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XXVI CANTOS: LANDSCAPES  OF  THE  HEART

I

Autumn arpeggios

Cascade from fingertips of splendid willows weeping

As if the wind stirred the glistening green

Into an animated suspension of Niagara.

II

Black Chords; winter blues:

Love for sale. Unfaces come, go.

False prophets of spring.

III
Cultured death in the empire heart

Shrouds the eternal hearth

In a vale of lustful ejaculations - Jug! Jug! (sic).

Sirens of sex rape the blood's magic.

Genitalia focus minds upon a singular mastery,

Robbing beauty its mystery,

Wrathwhipped torrents of frozen manna

Inundate manunkind.

Shadows of clouds unleash the tar world of night.

The skyclimbing phoenix freezes in ascent,

Extinguishing the groin's fire.

Spring summers and falls into winter's snows

Silencing nature's choir.

Ill-wingéd Icaruses rime under the glacial sun

And reel earthward, disfigured.

Cannibalizing Cains chomp their brothers' vitals

Swelling with the waters of liquidbirth.

Fluid guts ooze out once able lips.

"O sacred Earth...."

Memento Vita, lovers. Promontory perched, promiselove's ark

Delivers the hearthope:

Winterborn child of mantime spring

Descending like the rose, in flames of birth and breakaway,

Upon the ice cream phoenix.

Sprung from winter by the pull of the Sun.

IV
Death deepened skyways

(Summerswathed in cotton clouds

All the while steeped in the blood of twilight)

Transfigure the firmament

As if the very gods were lanced by skyscraping steel.

Behold hallowed heaven,

Hollowed and undone by these knives of night

Wielded by the surgeons of hell.

The world below, unhandheld,

Altared upon this stone of earth,

Abides this ultraruddy aura

Metamorphosing shape and shadow into a winterscape of horror;

Where endless aims become aimless ends;

Where the sluiceways of the heart pump out unpeace

And throb with rhythms

Disrupting the eternal symphonic flow.

I have traveled summerwise by winterlight,

Under this shadowplay of moonstruck vultures.

I have witnessed the ebony swan

Shaping dark halos

Round the crown of humankind;

While their greater glory, tissued in unrest,

Quicksands, anchored to a deathward gravity.

Witness winter's godless entrance

Rechallenged, re-channelled by the swell of Venusing April.

V
Evenings in autumn,

In the dusk of romance,

Drape the skies in the pastels of passing passions.

It is here, under the tapestry of stars,

Shifting into wintry configurations,

That my heart yearns for the geometry of spring.

This violet season of wonderworldly love

Arrests the flesh, loose in the bowels of dead-end streets,

And spreads the spirit taut against a sky of steel.

It is here, under the full fury of fall,

Gravitating this Picasso assemblage into the disquieting unbalance 


of winter visions,

Eclipsing, unendurably, the summer's source,

That my heart covets the tenor of summer stars.

Here on the frozen tar of rue de l'amour

I cafe-search for that puzzling piece of heart -

My soft red love -

Who seduced me throughout the velvet green of summer;

Who left me, to let me sprawl upon the bars of steel

Cradled in the snows of vacated schoolyards.

VI

Forever upon a nightmare

Humankind broncos through destiny

Grasping for the reins of April

Despite December downpours.

Glasses are emptied

Like thundergrey clouds.

Woodsplitting peals issue forth from water-ringed bars.

Brows are wrinkled into question marks

As if to quiz creation:

"I wonder why I wander lonely as a waif?"

They lumber alone along midnight avenues hoping for sunrise.

Lights ghost and hum

Murmuring

As if to stir some long awaited stranger,

Hidden in the recesses of a time tampered edifice.

The ineluctable rendezvous in the palace of Persephone.

Where the hauntings of humanity are pounded upon drums of doom.

Spectres rise from the stages of the mind

Ready to don crowns suited to Hamlet.

Still the chill with the thrill of a sea song

Plumbing the mind five fathoms deep.

Unfold the heart's sails into open grins,

To catch the wind before the final stillness.

Ariel hovers ubiquitously.


Her lingering chants finger the islands of the mind,

Stroking a sea change.

The crimson sea

Swelling with rapid(fire)deaths and mysterious rebirths.

Our only guides:

The scents of darkness and the whispering mist.

VII
Garden terraced pure

Unleashes blunted senses

In rapture of spring.

VIII
How I cast aside the second hands of dreams

For the hour hands of you.

How we waded into the wandering womb of sea-

Sons, by God!

How the sea signalled in shoring swells of mystery.

O the rhythmovertime.

How we embraced, fleshflesh,

Immersed in pacific wonders.

How sunkist

We kissed two lips all-lipped with brinesalt and wine.

How now o new you breathed into my heart,

"How do I love thee let me...."

How your eyes azured with the sky

And your blood o burning up into sunflushed flesh.

How I felt the feel of so near you me so quite far.

How I rainbowed into Oz.

"O that awful deepdown torrent

O and the sea the sea crimson

Sometimes like fire

And the glorious sunsets yes...."

Love ridgestood, gazing upon the scene;

Smokesat awhile and disappeared, beyond

Without a stir or sign

Beyond our scope and sight.

IX
I sing the body fleshly electric

(Island temple rivering)

Worshipping while wor-

Shipped through winter's waters

Seaward.

Wavewhipped writhings of a tempest tossed torso,

Suffering shivering shocks of awesome arctic pulses,

Hone the heart into a galactic Galatea.

If within a whying ocean

Self-sacred sinews

Engineer a scene

To tempt a bronzing sky

To unvault secrets

(Which are mysteries like handheld light:)

If storming instincts within whaling currents,

Under/over open seas,

Seek the origin and span of when

To unite whipping nerve ends to the zero point of peace;

Then, uplifting island

Like a drowned lostness rising,

Now, seaplitting Venus,

Dance the dance of dances

Amidst the flowering of muscles new nerves more blood filling

Allowing ingrowth outgrowing roseness.

Come!  Greet the evening star at morning,


heavenholding Venus.

Witness!  Intercarnational advents:

Springsensational moments:

As if in metaphor

Winterdreams leap away like gray goings as

Spring dances into lyrical green comings....

X

JUNCTURE  OF  THE  ELUSIVE
A waif of a moon

Soothed by fingers of a distant star,

Reigns over the skies like a surrogate sun,

Streaming forth the Song of Songs,

Secure in the long liquid night.

The lunar spillway races quietly across dark drumskin waters,

As a slender hand smoothes over skin for secrets of love.

If I, in a moontouched moment,

Should sense a secret,

(Should release a secret,)

While swimming in the body of your flesh,

I will ride high the crest of outstretched hearts

Joining, just,

A voice of madness

Voiced after the touch of mystery

Will hauntingly resound through the hollows of this hallowed night,

And I shall wonder from whence it came.

XI
Keep in momentum

The moments of intimate instances

To texturize the fabric of love.

The world-at-large, immersed in issues of restless flesh,

Revels in ruthless unromances -

Anathemas to communing hearts.

Spring is vicious:

Continually kamikaze-ing into the necropolis of winter,

Razing summer's glorious structures

And extinguishing the aura of autumn silhouettes.

You, so new found,

Graced the savagery of spring,

Cathedralling me into the experience of you.

Encompassed in that vastness of garden plushness,

Passionwise by altarlight,

I surrendered the senses to explore the velvet center -

Vying with Egypt and Eden for the greater glory.

It is here, my profound love,

Spellbound by our separate sacrosanctness incorporating,

That I am reAprilled out of a heart of darkness

Into aquarelling skies,

Where stars are wondered,

Eros essenced,

And emotions fireworked into immediacy.

In this awesome, hallowed space

Of woven hearts weaving,

Our love labors stunningly

And silkspins us into magnificence,

Skysweeping in scope;

As I behold Thou.

XII
Longer than lithe

The Lion creeps softly through the fevering forest

Slinking its treacherous assemblage along the bank,

Unearthing sacred roots beneath the wilderness of vegetation.

Lither than long

He reaches far into the heavy heat of spring

To claw out summer

From the gripping wintered earth.

The jungle sprang to life in outstretched sounds.

The river whispershouted music and mystery.

Transfigured upon the bow,

I am

Transfixed by that scene of awesome resurrection.

There upon the bank,

Compressed into that locus

Of living muscle and dead-pregnant earth,

The mysteries incarnate,

Spanning the arc from Genesis to genetics,

And spiral into Presence.

As I gained the seascent of unknown realms,

The myths began to breathe

Like mist rising from the waters.

XIII
Mistress Autumn,

Spread in final posture

Before the Master season,

Disrobes her colors, reluctantly -

Orange and gold and red.

The slow invasion

Trickling blood upon "sacred Earth" -

White and grey and red.

Autumn's outline silhouettes the horizon

As the flesh of her expanse is reduced to spinework.

XIV
Night was winterwide and deep as death.

A mute moon screeched o'er a bruised world

With the keening heart of a widowed bride.

Liquidlight poured the evening blue:

The blue of whispershouted silence

That fills half-filled beds.

XV
Once upon a space of seasons

In the alpha of my odyssey

Through the landscapes of the heart

Spread Venus her cruel majestic art.

The mist in twilight

Assumes her vicious visage.

Vengeful,

She has cast me out from my seaside security,

Out into the spells of tidal seas, 

Where all things originate and end.

Out of what summer idyll was I sprung?

Into what wintry wilderness am I engulfed, entombed?

The journey inward proceeds in requiems 

And reunions with the dramatis personae
In this continuous interplay

Of givens and environs;

Enacted and re-enacted,

Ubiquitously,

Across the heart's topography,

Throughout the space of time.

In the throes of terror

A distant voice, delicate as a mirrored sea,

Uplifted me through the chaos of fears, past the flock of guards,

Into the still point ( of the still spinning world-

Spun by the claws of time-

Ailing in the etceteras of externalities.)

As I neared the threshold of the inmost sanctum

(In this cathedral of flesh) -

Guarded by pallbearing grooms;

Forbidding entry except via deathly marriages -

These constant chameleons, these resplendent sirens,

Allure and repel with the trappings of lust,

With countenances of terrible beauty.

Under foreign hands, 

Frond-soft,

Hands: coursing over fierce flesh;

Unknown hands: patterning the loom of life;

Imbuing the sky azure with mystery;

Penetrating sacrosanct centers,

Pulsing with daring dreams;

Vastwise,

I am rivered, 

Seadeep, 

Into harboring arms, 

Safeguarding the throne of strength,

Where love thrives like a Japanese garden.

Compelled by the acidwork of desires unmastered.

I trembled with all senses

Realizing my access without rite.

Into the curious glowing darkness,

I compassed my vision,

Straight by true,

To fix my gaze upon this enthronéd thing of deep dark light -

A faraway nearness - I acknowledged mine.

As it essenced under floodlit fingers,

Desirous of form,

It blinded me with an awesome transfiguration

Into the racing beauty of Eros,

Mediterraneanizing the waters of my blood.

An eternal scene: the ineluctable betrayal

Triggering the awful abdication -

The Son of Suns vanished into the dimensions of illusion

And vanquished all hearthope;

Leaving my nights, burnished with the radiance of afterglow;

Eclipsing my days into unrelief, 

With the shrouding shadow of memory.

Suddenly the air,

Volting with yessing powers,

Charged with magnificence,

Deepened into thicker mysteries

As the blue-blackening of cool space.

Fanfared haunts, 

Concomitant with this hegira through the milieu of entrails,

Where flesh, draped upon bones,

Imprisons the elán vital -

Spiralling downward 

Into the vacuumed vastness of blood-emptied hearts -

I, with eyes 

Disconnected from vision,

Beheld the shadow of death

In this vale of carcasses - 

Flecking some alien shore like shorewashed fish-

Gutted and filleted

Like unfinished autopsies;

Through the archways of templing trees,

I routed my being into fabulous inscapes,

Retracing the threading, deepening river 

Deep unto its source,

Theseus-like after Ariadne's lifeline.

To immerse my body in these waters 

Bloated with death and the promise of life.


I harvested my way through thickets of ungardened flesh

Through junkyards of loneliness.

Penetrating the network of vegetation,

(Shadowed foliage

Possessed of a thousand haunting eyes, disembodied,)

I scenthunted the origins and mysteries 

Of bloodwaters

Working my nostrils,

Worked by the spellbinding synergy

Of scents and senses

Fueling the cycle of seasons.

I unfurled my spirit like a Venus fly-trap

Daring to reinherit that coveted lost covenant.

Arriving at the sorceress' hut upon the jutland

I entered and threw open the panes

Window-witnessing

The death queue that malingers

Along the city of my past

Where visible breath expires against a moonstreaked sky.

Beached upon the sands of Gomorrah

Exiled, yet unrepentant,

I am forced into task

Into redeeming Eden

Despoiled by the darkness of jungled concrete.

I tunnel through city vapors

And traffic in nightscents, fleshed out

Along city rues

And avenues of undestiny.

I am pierced by raping eyes pulsing like beacons

Flooding through thick-fogged seas,

Fraught with insidious undercurrents.

I am beckoned to the house

Where sex is exchanged

In lizard tonguing flashes

In cubicles framed like miniature prosceniums,

Beyond which, ancient rites are re-enacted, 

Resplendent with burlesque subtlety. 

Here in this climate of nightmares,

In this realm of charades

Of signalling gestures and beckoning poses,

The attempt is ventured:

To funnel Presence through living organs

Like camels through needles' eyes!

The nocturnal struggle into light:

(Like some film noir)

To sort out the detailed webwork

Of lost weekends

And days superimposed, one upon another

Upon the shimmering mental screen....

To harvest the truth amidst idiomatic catchwords

Scattered like the I CHING.
The onset of the onslaught

Of phenomenal phenomena

Commenced upon some peripheral city pier.

Echoes of my youth

Resounded up the coastal archipelago of memory.

Echoes pounded into counterpoints

Against the deep-toned peals of haunted blood,

Coursing like fugues of unrequited intrigues,

Segueing into nocturnes,

Steeped in deeper, darker passions.

I unmoored an ancient vessel

Navigating by instincts

Up, through the deltaway of some aortal Amazon,

Up, this rivering passion

Against the driving seaward currents,

Tided with the charm of Venus.

O'er this barge built with the teak of love,

Ariel hovers with a singular lasering light.

This mystic transport upon the living river

Swelled my flesh with vapormists

Deep   icy   dark

Infant flesh that inherited sired shocks

Furthering the plunder of the living estate.

Past the quickening earth-deep nerve centers

I moved into the marrows of vitality

To focus my quest:

To harvest and harness the fertile powers -

To garner and galvanize magnetic essences; 

To fleece and shear the savage from the divine;

To release and unsex the spirit in the crucible of brutal births.

Tightroped upon the razor's edge of madness,

Skirting the fury of rapids, prelude to even greater fury,

I placed courage upon the altar of my heart

As I exacted the mazing invasion into the arena of dreams,

Arriving at the center of trinity

Here at the coordinates of love and death and rebirth.

Here in the nexus of instinct, intuition  and native intellect.

The fragments that are this exiled heart

Became as driftwood in the bloody viaducts -

These tributaries of ruin -

On this raging rivering search for the erotic epiphany.

Crossing to the river island sepulchre

Forged by the archetypes of humanity,

I slid my vessel upon its shores.

Braving up terraces etched with the fury of time,

I beheld the great flood of cascading blood

Raging over, racing past this uncharted territory of myths.

This racing raw red blood aggregated into  moongrazed lagoons

Encroaching the looming presence of the Labyrinth,

Architecturally, not of Armageddon but of Word made flesh.

Braving down terraces

Into the valley deep within the where of now;

Past faces mapped like autumn ravages

With intimations of wintered pentimentoes;

Past owled-eyes imbuing the sweep of vision with reptilian lust;

Here in the arena of paradox

Where increasing quicksands,

Just shy of critical mass,

Concentrically encircle the terrain,

It is here that I am compelled into mission 

To assume the role of majestic elegance -

Il Torero D'Oro -

To venture the capture of the light of the dark anima

(An exacting piece of divinity.)

With a sword of living flesh,

I soulplunged into the deepest heats of muscling power

Into the furnace of creation itself.

Riveted into paralysis

By the spikes of this lethal scene

Impaled by vision itself,

I sank upon the scorching sands

Under the shadow of Golgotha,

At the foot of the Cross,

In the center of Gethsemane's desert garden.

This newly sanguineous spillage,

Upon the present,

Unspells the curse of Venus (in sackcloth.)

Upon memory's mirrors,

She breathed the breath of beauty, 

Capturing, as if, in vivo,

The engines of transfiguration;

Squelching the gales that extinguish the eternal flame.

This epic scene, 

Nails my heart deep within the crust laden earth,

Releasing my soul into eloquent billows,

Up and out,

Against the tapestry of ruddy skies,

Emblazoned and imbued with thunderous luminosity, in chiaroscuro.

I AM

Skewered upon that ancient living symbol,

Wherein the finite intersects the endless,

And reassembled by zigs and zags upon a crystal lattice,

Resurrected along classic lines.

The fragments of jigsaws, fashion-strewn into WALPURGISNACHT,
Reviving, revivifying that which was, is and shall always be

Immaculately conceived.

The gracing action 

Ceased the cause to effect 

Effecting the cause to cease.

The wounded God, shedding

Seeds of blood, arrowed daggers

Penetrating the death-shell,

Returns to the misè en scene

Evermindful of its gaping wound

Dripping with the supercompressed issues of Eros' loins -

Supplying the sine qua non 

Blossoms and blooms, into vast panoramas upon the stages of the soul,

Reverberating with agápe in lieu of mea culpas
Inflaming the passions of the polar energies 

Consummating the pathos of the Liebestod.
XVI
Phantoms of winter plague the summering heart.

Softly through the mindscapes,

Five fathoms deep,

The ghost of my father

Fashions for me a winter's tale

Suiting all racing desires

Into the malechain of taboo.


I am punctuated with question marks,

Harnessed into periods

Unfitting to the times.

Colon-ized into the community of one,

I am comma-ed into comatose.

As I lay unliving

In this dark tower,

Moated and enmarshed

In an alien land fierce with haunts and fears,

I suffer the quantum rapture into a tempest epiphany.

Rapunzelish, I descend upon the filaments of hope

Alighting upon the altar of my heart,

Unarmored and enamoured.

Recapturing the echoes and intentions of that Ariel voice,

As I exit the grave shell

To drink in the prospering winds,

Cleansing this Caliban spirit.

Uprooted and orphaned,

I go,

Forgiving paternal undivinities,

To furyhunt the future in hope of untethering the past.

An eden island presence in the living river

Where racing blood rivals silversinging waters

To greet high open seas;

Where wide hearts with white full sails

Are borne again upon the tides of time and space.

I set the gyrocompass south by southeast

To the fertile Mediterranean.

Arising son voyaging into the arena of rising suns.

XVII
Questing,

Season after season after season,

For the elusive exotix elixir;

Sailing through the arteries of spring;

Mainlining through the silent structure of winter;

Surging through the rhythms of an orchestral summer;

I greet the sirensinging chanteuse -

The venus summer -

Outbursting like an open throat,

Jazzing joyously.

Lit with orange majesties and magenta hues,

She glitters with a silverscreen magic.

Her autumning voice pours forth the sound of sun,

Pulsing a chalice wine, over days whispering in tongues;

While the lingering echoes soar through the night in the language of the moon.

Looming like winter,

Her final tones weave a web of silence

Settling like a shroud upon the spectacle of ruin and regret.

XVIII

REQUIEM  AND  REUNION
After autumn auras

What then magic maker?

Wintersetting....

Cobalt moonlight enshrouds

The bluest blue summerings

Of spring imaginings

In a surreal irradiation.

The mystified poet lay

Encouched and enchambered

Within the hallowed arena of an unwhole heart.

Kindle the hearth;

Break out the brandy;

Unshelve the Bard....

The fingerglass of brandy

Bronzed deeper with blazing, flaming firetongues,

Climbing chimneywards.

Lidded eyes succumbed the intoxicant

To plumb deeper mysteries, deeper unravelings.

(For romance is dead and there is no solace in others' misery:

Armdangled Romeo and Juliet
Cluthched by a lovelorn hand....)

The bay window snow show

Heralds the curtain of autumn airs.

Silence seems king on the fireside sofa.

But inside that chamber

That skull forges fires from the deepest sorrows:

Images of bronze dancing upon a brandy sea

Upon a configuration poured from a bleeding sun.

Images hoping not to fall into darker depths.

One ominous chime

Gut-issues forth from grandfather's foyer guard;

Pages blare tragedy....

Outside the room

A polar night gravitates, unaware:

Proceeding....

XIX
Spring adjusts the universe

In the method madness of Giselle.

The dance, starspun into the cool green heat of summer,

Blazes the sky the blue of deep space.

After summer's spent,

Glowing fall displays the colors of passion,

Leaving winter a skeleton of frozen gestures.

Spring unfolds the folded wintry rose.

Fingers of light reflesh in petals

The desolate structure of an exhausted world.

I am moved by this seasoned mystery

Of flowers rehearsing The Rite of Spring,
Magnificently.

XX
There is madness in this method

Of living between digits and quick deaths.

Still

There is nothing new under this deadly sun:

The deserts of pyramids

And the gardens of cemeteries

And all our ubiquitous memento mori

Monumentalizing the eternal driving shadow.

Hiroshima (mon amour) where is thy wake?

Skindeep in the earth

Deified concrete, defying human ideals,

Is raised and razed upon a worldworn face;

But between the lines of ages

Telltale issues of blood -

The fuel of mankind -

Consummate Gethsemanes,

Irrigate oases,

And remind the minds of Eros' arrows.

Let us, my uncertain love,

Seek out an ocean cave

Near breaking waves, which shall

Race and erase the stretch of sands

And wash, once more, upon our sense sprawled skin.

XXI
Unclad, a figure of youth,

Stationed upon the ocean-tongued shore,

Sculptured a temple, gleaming wet with sea and sun.

He sprang to life; stretched vibrantly, pressing his presence against the skies.

Jewel-set eyes captured the sun.

A silent fierceness streamed forth, 

Silvering the scene.

As I mused upon the boat's bow

Fishing in mercury sea,

Mesmerized by his excursion over clustered rocks,

(Thinking them Stonehenge holy;)

A thousand gestures occurred to me in my Niling barge

As I melted under his fashioned lullaby.

His moments of pause

Remain as classical poses

Etched on memory:

Muscles rivering with blood, echoing David in wait.

XXII

VALEDICTION  IN  THE  SOFTNESS  OF  WINTER

(Renato Remembered)

Suddenly,

Stirring from a desert dream,

(Propped somewhere between Egypt and an ebony bar stool,)

I centered my senses about my heart

As I let drift my eyes over that fabulous construction of flesh and bones;

Arrested, finally, by the blue gravity of magnetic eyes.

The music and the drink and some fateful magic

Salt-and-peppered our speech

With soft spices culled from our hearts,

(Where such roots are preserved,)

Waiting to season a season of us.

On a visit to my room,

Where passions mushroom into imagical imajests

(Being oriented contradoomly,)

Here where they come to rest

Against the spread of velvet veined with liquidlight,

Plunging through jalousies

That gracefully eave:

There you may conceive the swell of seas,

And, conceivably, you may unwind

The thousand dos and don'ts wound around your mind.

On visiting my room,

Collaged like patchwork (Sacrosanct nonetheless,

Allthemore sacred,)

Here you may glean glimpses of the heart

Letting go its secrets,

Seemingly unintentional,....

In that evening haven,

We tongued deep ways through eager lips

To gain access to secret chambers, far-buried within.

Mouths, moist

With gathering desires,

Told of things half-remembered,

Of more tropical times when, perhaps,

Time was jointly traveled .

We vowed friendship against the roar of the world,

And saw in the enveloping aura

Colors of a far richer future,

Together.

You softened my sleep that night,

Despite the nature of the resting place,

As if you unfolded your heart for my bed.

We explored sameness in search of uniqueness,

And unearthed lifetime treasures.

A month of vacant Sundays has foreved,

Since last our heartfelt flesh entwined.

Now, my Egyptian dreams recur

Bearing me further into the heat of night

Down the dark embankments of a winter Nile.

XXIII
We are the beasts of burden

Tethered to the Tree,

Rooted in the earth,

And branched with arms

That hope to paint the sky.

We are the nightin-

Gales, imprisoned in cages

That hang like Chinese lanterns,

Spotted with the shadows

Of figs.

We are the blackbirds,

Raped by the Sun,

Setting upon the limbs,

Scratched with August's lusts,

Waiting for the Fall.

XXIV

XMAS IN JULY
Once

Home was soundful.

We journey, now, to other realms,

Resting nightly, speechless;

Under a starless sky,

Gaping a black wound.

Our gifts moulder in fevered darkness.

XXV
Your flesh tent is broken:

The last verve of fingers

Clutch and sink into the wet bank.

The firmament retracts its brilliance, momentarily.

Are the dreams departed?

"O my father, the riverbanks are etched with all your joy,

Your arrogance.

The wild game carves the rest."

The testimony of spring's march:

New dreams 

New suns arise -

On hope's horizon

White sails appear

Presenting the past to the future.

XXVI
Zeroing into the wilderness of a strange heart

Via the sirenscents of garden darkness,

I am rehoused in cathedral light

And nested in the place of spring.
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