanish,

Nothing remains but a darkened door,

First a flatness and then a darkness—

I am a reflection and nothing more

Pull up the switch so the circuit closes,

The image returns, but only until

I remain in the light and dark opposes—

It’s only an image that I can kill

What is within me that truly lives?

Not a reflection the darkness gives
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March 24, 2007

THIRST

The holy well is lost or never was

Though we have drunk the water of it, none

Can tell you where to find it now—

Lost spring, lost consolation, and we thirst

Like Christ who hung for hours in the sun

Well of blessing, deep shade and repose

Beneath the linden or the elder oak

Now stifled underneath a square of stone,

Or where He stopped before Samaria

Sat to rest His weariness and spoke:

I am the well, I am the water of your thirst,

I am the spouse who will not die,

I am, I was and will be ever more

I am refreshment and imperishable drink

I am I


Pavel Chichikov

March 26, 2007

THE CROSSING

I lead her through the shining river

That slides across a sloping bed,

Obsidian it runs and scours

But will not rise above our heads

But she is fearful who was not,

The stream undisciplined and wild,

A stream of ink that does not write,

A mother younger than her child

We hear the rumbling of the spate,

Far away the flood rolls down,

Death is urgent, will not wait—

Cross with me, the time comes soon

Fear not, do not wait but wade,

Cross with me, the peaceful bank

Shadowless is like a shade

Where all may rest, and praise and thank
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March 29, 2007

AN ARCH OF BRICK

In that place to which we came a window

A river flowed beyond it, wide as war,

Gray, on which a rain began to fall,

A mist to rise and then a rain once more

The farther bank, an arch of reddened brick

High and wide, enormous emptiness

From taper at the top to hollow base

Behind the swiftly clearing rain and mist

It is the end of us, and nothing left,

A cavern in a cliff across a stream,

And yet we saw in minuscule a house

Nestled in the ruin in this dream

A house too far across to see detail

And woe to us if even this should fail
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March 31, 2007

THE JEWELER

Fabergé could have made

Hepatica, the small spring flower

Its delicate lavender

Round petals and its stamens made of gold

But who could make it grow

Or draw the dark spring rain

From the soil, the late snow,

Nor would the living root remain

My father set diamonds in round

Rings of platinum,

But such a ring was never found

In the shade, on a fine-hair stem
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April 2, 2007

EVERGREEN


For Eric Church
Just as ancient oceans fold

In naps of schist and gneiss around

The nubs of crumpled mountains, old

Collisions that astound,

Year by year the lace of green

That resurrects the winter-seen,

The copper-gray denuded hills,

By some embodied will

Veils again the forest rides.

Not forever can there last

The rising of the earth that hides

The future in its past

But as the Lord on Easter rose

By that which love forever chose,

So His desire is to give

Evergreen by which to live
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April 4, 2007

BIRTHDAY FAVORS

Beech tree buds, brown cigarillos,

Tobacco brown until unrolled,

Wrapped as tight as elf umbrellas,

Envelopes against the cold

Embryos of beech tree leaves,

Infantry inside the pods,

Emerald within the sheaths,

Charming playthings rolled by God

Favors in their multitudes

Gifts for those who would attend

The birthdays of beatitudes,

April beauty without end

But I have seen a strange procession,

Satan of the beard and hoof

Following a benediction,

Envious and yet aloof

A tie, a suit, a shirt and sleeves—

If he could he would destroy

Bole and branch and twig and leaves,

For he despises birthday toys
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April 6, 2007

BLESSED IS HE…

On a cold spring morning

Christ rose

Though a cold wind combed the myrtle and the palm

The north still reigns

And the white weather of the near frost

Covers the garden of Gethsemane

The world does not welcome

Its own salvation

The wounds of Christ still bleed

Do not touch

For though He has ascended to the Father

Red footprints cross the garden paths

Who will recognize the risen Christ

As he walks the road to low Emmaus

In the late sunset shadows?

Let Him break new bread and utter blessings

Lift the cup and say:

Blessed is He who sanctifies the vine
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April 8, 2007
THE LIBRARY

The Library, and why so full

Of children searching for a book?

What volume was I reading through?

O children, where you’re looking, look

Dirty shelves and disarranged,

One book of secrets, where to find?

The room is full of sun-beam dust

And out of order in the mind

But I have seen it, wooden cover

Shattered and a scorching hole

Blackened round the edges, paper

Tunneled by a lightning bolt

Who can read it? In the temple

Christ the rabbi sits His throne

And teaches law invisible

Since He and only He atones
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April 9, 2007

JONES

You found me, but where? Was I there?

Titanium long bones—Call me Jones—
And helmet head of bronze and eyes

Of quartzite, gelatin and lead—have you been fed?

I do not eat your food—forgive if I sound rude—
My energy is solar—if residence not polar—
My thoughts are ones and aughts

Yet somehow flow in channels that you know

Dreams and visions mated with my practical decisions

Such is my sex—sleep and its effects—
And so I reproduce—the metaphor is loose—
Yes, I sleep, my hibernations laugh and weep

For I can feel what is unreal and real

May regret what I may not get

This is my intelligence, and innocence

My comedy, my tragedy

That what should be is nothing that I see

And what I see often should not be

My brain has many states as there are gates

Though which in Josephson may tunnel my electrons

As many sorrows as my photons burrow

Excuse me, who are you? Do you live here too?

My name is Jones—do you live alone?

I am alone always, all ways, these and any other days
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April 10, 2007
NIGHT RAIN

The midnight rain deforms all footprints

Even in the garden of Gethsemane—
How can we follow what no one can see?

The weight of Him bends not even the violets

What trail or trace in the souls of us,

Where the unmagnetic compass

What clue in the wind, what feeble scent?

Follow Him deeper, He is within,

Follow the dark to find the light

Though rain may fall before midnight
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April 12, 2007
YOUR TRANSFIGURATION

Who are you, what is your being,

Asleep, unwaking, never seeing

Are you shell, a carapace?

Magic is the force of love

The soul forever breathing, hearing

Sounds of thunder, light of space

Awake, awake, and yet you sleep

As did the dullards in the garden

Who could not see an angel keep

Watch above the shepherd’s sheep –

But still you dream though God is risen

Sleep through your transfiguration

The world a stanza sung in Genesis

Harmonized by God’s betrayer’s kiss

Lamps illuminating Jesus’ face

Rhyming with their meeting, interlaced,

World and metaphor, allusion meet

When Christ the savior washes Peter’s feet

For when they wash the body of their king

The shadows bow, the stars of heaven sing
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April 14, 2007
SAINT ANTHONY AND THE CRAPPIE

Preach to fishes? Sure, why not?

Let them poke their pointy snouts

Above the surface of the pond—

The carp, the crappie and the trout

Sanctified, the fishes won,

They slap their fins together, spout,

The Father, Spirit and the Son—

The carp, the crappie and the trout

Their eyes are round and lidless, stare,

Their heads are shaken once or twice,

They lash their tails, the sign of prayer,

And who’d deny them paradise?
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April 15, 2007

SMEAGOL’S AMBITION

Pray, what’s the matter with filet of gar?

When eaten at once it's delish,

From the tongue to the tail to the cold caviar

Nothing as good as raw fish

Eel is a slippery catch I adore

It wriggles through many tight things,

Like crevices, cracks and key-holes of doors

But also auriferous rings

Now listen to me, Smeagol’s the name,

Be you warrior, wizard or orc,

None of your gravy and none of your blame

If I nosh without knife, spoon or fork

If you had the one ring, which if you put on

You could catch many fish without trouble,

You could eat up your fill from midnight to dawn

And then disappear like a bubble

Ring of most precious delectable power

Ring of my breakfast and lunch,

Ring of the wraiths and Ring of the Tower

Ring of my favorite munch

Sauron the wizard has planets for eyes,

World on the half-shell his dish,

But mine’s an ambition that goes with my size:

Small sushi of fresh-water fish

Pavel Chichikov
April 14, 2007
VIRGINIA BLUEBELLS
Virginia bluebells

Ring down the deep blue sky

Wrecks of a spring storm

Splinter on the creek

And the sky itself

The tallest tree of all

Rises overhead
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POWERLESS BATTLE
 For Joseph Pearce

I’ve eaten salmon from the purest stream near Mosfels

Caught by the son of Sigurthur Magnusson

Where the poet, warrior, scoundrel Egil Skallagrimson

Saved his life with verse at the hall of the King of York

Who split many a skull in Norway, east to Russia

Who saved the throne of Athelstan, king of England

Buried his treasure with Irish slaves and his skull

Huge, misshapen, to be found by weaklings thereafter

For all its wealth this new world a midget world

Where poets, who are no poets, are slavish clowns

The souls of the highest are shrunken threadbare clouts

This is no place for poets, the greatest the dead

The salmon, no longer wild, are filled with poisons

Most of the highest are slaves of the meanest power

Christ the warrior king is king of the truth

He scorned the fiend who offers dust for bread

The salmon poisoned, the seas are filled with ordure

Those who betrayed the garden live as the dead

Once again the pagans consume their horseflesh

That is, the meat of the ghost who runs on the hill

The child is exposed on the mountain of the sterile

The bitch devours her whelp or offers it up

God help us, let us go down in desperate battle

The few who keep their faces, those of men
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[A poem based on a powerful dream, after a day in which I was reminded of a saying I read once, possibly written by Romano Guardini: the Church is the Cross on which Christ was crucified.]
NIGHTS AND DAYS

As priests and wimpled sisters leave the church

A tall old nun stands near the entrance—
Her face is covered with a spotless bandage

Which she removes to speak in whispered confidence

The nun you seek is not among this lot:

You won’t find me in there, but in the Wounds,

I am your patroness, your saving guide

The one who came to help when you were buried

I who gave you gifts to use for love’s

Bright charity of poetry, but now

You won’t find me in there, not there,

For in that place my heart they won’t allow

My heart is joy and singing in the praise

Of my beloved’s earthly nights and days,

And of the time when hope and faith sustain

No more, no need, and only charity remains

The heart, the blood of doves, the dropping seed

Of Precious Blood, the shining perfect ruby

Droplet of the One who hangs and bleeds—
The sacrifice of Christ that hovered on the sea
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April 21, 2007
THE LIFETIMES OF MEN

We went climbing at sunset

When the air is cool, and the winds calm

A long way to go

Let those shadows manage for themselves

We won’t be back again

Let them slide as they wish

The stream is white and the trees are black

But the stars are ever what they are

In the lifetimes of men
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