
The flowers are back

tiny buds digging

into their tombs, ready

to break out—that old

resurrection theme

again.  They leave

a mess behind.  Casings

clutter walkways, lawns,

evidence of their escape.

Lazarus was much neater,

simply rising from the dead,

no big aftermath.  But Jesus

left chaos, those women

who claimed they saw

the risen Christ, a few

disciples, and all the rest 

who still believe.

It’s the season

to reflect on these things

to read into new growth 

something more. 

California Dreaming

All morning I’ve been watching the plastic

Santa in the yard across 

the street.  He’s riding a green

John Deere tractor that lists 

each time the wind blows,

threatening to fall over, 

then rights itself, briefly, 

Santa’s right arm raised 

in greeting, his left gripping

the wheel.  He resembles a bronco

buster, barely keeping

his seat, the tractor’s rear

wheels leaving the ground

with each gust.  Next to him

a plastic snowman struggles

to keep erect, like a bop

bag the wind can’t knock 

down.  There’s something 

touching in this willful attempt

to show how indestructible

they are, these symbols

of Christmas so determined 

to keep going in the face

of all odds.  

Priming the pump 
we called it when 

we needed water.  

I waited while 

Mother grabbed the 

handle and worked 

it up and down.  Deep 

in the machinery

something groaned—

the handle continuing 

its rhythmic motion—

and then gurgled 

followed by a 

trickle until 

water gushed from 

the spout, quenching 

a long-held thirst,

water so cold 

it burned.  I think 

of this tonight, 

seeking a poem, 

hoping one will 

well up and slake 

my need. I’ve spent 

the day nudging my

self just like Smokey 

did when he wanted 

food, rubbing his 

velvety mouth 

against my neck.  

I remember him 

trotting to the water 

trough, slurping and

sucking scum from 

the surface, bits 

of green dripping 

from his muzzle. 

I hope the day’s 

residue will rise 

in me so I 

can sip from it, 

flecks of words 

appearing on lips 

that I press 

against this page.

The Size of Grief

The parade of police cars 

out front tipped me off 

and the jacket the man wore 

leaving the house, coroner 

printed across the back

and the rubber gloves 

the policemen slipped on 

and flexed as if preparing

for surgery.  The six cops 

laughed nervously, their comments

drifting my way:  “Hope it doesn’t smell 

too bad.”  Death stinks 

and it smelled intensely today, 

my 39 year-old neighbor’s 

remains gathered in a festive 

orange body bag, the bulge 

of his stomach the size 

of a pregnancy that’s gone beyond 

nine months, arms pressed primly 

at his side, toes pointed 

towards heaven.  

The wife?  On vacation in Tahoe 

with their two young kids, not expecting 

a call at 7:30 AM that her husband 

had died suddenly, tragically, his heart 

unable to carry on.  The kids?  

Jeremy said it would be the last time 

he would go to Tahoe for their yearly 

holiday.  “I don’t want this to happen 

again,” he said.  And Megan?  She asks her mum 

“Who’re you going to sleep with now 

that the marriage bed has been tossed,” 

a painful reminder of 22 years together.  

It’s all too much on this glorious 

day on the brink of summer, temps 

in the high 80s, hardly a breeze.  

It strutted the tide

churned sand 

long

neck stretched 

taut

then stopped 

attention caught 

by something 

I couldn’t see.

I thought a shadow

had dulled 

its feathers

or an oil spill  

had turned them 

pewter.

The crane stood still 

as steel and posed

against 

the Bay

absorbing the water’s

reflections

becoming

the sea itself.

the ladder 

wobbles 

with each 

move 

we make 

shaky 

legs planted 

on uneven

ground not 

like the one 

in O’Keeffe’s 

painting  

suspended in 

air or rungs

the movie stars 

climbed in 

their outrageous 

musicals  

we trust in

this ladder 

of words 

we ascend 

every day 

balanced on 

consonants 

and vowels 

our lives 

depending 

on it   

Warm April 



for Michael



The night


gathers around us,

parabola of moon visible in darkening 
sky, a few 


stars clustered 



around it.
We sip 



Italian 



white in

our garden, discuss 

Obama, McCain, the Clintons. 
The candle lurches, 



dies


out.  Everything 


changes


at dusk, edges 


blurred, colors 

unstable, greens no longer green but tinged 

orange.  
I leave 

you watching shadows 

fill.   The moon 

lands on your glasses 

asserting 



its subtle light.

The (Under) World

The moment I stepped into the house I knew 

something 

had shifted.  She seemed suffused

with an otherworldly 

glow, her hair now white 

and cascading 

down her back, a link

with the underworld.

Even the moon cooperated, ballooning 

till it almost seemed ready

to burst, and San Francisco’s lights 

shimmered

in the Bay, competing 

with the moon’s molten path.

It was a night for lovers, and you’d swear

hers was near, waiting 

on the balcony maybe,

an elderly Romeo still 

watching for his Juliet.  

The rooms remained dark 

except for low lights 

here and there bleeding 

into the shadows, as if 

she were trying to sustain 

the mood.

And then I understood.  

She’d placed pictures 

of her dead husband 

everywhere—on the mantel,

on the table by the sofa, 

in the kitchen.  It was a shock

to see the man I thought we’d buried, 

smiling, his face tanned from sailing 

the Bay, hovering over the place 

he’d so lovingly built 

with her.  

I felt I was intruding.  

Her sweetheart was waiting, 

and my friend seemed to glow 

with anticipation, part of her 

already folded 

into his arms.

