
































































































































Two small children had sailed from shore
now out in the middle of the sea
the lights always glowing in their little ship
a single star on the endless ink

Day and night they drift along
alone in the middle of the vast ocean
nothing else can be seen
naive and young

All day the sun beats on the floor
an empty quiet
at time the sea looks like
a mountain range
at times a field of clouds



Back to back
on one shared deck

the little girl turns to the boy
eyes squinting in the sun
memories erased

and he looks back face to face

But they barely know a word
on a tiny ship
(by comparison to what surrounds -

their world
the environment) -

how long the deck
that they can still stand far apart
and facing back to back

it shrinks and stretches and they can make circles endlessly
watching the sea learning its character
day by day adding more words to their vocabulary

Not another ship in sight
only the chronicler of stories beholds

what is alone, what no one will ever be there to see.



how many vistas they saw over lengthy days
playing over the waves,
making everything that can be
out of the moonlit sea

'It looks like glass,’
she said one day,
studying the pane
she was seeing for the very first time

then finding a familiar form
for what it could still not fully explain

The invisible watcher who watches when nothing exists that can see
remembers when they left a shore so distance now neither one remembers

the long life that came before

They were children,
almost babies
and very excitedly had reached a sandy shore
from an even murkier past
that quickly dissolved to only that

The ship had appeared to be waiting
lonely and quiet
but pulsing with the ghosts of distant memories
that they lived through as their vey own stories, their futures, their lives.

And that was how the boy and girl began
to become a true woman and man
fleshed out with all possible colors and textures
speaking a bright, lucid tongue known in any land.



In the nights
they both know silence
the loveliest music comes on
with the lights that never go out

They are blind to the scene
They are too busy living the adventure to cry
at the heartbreakingly aching beauty
of what their little world is
for the book of tales.

Those night minutes last for hours.
That is when they most freely practice language.

They are going nowhere,
but then, they even stop.

Like this, a party emerges,
a feast
and everyone dances
and jokes
and laughs
and drinks

a miracle that a crew
emerges from only two
in the morning is gone —
but how many more words did they learn.



There is a ship in the middle of the sea
crewed by a party of ghosts.
Its lights burn bright for eternity
its flags wave in the wind,
like colored dots and spots of light
on the silent calm black salty mist

sailing forever
never moving
it spins in place
as the world rotates;
they alone know it is backwards:
the land is moving;
they're in place.

No one around to see the sight.

If you go far enough into the dark
maybe you'll spot the glow in the night,
lovely and all alone, from afar.

Maybe if you are lucky
vou will dance and drink on board,
get lost in the standstill blur
before you awake in the sun
as you were before.
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There is a ship in the middle of the sea
the only one in the ocean's blur
with its lights on for eternity

standing still in the middle of the world.

Every night the crew is dancing
their laughter rings across the waves

crashing into the soft whispers
upon the hull made by salty sprays.



Given your hand from the hidden deck,
Never what you expected to get
As your tasks unfold, laid out before you
with the other's matching set.

Out of the chaos the path's made clear
as the steam clouds ebb. Your body trembles
out of fear of the uncharted territory
never crossed because it's deadly;
Will you be your own's explorer
to shake up your point of view?
Will you cross through all the sea
though common sense would say not to?



'The sea ooks oddly calm today,’ said the boy
speaking at last in full sentences,
leaned on the raiiling,
watched the horizon,
squinty eyed,
relaxed,

no sight of shore
it goes on like this forever
horizon to horizon
no matter how they move
no matter what they learn,
how many words and
ways to speak they know

but in the distance, a storm
approaching; he tasted it in the air.
'l haven't seen that kind before,’
she said; her voice was rather weary
from all the other storms they'd seen

How many times had she said that already?
Yet never did they tip over,
he gave a reminder

and braced himself
to be ready
to take full command of all his senses

as the sea once more
would never end

and they would skate
along its surface.



It tossed them recklessly to and fro
thrashing, swaying, spraying,
aiming to stay afloat

the sea was relentless today.

They would barely maneuver

Another one passed
in the end
and they rested,
'not yet bested!
he thought vicoriously
looking over at the swirling canvas down below,
their capricious foe

'who will never go away, she said

'But also, at times, a friend.’

'Indifferent at best.'
An element to be witnessed

'l didn't know what to do when the waves blew up like that.'

'Another lesson learned.’

She stared at the water, too, hanging everpresent...



All calm on days like this,
what does the sea hint at
on its surface?

How [ saw the sea today,
it came to me in such a shape —
For a moment it appeared.
But | can't think in
such design now that
| am not there.

Every moment, a million villages,
worlds birthing and dying in minutes;
in mere inches, miles are crossed;

all this glimpsed, but cannot be You were not
brought to the surface, relayed, with me to see it.
and barely understood, perceived. And | cannot
They looked at each other, blankly make you see
with too much to say that way.
and not one single word for any of it. How do | make you

understand words

| cannot even say?
Any part can connect to any other part...

what marvelous engineers built such a machine?

The sea has a temperament
| watch it always
day after day — it changes twice:
once, the caprice of the sea itself,
twice, the change behind my own eyes.
And all the kinds of light that fall
are multiplied as life cartwheels on.

| watched it form.
The words
and turns
are never those
which you expect.
Unable to find
translation for its phrases,
| was merely struck dumb
as | tried to follow the course
and every motion | made was wrong
(it showed by surprise).
The whole spoke
every facet,
and the truth,

of one word: free Words say so much less than movement,
and memory can barely store

Most sentences begin with |
but on the sea, sometimes it drops
and leaves a space for naught to fill,
a window for which there exists no word,
though some form is striving to come,
but on those days is it never enough.



From a play | can never translate,
a drama performed but once,
for one, a million, or none,
| absorbed the richness of that word
worth more than our whole lexicon

swirling in and out,
dissolving, changing form,
becoming unrecognizable
even before its own
(but a catalog of forms
lacking formal record),
vet it never loses
its one word.



They behold a forever cerulean sky
sailing ever upon a vessel whose light never dies
in the middle of the sea
in the middle of a spinning world
while the sounds of ocean songs murmur below,
tantalizingly, curiously, as freely as they

feel they were born to be
together

In a moment out of time
a star burned all its light
the universe won't be the same again

They witnessed the dance
of the whole universe
around them,
within them
like this over long days and inexplicable nights
they grew through their youth
every day, a new year

each hour, another secret passing through
appears on their skin the cerulean sky
and eventually fades — they witness it deepen
such is reality and darken

every shade, like a dance,
pouring into their eyes
and upon the horizon
they beheld the sun turn to blood red
and call an end this unearthly cerulean day

and in the quieting twilight,
the magic they found momentarily over the sea
had led them into a long, long lull...
where they waited beneath stubborn clouds,
hungry for the stars again


















searching pushing

through
layer all my faces
upon layer are not my own
break the floor evermore but are stories in the sea
waves break open
She saw a shadow of an old riverman what you hold
gazing into water below, as if remembering when you fall beneath

a life he had never lived before walking home
but that evening and the next morning his mind
was still in the whispers he heard almost
noiselessly. She could never see the somber
look of the face always partially turned
away inward

With form
and °?

we swim through the sea
a world of shadows

our love
hiding worlds -
- it grows
come it frees us from the body burden
to discover Break glass walls
to blind with

pull back the seaweed

to lighten the load
see your love

_ 2?27?27
to multiply S
the self
and selves
He saw in her at first a
beautiful girl dancing under
light but after time where she stood,
she was swallowed up by a witch
And many witches, throwing inescapable shadows upon
monsters, killers, their love.
strangers lurked in the ocean. He remembered the

terrifying morning when a
monster emerged from the
shadows and left the sea different
forevermore... thundering with one burst of force through the valley



| cannot think in this place
with my black and white mind
with the frantic rules of daylight
they look for road signs and gain misdirection
the new forms are found within suspension

If a sunlit sign | interpret
as end of the story
or hard-cut border,
| spend many hours in despair
trying to put it together with obsolete logic.

Enter the sphere and a new way comes out
and the place you were grasping toward is found.
The next steps easily bloom out from fresh wind

and of their own they reveal the new.

And you understand as you move through —
but cannot explain to the daylight you.

Work like Death —
| have only — the blink of
and eye — waiting to die
Beholding my companion
watching me work —
that's all it is.
There's no disease.

And all the garden is a map

And one day the roads will clearly come out
of what looks like nonsense to viewers today.

But it was laid out all at once, you see

and | am only able to draw a part

Losing myself

e’ | | do it but
and finding aga.ln don't see it
the rapture and joy
of sinking in | forget the grass
the dammed | forget the trees
up pain | wake up again
there always Drop all land
felt when relaxed  the sense of world
and un-ignored the framing practice
when | am to make order — there you are

myself again ever on your own



| cannot speak in words to you,
my love,
only show you to the mysterious
drowning once, we are breathing now
in a fragrant garden.

Anything is anything here
form as malleable as film
as any material to flow sounds
it all flows through
and we are connected, no matter how
by the tie between “you” and “I”.

How can | love you when there is no |
and “you” are fading into pieces?
| am becoming a garden
and you were merely one of my visions,
for a time?

If, later, you wander the forest, find yourself lost and very solid,
find my sigil: pieces broken, hanging, around an empty center;
and | will remind you of who you are.



Who was he? He turned out to be many.
The deeper they walked
down unfamiliar roads
the more became clear,
in painful, unpredicted turns

The deeper they walked,
the more they saw
but not each other as they were
the scenery was always the story and
they never retained their shape for long
but only as long as the light revealed,
by the angle it fell, a face concealed

ANCIENT MOTIF OF ETERNAL FAILURE

(illegible)

they wandered so many pockets of the sea,
its nights and gardens;

the ocean contained a forest

just as the forest contained the sea

| work when I'm tired
| work when alone
| work to the bone



old stories
one bleeds into another

A song Is over

and it has lived
to fade away

the you and | in it

So splash the colors all over
bleed out all over
every tale

to find a thread among the bearer
'mong us together

among what's left

And in this way
nothing falls out of its place

among the lines

And all the while you never knew
only had to do what you do

as something came about you were never moving



The sea holds a mystery out of my reach

How could | think | would ever get through?

Maybe | brought along too many notions
when | dove in,
to go below

The sea met them all,
wrapped gently around them
rather than calling each out by its name

If | wanted to see a map, | saw it

If | wanted to find buried treasure, it was there

| carried a vision of finality
from the moment it swallowed me whole -
| knew already the end, in my mind -

which the sea does not hold

a frantic search for what else lies beyond these words



Hidden behind his many faces

who he was
was never
to be seen
roads through the fog
and through every wave the girl understood
show a different side | will never truly see you

of an unknowable face
look around it

but never right at it
The sea parted ways

and filled back in
as they swam through
having lost direction

All the trickery |
of the sea An arrow never oriented
ic to make arcing through the blue
you understand In such a state a land
the ocean drew of breaking,
apart forming
veil after veil after veil mystery

The curtains parted
for the Never
as the boy and

Tunnels through the Never
girl fell through

a neverending journey
a timeless evolution
a lifetime to swim through



behind your mind
another wave is brewing
before you can understand

ride the wave
fight the wave
It consumes you

fight the wave
and you
none of these are my home beco.me part
| keep going deeper of it |
you strengthen it
you make it
you lead it to
its conclusion
where it was heading without you
It will make you —
you will owe your life
to the movement
Every wave of waters and winds
brings with it
new eyes
and every new eye
sees and speaks but look
at least see

of a different world
stop to think

resist what's breaking us
even if you remain
the last human being

The world is growing and growing and growing
until it breaks into multitudes
the world's reproducing asexually
through out sexual instincts



Fools in love
will build the house
with the Sun upon it
at the Crossroads
until word gets out;
will stand a door
for travelers to find
themselves in and out
walking the Seam
and stepping across it
until the rest of the world
closes in
and fools in love
will remain preserved
in ash for the rest of the world,
locked in embrace,
when the War comes in



I'll be your example
I'll be your fool
I'll walk along singing for you to trample

I'll fall in the sea;

Will you fall with me?

Then you and | both
Could be a fool

Two fools together

In this world
Would have no need
To do or say anything

Two fools in love
~ but real fools, know ~
Would be the sign
Of Apocalypse

Thus the house at the road
With the sun
Cannot remain standing up too long.



she could not force his face to be shown...
she sat beside him on the floor
and felt, also, the enormous weight
he bore of an unsolvable story, walls that could not bend —
and then the ocean floor broke through

and the sea around was new
under open waters heretofore unknown
depths and poles and
another lifetime shown

the first time they fell into darkness
once again, and all dissolved
she grabbed the hand of that old man who was shown the way there
but he was gone
disappeared into the swirls of water
like he never was,
and all the land they crossed,
they never crossed

Inside the waves
the falling girl and boy never stood still
on their way to the other side...
on their way to the bottom of the sea...

on their way to another shore...
suddenly she was alone

in the sea
with no reason to be
lured there
and dropped in the middle...

What's to see is behind
all words
and not bound

to stories When | almost see something,

or see (always) almost something,
| follow its course into unknown
crevices. You say you do this, too.
| realize I'm enamored
by self-deception,
like you.



Like seaweed

All the sea retains its mystery
below the surface forever dark to me
only taste the depths but never fully dive
to the bottom of infinity
before it hides
into seemingly nothing,
into a blank gaze,
into closing the door
with a simple wave

How do you hold the sea so contentedly
as if made to be all the waves and be
a body walking alone on your way
from a distance pulling, a tidal wave.

she faded lines

coming undone

little by little

at the end

until there was

no more

and would he remember
what brought him through?

And why the traversal?
The question

hung infinitely —
everywhere and nowhere
outside of all faces

he was nobody
no —somebody new —

So the sea disappears
or the sea never was
so the oceans we crossed
we were not aloft
we were never in danger
but from declaring we'd stop
and step off to the shore.

And she had dissolved

into the waves — never anyone
she no longer found a form
nothing of her
washed up on a shore

And when he
ended up alone
washed up on a shore
when the sea fell away —

No memory such words did not exist
No ‘_StOFV and never were
having gone

through the sea
it was no longer needed

And from the eye of he
the story continues —

the story cleaved open and down its middle not knowing 'she’' —
forcing them outward and drifting apart and the little girl of the ship
seeing new portions within the oceans — was gone or had never been —

and no longer knowing what the other one saw gone from anybody's memory...



The sea came down upon his shoulders
every single wave
falling falling to his feet
and farther
far below
until the sea was all beneath him

and his eyes could sense the air
the glimmer shortly overhead
reminders of the bordered land
he came from
he had fought to find again

Swimming up his fingertips broke through
and so could no more dive below
the sea depths started killing
sea itself violently pushing
up his little grasping nothing body
to the surface
from below
and from the center
that had hidden back
its heart (ever-expanding)
back inside itself






Who are you?
Coming up from a star
you were with me all along

perhaps you were nothing

Was | floating through alone
under a ruse

that someone was beside me?

Who heard all the noises?
Who captured their sense?
Were they tossed out, unwound

and never rewound?

Found my you where there is no sound
where there is nothing my one can do

where face to face with the question,

What is the sea without you?
| want to be strongr
but it's easier when someone's beside
with all the clothes and words you forgot;
then you're not a purposeless thin slice of life
staring at a lot of water.
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