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IDEALS

I used sometimes to become a man,

but becoming a man was a complex and
painful transformation, and after a
while I decided to become a wolverine
for good. As a man I was always sorry
and longing, but as a wolverine I am
strong and pure. As a man I would be
called a misanthrope. I am aloneness
and hostility. This is my virtue, -not
my failing. .Only at mating time do

I even seek out my own kind. We couple
and we part. Men think us vicious

and cruel only because they see

their own viciousness and cruelty
mirrored in our snarls, and they

are jealous of our essence. As a

man I was confused and distraught

in all ways, at all times, but as

I am now, I am wholly wolverine.

I have no apologies, no excuses.

I want to be left alone, and will

do anything to stay that way.

I am unrestrained antisociality.

The other animals know me as I am.

Men will never understand, because
they are inferior. To be a man was
nothing. To be a wolverine, even the
last one on earth, is everything.

My hackles are raised forever.
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BARRED OWL SUITE

for Jenny: 1987

l.

Centuries from cities, no job, I don't care.

Maybe I could die with you now.

I told someone we were going to spend all our savings
And kill ourselves. We could walk out into the woods
And just keep walking until we fell.

Then crawl up under a rock ledge above a stream

And go to sleep in each other's arms.

Let the woods eat us. 1It's the only way I could do it -
Just going to sleep on an unimaginably beautiful summer
Night, and not waking up again on this earth.

2.

I know that life is not freedom.

But I can't believe that death is either.

And I am perversely attached to this flickering consciousness.
I like the idea of spending a few more years here with you,
Listening to the drone of insects, the winter winds,

The woodthrushes and bluejays.

Suicide seems the ultimate act of sadness,

Most of the time. I am going to try to die

Without being completely drowned in sadness.

3.

Yesterday, finding the barred owl feather,

And ten minutes later hearing its song filling the woods
We had just left, makes it all seem worthwhile

In some incomprehensible way.

The owl was calling us back to life, but not to this one.
I can still hear it, reverberating deep inside my body.

I thought how beautiful it would be to live out there,
But I might have been thinking of suicide.

To have been born human is not one of the greater glories
On this earth.
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FUR

In the simpler times,
We threw sticks into the fire

Deep into the night.
We listened to the beings passing

Through the ﬁoods behind us,
We looked into their eyes

As they paused to sniff the air.
We drowned in their silences.

We drank the moonlit streams,
We sank into the earth.

We chanted songs to each other,
Soft and low, in a strange language.

This was in the simpler times.
We had everything then.
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BOOK III: SONGS OF THE GREEN HERMIT
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THE UNINHABITABLE IMAGE

This is not my sun,

This is not my earth.

These words are memories of where I am,
Dead voices that walk inside me at night
To return to the silence of animals.
This is not my skin,

These are not my people.
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THE PATH TO GREEN EVENINGS

In deep hollows, lingering,
Silver shadows of ice and snow,
Sere browns and greys flow
Around the bone-colored trees.

Haunted by the songs of ghost-birds
One day soon to return.

Winds, high and pauseless,

The fall of light and mist

Into pools of still gold,

And the dark ice jewels

Clinging to a stone breast,
Awaiting the hermit of the leaves.
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VISITATION

You are the stone

In my hand, under water,
The black owl of my throat
Casting its lunar spell.

I walk, while you are gone,
In the image of you.

I drink white words
From a violet flask,
And listen to the river
As I sleep. I speak
From underground,
Drunk on the red mists
And winter's flint,

An infinity of black
Branches in my tongue,
A planet of iron
Resting in my hand.

The town is years away.
My vigil is under stones,
In the ringing glass

Of moonlight. As I walk
In your image my fingers
Move in clear water

Into the shape of an owl,
Calling to me as softly
As the trees of dusk.
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THE ELECTROCUTION OF THE MOTHS

TIo Luna Cecropia
Sphinx Hawk Hummingbird
wings sizzle smoke crumple

the great beauties fall to the streets
the last of their line

Some day there will be no more
metamorphoses

No myths that can be remembered

Nothing will be called anything
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KINGFISHER

We want nothing

Beyond what we have:

Wind and shadow,

Silver-green echoes of the ancient river
Shimmering along the edges

Of the brilliant wings

That have unfolded

From our backs.

Beneath invisible moons

Of snow

I have placed your body

On the marble altars

Of the spring

That rises from the earth,
Tall and slowly,

To drown in the winegold light
Around our hands,

Long frozen

In the cold black grasses,

As we await the coming

Of the purple cloaked galaxies,
The crested splendor of your
Presence.
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GREEN BANK NOCTURNE

The giant moon fills

The pastured hollows,

My breath falls asleep
Beneath dead-leaf wings,
And awakens, in the pulse,
Under the whippoorwill's
Dark throat of summer.

Long grass fills the room,
A nest of gold,

As I become your song,
And the world is faint
With the last things
Perishing.
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WAYFARER

Awaiting the green moons

Of sumner,

Your eyes hold all the ruins
Of winter in their keep,
Nights of ice and blindness,
The terror of awakening
Again and again

In rooms of clawed steel.
But already the bloodroot
Ansvwers your longing,

And the bluebells echo

Your soul in the hollows.
Soon the spring will be
Your gown of lace and emeralds,
The summer an endless golden sleep.
Feast then

On the red grape

And the russet light,

Drink deeply of this honey
And pass on,

Beneath the shadows

Of the silent crows.
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CICADA NYMPH

I have no need of song or wings.

I want only to drink of this great root,
Flexing my amber legs in the black earth.

I do not want to rise in light

Or fill the green hours with ancient music.

I might turn into gold or crystal,
Ensorcel the rich white neck of summer
And chant eternity's secrets for a season;
Then fall from bark to dark dust,

Or be imprisoned in a bamboo cage,

Dry and songless as the chimes of August.

But I do not want to be born.

I would instead stay here,

Never leaving my root-mother,

My maple, blind and moist and safe
Beneath the whole planet.
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WHERE THE GIANT MOTHS GO TO DIE

There is a place between summer and autumn
Where I go to write the echoes of your words
In the indigoes of silence,

There, where the white lilacs

Are still reflected in the night waters,
Awaiting the touch of a darker bird.

I watch the world die slowly,

In the moonlight,

I am the eyes of the fields there,

Grey in half sleep,

Gazing back at this unrecognizable world.
Here are my messages, then,

Made of the particles of your voice.
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THE CHILDHOOD OF AUTUMN

Through evening mists,
Glimpses of snow and dead leaves
On the distant hillsides.

Within the rippling circle of doves,
A luminous grey silence,
The wet green scent of woodsmoke.

Spring shadows

Of ice and snow,

The russet sleep

Of an ancient light-

While birds robe the air in song,
A cold, dark April
Rains down its dark petals.
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EVENSONG

Gold sun,

Torn from the storm,

Held in the dark

Hands of the river,

The light of cemeteries
Shines upward from you

Onto our broken faces.

Speak now, sun,

From the flood of voices
Carrying you

Away from our feet,

Deep into the evening,

Back to the brooding emptiness
That closes around the planet
Of the lone cricket's song.
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BECOMING SECRET

Close the curtains so that only the distant
Deep red glow of the sunset
Can be seen behind them.

Think then of the green heron perched
On the dead branch like a marsh god;
Of the dark blue bunting

Half hidden in a tent of leaves;

Of the woodthrush singing

To our preterhuman memories

In timeless hollows

Where the white dogwoods float

In a perfect arrangement of mist.

Shut out what can be seen

And live again, invisible and still,

In the real world,

With blacksnakes and winter wrens,

The huge, infallible rocks

And the eternal and superior intelligence
Of lichens.
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AFTERIMAGES

Echoes return from the coming autumn.

Here, yellow cries rise in our path

From the long dry grasses, and the red coal
Of the ever more distant sun

Is swallowed by the ancient green.

The birds migrate backward through

Night and time to the origins of summer:;
Shadows envelope us as we sink into water,
Our breaths stir the cicada shells

As we pass from one exile to another.

Our lives are still there:
In the darkness of the trees,
Frozen in between the cuckoo's notes.
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THRESHOLD

I enfold myself

In forgotten voices,
The words

Of leaves, stones,
Roots.

My hands

Lost

In the woods,
Submerged

In thrush-light,

In the body of earth.
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FOLKLORE

It is late,
And I have things to say.

My face has been under stones,
Chewing on larvae.

I have seen stars drowned
In light, deep in the woods.

I have floated through the night
Into the cities of salamanders.

When the owls formed a canopy
Over my head and told me their tales,

I began my vigil of silence,
Turning the world back into words.





