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			Editor's Note

			Berklee’s FUSION Magazine is proud to present String Quartet, the first book of poetry by Berklee’s own Pat Pattison. Pat travels this wide world as a lyricist, songwriter, author, and clinician. The poems presented here sound “the music of what happens,” revealing great depths through the same mastery of form found in his lyrics.

			We hope you enjoy listening to the sounds and many senses of this finely-tuned string quartet.

			Joseph Coroniti, PhD
Editor-in-Chief,
FUSION Magazine 
Berklee 
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			Introduction

			For the past eight years, I’ve been doing my own assignments in my Poetry 2 classes. It’s both fun and daunting, first, to simply find an idea, then to struggle through the compositional strategies each form suggests, and finally to write and rewrite until the last minute, turning it in, warts and all. I look forward to it every Spring, the only semester I teach the class.

			The assignments, in order, are

			
					An English Sonnet, a form in iambic pentameter that divides into three quatrains and a couplet, rhyming abab cdcd efef gg.

					An Italian Sonnet, a form in iambic pentameter that divides into two sections: the first eight lines (the octave), and the final six lines (the sestet). The octave rhymes abbaabba, two In Memoriam quatrains, while the sestet is flexible: any combination or two or three rhymes (e.g., cdcdcd, cdecde, cdcdee). 

					A Terza Rima, or “rhyme of three.” It’s a difficult structure, again using iambic pentameter, organized in three-line stanzas (tercets), but with a rhyme scheme that overlays in quatrains: aba bcb cdc ded ee. Each opening line, starting with tercet two, has two functions, it opens its tercet, but creates a quatrain (abab) from the previous tercet, creating something like a “formal polyphony.” 

					Two Sapphic Stanzas, a four-line Greek form that uses the duration of syllables to create patterns and rhythms. It’s challenging in English which, unlike Greek, has no fixed durations. Still, we try to find English words that fit the Sapphic lines:
Long short | long short | long short short | long short | long short (3x)
 long short short | long short



					As many Free Verse poems as time permits, The first creating motion by using the numbers of unstressed syllables to control the feel of the lines, opening and contracting in support of the ideas.

					The second Free Verse assignment focuses on using line lengths to create motion that, in turn, supports the ideas.

			

			I’ve organized this chapbook to follow the order of assignments, beginning Spring 2018 and ending Spring 2025, usually a total of six poems per semester. 

			Where my poems are prefaced with photographs, some are from my travels and some reflect my life and times in our New Hampshire home.

			Thanks so much to Berklee’s FUSION Magazine for suggesting, shepherding, and designing this chapbook.

			Pat Pattison
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					Snow Bound Bird

				

			

			Across the frozen pond a ceaseless cry,
A bird’s familiar voice, a plaintive song
Calling out to distant ears, to no reply
But pulsing insistently the morning long.

			What primal urge compels this lonely voice
To echo these branches so persistently
To seek, yet not to find? And still her choice:
To call again, and call again. It seems to me

			She may be struggling in deep snow, wing
Broken by last night’s storm that stopped her there;
Perhaps a cry for help; or she may sing
Her one-note song to say, simply, “I’m here:

			

			Though winter’s chill will finally have its way,
Before I’m gone, I’ll say what’s left to say.” 

		

	
		
			Pecking Order

			The wind-chimes ring, the lawn piled high with snow,
The feeder filled again and yet again.
A Jay’s electric blue, a dusky wren
Mingle with a Cardinal’s red, fluttering, slow,
To light, then skittish, leap, as a tattered crow
Descends, claiming her throne. Ah, murderous mein:
Those bystanders must wait their turn, till when, 
Seed glutted, she concludes her cameo.

			Beyond the frosted oaks that front the shed
Thin wisps from chimneys rise and float away
Beyond the docks of Portsmouth. Barges bring
Their scrap metals, twisted skeletons from road-
Side wreckages: ambulances purr and pray,
While congregations wait their turns to sing. 

		

	
		
			The North Hampton Cemetery

			This winter landscape, piling snow on snow,
Obscures the shapes beneath a veil of white.
A sidelong look suggests: somewhere below

			Must lurk ancient brutes, so long lost from sight;
Frozen creatures caught up in their brief dance
By blizzards swirling, heedless of their flight.

			(Pompeii lies hushed, regardless of the plans 
Of children leaning into morning laughter,
Ignorant, so brief their candles, blown by chance

			Into oblivion.) Though snow is softer
Than callous ash, a billion snowflakes blown
Obliterates these runes of the hereafter

			Till spring returns: a winter’s landscape gone,
Sinking slow into a sea of rising stone.
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					Cherry Road

				

			

			

			Streetlight lights up; these tiptop branches blushing
With the fading sunset, patterned against the
Darkening evening’s sky. I breathe in, shaken,

			Bone to my marrow:

			Just to stand and drink in the day’s departing
Glances – metaphors twinkling like a line of
Black sedans, headlights distant, dimmed in mourning.

			Time is so fragile.
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					Ronnie Macdonald from Chelmsford, United Kingdom, CC BY 2.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Freeze Frame

				

			

			His pale palomino, muscled, taut
Leans, surging beneath him at the canyon edge

			Let fly a shout to the slender air and down they go
moon hooves digging for balance, hindquarters nearly
scuffing the switchback, prickly pear needling, stuccoing
flanks and chaps.

			Below, honeybees arc from pistil to pistil
prodding, shimmering, sticky with pollen

			The river tumbles, green and surging beneath whitewater as
A day-washed quarter-moon hangs pale and undisturbed
gliding towards night. 
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					Peter van der Sluijs, CC BY-SA 3.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Medusa

				

			

			

			Captured in a sidelong glance they remain still –
muted headstones, smoothed by hollow winds: eyes
lapsed blank and sightless to stony silence,
never to yield flesh to flesh, heat to heat,
never to press onto her, ease her desolation.

			Barren city, built stone by stone
sprawling to the horizon,
what is this wailing, this siren song
rising by night
from your loveless neighborhoods?

			Pity Medusa
Weeping
touching stone
touching 
stone
touching 
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					Fish Soup

				

			

			The supermarket teems with fresh fillet,
Chilled on these beds of ice in perfect rows: 
Swordfish, mackerel, squid in cool display
Laid out to tempt, in this, their final pose.

			How recently they plumbed the George’s Bank,
Sprinting for some morsel, set on a barb,
Razor sharp bite exploding, then the yank
From their silver world into an airless orb:

			Layer upon layer their bodies stacked 
In tubs, writhing and gasping, feeling the throb
Of engines waiting patient, turning back
To docks where they’ll be split and sliced, robbed,

			For me to roll my cart to where they lay,
Concerned about the price I’m asked to pay. 
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					Designed by Freepik, www.freepik.com

					Spirit World

				

			

			The news predicted rain would turn to snow,
Glazing the road to a dark reflecting sheen
By nightfall. Passing cars, hovering between
The world above, and upside down below,
Descant in mirrored dance, a double flow:
Kaleidoscopic sounds, a flashing scene
That poses a question, had there been no rain,
Then where would half the world I’m seeing go?

			Philosophy lends little help, alas,
Distinguishing what’s real from what’s illusion.
The ghosts go sliding by, I watch them pass
Beneath the cars, but still feel some confusion:
Won’t the drivers, still upright above the street,
Rejoin too soon the selves below their feet? 
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					Nor’easter

				

			

			The storm’s rolled up the seaboard. Sirens blare:
Evacuations up and down the coast
Displacing folks, at least the ones who fear

			The ocean’s majesty, a pounding fist
Cleaving paths through our flimsy human towns
Like Moses drowning legions, chariots cast

			Into oblivion. Newsstand magazines,
Their tattered starlets stained and swept away,
Churn down main streets, as a weather vane spins

			Wildly atop City Hall. We who stay,
Huddled in our attics, tremble. Below,
As Poseidon’s seething minions seek their prey

			We breathe our fragile breaths, because we know
A fist is raised, and we will feel its blow.
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					Carpe Diem

				

			

			

			Cherry Road again. Twinkling memories flit:
float back through Autumn’s knitted golds and yellows,
arching just overhead as I breathed the calm in,

			smiling and healthy.

			Solitude enforces reflection: frailty
clears its throat, beckons to me, speaking softly,
“You’ve not strength enough for the times that plague us.

			Savor your moments.”
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					Photo by Kacper Szczechla on Unsplash, CC0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Snowflakes

				

			

			Raindrops thicken in the chill, spreading
crystaline wings, inhaling, surrendering 
to capricious air,
to the dancers 
to the dance.

			They sway, drift, kissing gossamer angels on their
journeys to mailboxes, the roofs of houses, slender
headstones leaning in hushed conversation, 
pale and chipped by two
centuries of wind; then,

			too soon, to alight on a child’s wondering tongue,
lashes wet, eyes shut tight.

		

	
		
			Pleiades

			The seven sisters burn patient,
throbbing in their heated cores 
as they curl
in eternal question, night by winter’s night
while clouds slide underneath – those gauzy
curtains, interrupting their celestial vigil, their
glittering inquisition.

			I like to check in now and then, 
scanning, scanning to find them 
still fleeing Orion’s eternal pursuit.
It’s like a reunion of sorts, 

			until they veil 

			themselves again beyond day’s vacant blue
And I turn my gaze away as though they’ve gone.

		

	
		
			Minimum Wage

			Hunched in the dark linoleum kitchen,
Thin tears sliding down his wind-pitted cheeks,
He swears he’s done with drinking for good now.

			Burying her face in his flannel chest,
She inhales his beer-soaked words like manna,
Cheek still reddening from his calloused palm.

			Another broken plate to sweep away.
Another whispered vow she prays he’ll keep.

		

	
		
			
				
					

					
						
							
								
									[image: ]
								

							

						

					

					Down Time

				

			

			

			I’m grateful for these trees that line the pond:
the sky-high pines that stretch their tips to drink
the last of western rays, glowing beyond 
the rim of the horizon, destined to sink

			and light another world. I wonder, though,
do trees relax when darkness drops her veil,
a billion needles exhaling like they’re through
with their day-long labors; or does the pale

			moon offer comfort of another kind –
soft siren pull of gravity to inspire
the night-bound trees to singing in the wind,
moonlit bodies swaying as they choir?

			I ask these questions, listening late at night,
hoping to find them bathed in song and light.
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					domdomegg, CC BY 4.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Forerunner:

				

			

			

			This photo of my former self who seems
so distant now, grinning and leaning back, 
head tilted towards the window: he was quick
to laugh, to love and lose, and still in dreams
he knew there’d be an answer. Yet, as times
and years piled up, he came to know the lack
of solace, though still he smiles beyond that ache: 
He must’ve felt you coming. 

			Your grace redeems

			the dark, the past, as it redeems his trust
that you might set a candle in the night
for me to see. 

			Ah, what he might have missed:

			your desk by the window, the pond in sight
beneath these winter trees, a perfect view,
for now he’s come to share what’s next, with you.
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					ryan harvey, CC BY-SA 2.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Cycles

				

			

			The Martian Storms are legendary now
Vast Red Billows, circling that planet’s crust
Tornados churning the barren rock below,

			Invisible from here, a speck of dust.
Alas, our sun will finally run its course,
And we’ll run ours, spinning our way, as we must

			Through moonlit nights and galaxies of stars:
They shoot their light into infinity,
Touching a hundred million million spheres

			Until they touch the lawn, the gate, the
Ancient headstone, turning its long shadow: 
A moon-dial measuring eternity,

			A lunar clock, albeit moving slow,
That marks our time. That marks us as we go.
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					Brayden A., CC BY-SA 4.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Resurrection

				

			

			Morning glory vine, bitten, stem severed 
from its roots, flut’tring in the breeze, bereft of
earth’s comfort: nectars slipping through to nourish 

			new generations

			Leaves wither, Autumn quickening the sun’s de-
Scent. As rain beguiles the lattice, dried vine ab-
sorbs the manna, singing its hymn of praise – a 

			blossoming flower
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					The Fromberg Cemetery

				

			

			They lie in rows, as earlier they stood
Timid, lining decked walls on either side
Of the gymnasium: Em, radiant,
Surrounded by her crew, unreachable
For mortals such as those who huddle still
In these opposing rows.

			O Ned, Willie,

			Surely you have given up by now
Surely you have ceased your sending out
Those grubby messengers to beg a dance.
Now, as then, there seems so little chance.
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					RhubarbFarmer, CC BY-SA 3.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Rhubarb

				

			

			At just the thought, my saliva glands
surrender, flooding my mouth, my tongue: 
chopped chunks dumped tumbling into a thin layer
of cranberry juice. Cook until strands soften, separate and 
mush to a sauce; add
cinnamon, vanilla, just enough maple 
syrup to cut the tart a bit, but not enough to quell
the approaching waterfall, preparing for that first shock, the first touch
of shuddering delight, the
Uhhh, then ahhh
that drives us from our narrow rooms
to those shadowed gardens to show us
who we are.
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					Timo Newton-Syms from Helsinki, Finland and Chalfont St Giles, Bucks, UK, CC BY-SA 2.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Lighting the Fire

				

			

			The wood is dry and stacked beside the stove,
A remedy against the morning chill
That penetrates our rooms. And so I brave
The early cold while the house is sleeping, still. 

			The frosty lace mid-winter’s fingers spun,
Glittering softy from the windowpane,
Catches me for a second: the early sun
Too soon will melt those diamonds into rain, 

			And so I pause, absorbed, to watch the light
Dancing through the patterns – abandoning 
The stove, my duties, for a silent fete
Before turning to the warmth the fire will bring.

			In doing for another, still it’s true
There are moments when the other one is you.
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					Spencer Gillis, Public domain, via Wikimedia Commons

					Hockey Days

				

			

			A winter pond, cocooned in birch and pine
And shoveled clear enough for kids to skate
Awakens to the cries of schoolboys’ late
Morning arrivals.  As blades clatter, whine
Against the rough surface, carving serpentine
Declarations of youthful joy, they consecrate 
This place. This here. This now. They won’t forget
The crystal light, and air like holy wine.

			I stop to watch, shouts echoing from below;
The game is on! As the boys circle and sway,
Surging towards the net, I’m there – then I’m lost,
Feeling the rush in my chest, that soft glow:
A quick flick of the wrist that won the day
Still tucked behind the decades I have crossed.
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					Taylor River, by Jeffrey Beall, CC BY-SA 3.0, via Flickr

					Taylor River: Spring

				

			

			The old canoe, retired and upside down,
Relinquished to the yard against the oak,
Recalls that golden day I thought we’d drown,

			Tipped on our maiden voyage. A backward stroke 
To stretch and watch: Ospreys soaring above,
And we were gone. Ice-cold water to soak

			Our fleeces, my son and I, waterlogged, brave,
And wading chest-deep, trying our best to flip
The canoe, guiding it, hoping to save

			Everything. Then, laughing, struggling to tip
The heavy river out.  Though we had lost
Some balance, what was gained! A sacred sip

			Of paradise, a time of boundaries crossed
Together, glowing still through winter’s frost.

		

	
		
			The Graduate

			Arched ceilings, woven tapestries, cascading
Waterfalls of mauves decorate her study,
Shelves of bound college editions, kept now in

			Perfect seclusion

			Enter our lady, tittering about lip-
Gloss to past sister Beta Chi’s on Insta-
Gram. The room exudes daddy money. Sugar?

			Not that it matters.
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					W.carter, CC BY-SA 4., via Wikimedia Commons

					You Can See the Wind

				

			

			Like the surface of water seen from the bottom of a clear pool,
It rumples: just after you hear it in the center of
the grove of Cedars, look up, observe the
disturbance between you and the stars, darkening
the space like a flock of bats sliding under the night sky.

			Pretty subtle, but you’ll see it if you’re ever outside
on a windy night with no clouds, and you’ve got a little time.

			Whatever brought you out there will run its course soon enough,
Then to look up, and swallow, beneath a blanket of stars,
All of them moving. Listen for the low roar
Coming from the east and sailing through the grove and
Licking your skin and then the air darkens and you can see the wind.

		

	
		
			Mother Earth

			On my morning walk up North Road:
A gray squirrel half-crushed,
Still, warm. I can’t
Leave her there, a wild thing splayed on asphalt, so
I lift her over the bank, into moss and brush and leaves,
Away from further damage, further
Indignities. Sigh, exhale, move on.

			Each day, passing by, I pause to see
My departing brethren,
Mantling congregations of ants, worms,
Mottled fur sinking slowly into the softening loam. 
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					Solace

				

			

			The house gets chilly January nights
So, shivering, she clears away the ashes 
From the wood stove, crumples newspapers, lights
A warming fire, and, as it rises, wishes

			Her boys were still at home. She pauses now,
Watching the flames, feeling them pull her in:
November mornings, time for school, and how
They’d roughhouse down the stairs, grab their snacks, then

			Disappear. That was long ago. The flames
Cast shadows on the curtains as she turns
Away, remembering how she sewed their names
In winter jackets, mittens. Still she yearns

			For those charmed days. Although they may have gone,
They flicker in for help when she’s alone.
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					Visitors

				

			

			They come at dusk, wild turkeys in the yard
To use the sloping hill, running to launch
Those heavy bodies, squawking, flapping hard 
For the trees around the pond. Not an inch
To spare, as up they squoggal, each to a branch
Gripping tight, silhouettes against the dark,
Dotting the nighttime trees.  To see them perch
On such heights is a wonder, and I mark
Their comings, dusk by dusk, abandon my work
To drink in the spectacle. Such a prize,
These evenings by the sliding glass, I lurk
Unseen to watch them lean, run, and then rise
To safety. Visits to remember when
The winter’s come, and I’m alone again.

		

	
		
			

			
				
					[image: ]  

					Roger McLassus, CC BY-SA 3.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Rust

				

			

			A lowly thing, that speaks of time and wear,
You want it gone, scraped from the iron skillet,
Rubbed, polished, till it finally disappears,

			Shaken from your mind, though somehow, still it
Lingers, lingers, knowing it will have its say
At last.  Arise at morning, you will feel it

			Deep to the bone, whispering the decay
That lies ahead: gone the days care free,
Slowed as the chain lengthens, you will obey

			Your years. Rising to the surface gradually,
It knots the joints, swells the ankles, and hands
Out tickets for the Show: those artfully

			

			Bulging purple veins, slowly withering glands,
Nasty little buggers waiting in the stands.
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					Photo by Stockcake: stockcake.com/i/conductor-leads-orchestra_629396_92548

					Legacy

				

			

			Score of eighths, sixteenths, (tap tap) short cut time bits
Spread before me. Smiles flicker, lights surround the
Orchestra, the poised conductor’s baton tip

			Scrawling the tempo.

			Crowns of Europe throng, glittering: the Fauré
Requiem, reborn the instant we weave its
Fabric – soaring well-tempered voices joined to

			Praise the Composer. 

		

	
		
			Stuffed Animals

			talk. You can make them
move, holding their scruff, nodding them
up and down, in silly versions 
of your own voice, lovable, visible
imaginary friends, 

			there, 

			when you

			notice, but no litter, no clutter. True
love it isn’t, but it has to do for 

			now

			they fill our rooms with faces,
button eyes wide, wondering 

			what’s next. 
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					https://www.facebook.com/spacetime.mc2/posts/moon-mars-and-pleiades-conjunction-jwst/1120172743489885/

					Time Travel

				

			

			

			Our hills will still roll, tumbling into 
our green valleys, duck-laden ponds
when we are gone. Our stadiums will blossom
with colors, painted bodies upright, 
cheering the day and its distractions,
when we are gone. 

			What to make

			of our planets and suns, massive bodies 
rolling endlessly through space a billion
years old, our cities and our monuments
just dust on their backs as they press on,
when we are gone. 

			What to think

			then, of our brief moment, this blip of us?

			Look up at the stars and breathe in the night
all glittering and deep for this instant, knowing
here and now will still be here and now
when we are gone. 
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					300 East Avenue, North St Paul, Minnesota

				

			

			Another sad goodbye, another pang,
Turning away from the house where I grew up,
And memories of mom and dad who’d sing
In two-part harmony, lulling me to sleep,

			To dream of what I might become some day;
And riding my bike to school, pumping up the hill
Then breezing down, a primer: you must pay
With sweat and strain to rest a little while;

			And my room upstairs, bow and arrows hung
Above my bed, posters of hawks in flight, 
Wings spread, floating effortlessly, my young
Eyes wandering, longing to reach such height;

			I make these visits, once again to see
That hopeful child, the way I used to be.
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					Reflection

				

			

			

			It’s nearing dusk, outside a misty rain
Touches my window, running down in streaks
That blur the distant field, its stand of oaks
Hunched below a pale strip of yellow stain
Sinking down the horizon. Through the pane
I see myself reflected – how it looks
Like I’m outside; how real and image mix:
A translucent self in that doubled domain.

			I’ve often dreamed of being someone else,
Or who I am, but someone who could guide
This sometimes willful child I keep inside;
At times like these, to step outside myself
Unfettered from my past, drawn by an impulse
To seek reflection’s comfort, and there abide.
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					Minette Layne, CC BY-SA 2.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Shortening:

				

			

			My mother used it, kneaded into dough, 
a little lard to make a lighter crust
that crumbled on your tongue. She came to know

			by feel (and grandma’s watchful eye), to trust
the flattening, shaping, rolling, until 
you’d breathe the sweetness in. A little feast,

			her cherry pies – my saliva glands still 
surrender, dreaming back. Just history now,
that younger self, smiling birthday boy all

			fresh and leaning into life, wondering how,
And where. And when… 

			The craving’s nearly gone,

			now piles of piles of years those years ago

			

			that flatten, stretch out behind me, beyond my ken;
the days before me, shortening and wan. 

		

	
		
			
				
					

					
						
							
								
									[image: ]
								

							

							

						

					

					Sunrise

				

			

			Blooming, blushing pale pink, scattered like fairy- 
dust along the clouds: tinted swirls, the dream-tipped
floating ships ordained by the winds to voyage be-

			yond the horizon.

			Slide the screen open, and inhale the scent of 
Freshly minted morning tea, sunsets brewing,
Stretched out, tucked behind backlit days of days that

			Glow in the distance.
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					Rain

				

			

			Sliding down the windowpane, the
greens and browns outside
blurring to softness, 
liquid curtains translucent, a faux 
Renoir if you squint a little…

			Try it. You might see 
cottonwoods, maples, hunkered
under thunderclouds, leaves twisting
skyward to finally drink their fill,

			or see yourself,
if that’s your inclination.
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					Dying Tree

				

			

			Ghostly arms of grey stretch to the
sky, limbs raised in supplication, 
as if they could remember those sunlit leaves
dancing in the summer air, licking 
at the passing wind, thirsty for the raindrops.
Below that bald head, occasional leafy
branches jut out from the ageing
trunk, drinking in the summer’s air,

			holding on for what remains to be
discovered: red-headed woodpeckers
nesting in the newly softened wood,
tiny chirps lighting the afternoon; 
and the coolness of soft summer rain
dripping like manna from heaven.

		

	
		
			Flat Tire

			A driving rain, clouds opening their bowels
Onto the streets below, water cascading,
Pooling in crevices, yawning pot holes,
Sharp edged canyons, invisible, biding

			Their time, alert to traffic’s morning rush,
The fragile tires rolling unaware
Toward their stealthy maws waiting to mash,
Puncture, rip open wounds. 

			Crunch!  Vital air

			Hissing, spitting…

			A diminishing body

			Begins its final descent onto piles
Of Goodyears and Michelins – each ready
To tell its own tale of journeys, sturdy miles,

			Before that wearing down, the loss of tread,
Or rain-filled graves they didn’t see ahead. 
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					Fences

				

			

			I’ve driven by this fence a hundred times:
Aged wood, tan-brown, pocked and pitted by wind
And winter storms. The posts are notched, designed
To hold the thin rails, carved by stable grooms
To fit tight, hold fast; whatever weather comes,
Keep the horses in, safely tucked behind 
The sturdy structure. Every rail was pinned
And poled, secure. But now, once solid beams

			Sag, tumbled into disarray, the brace 
Missing, gaps a string of Mustangs could pass,
Like thoughts, galloping to the far horizon,
Never to return. 

			It’s hard at times to face

			The railings fallen off, their final season; 
The gradual relinquishing of reason.

		

	
		
			String Quartet

			They form a circle, bows raised, poised to wake
the silence. A nod, and bam they’re off, strings 
singing Haydn’s melodies, those blue-black

			Revelations of his younger days, when songs
were there to pluck, easy as roadside flowers,
in counterpoint of colors and rainbow rings. 

			As interweaving notes cascade, the players
bow and sway in time, reading the emotions
of one long dead, rekindling his hours,

			reciting, line by line, those easy notions
that grew into a masterpiece.    Intent,
they flow in and through each other, sensations

			folded into one being, their bodies bent
almost in prayer – in sacred Testament. 
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					Floral Arrangements

				

			

			Crushed lilacs scattered onto glass surfaces,
sprigs of yellow, rose-tinted blooms, recalling
sunlit days of Easter parades when time lay

			languid before me.

			These April evenings, sunsets splash, setting the 
horizons ablaze: back-lit promises I
dreamed as real – alas, pretty fantasies that

			

			slip into twilight.
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					Keven Law from Los Angeles, USA, CC BY-SA 2.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					In Memoriam

				

			

			Are you just in the ground and nowhere else?
Nowhere in the singing of these grasses,
Whispered on the tongues of the night wind
Damp against the Laurels and the Maples?
Am I then never to feel you again, consigned
To kneel at your graveside like a stranger
Awkward and self-conscious, unable to find
The tongue to greet you in, to go to you, lie
Down with you again in only human slumber?

			And what of our belovéd child, will she
No more hear you singing from the other room
Full of sun and lovely with your paintings?
How could this be? How could this…

			Rather,

			I must believe you are with me still
Wrapping me again in warmth as I kneel
In these grasses, moon shredded by the treeline
Bowing in the wind. 

			I must believe that she too

			Feels you breathing in her room, floating in
Like perfume through an open window. 
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					Green Fields

				

			

			

			These summer evenings, when the past rolls up
like old bales of hay scattered across
patchwork fields, golden in the distance,
I’m drawn into reverie: misty scenes
rising from those lost decades when time
was spread out before me like an endless meadow,
green, pocked with pheasants for a boy
and his dog to flush, to let fly an arrow while they
squawked away unharmed; those priceless
pounding hearts and whirring wings
folded now into this moment, this time,
and into the wonder of it all.
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					Александр Байдуков, CC BY-SA 4.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Ceilings

				

			

			By April 1st the winter’s ice that locked
the pond was gone, and waters warm enough 
to release a thousand feeder fish, packed
wriggling squads, darting through cattails, safe,

			to feast on mosquito larvae – a summer
of love, reprieved from their appointed fate,
swimming free at last under sunlight’s glimmer,
a surface glistening in crystal light.

			But now, as nights turn frigid, falling below
the freezing point, I watch the water thicken
into ice, swollen in winter’s grip, and know,
as their ceiling descends, their blue world taken

			

			inch by inch, that soon their days must fade, 
their summer fled, their sun by sun betrayed.
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					Embers

				

			

			Another windy afternoon at home,
the yard caked and crusted, snow piled knee deep,
a perfect time to settle in, to keep
watch on the fire: red swirling tongues become
slender dancers, passions feeding the flame,
swaying to the winds outside. They lick, leap,
feeding on the flesh of birch and oak; heap
ashes underneath, fashioning their own tomb.

			The living room is warm and cozy, still,
the cold outside, seeping through windows, cracks,
reminds me: no matter how hot these flares
inside may be, the world beyond still aches
to scatter our remains, soon, too soon to chill
these bones, old ruins drifting down the years.

		

	
		
			Against All Odds

			I’ve planted morning glories down the fence
five years now, purple, sky-blue, and pink flowers,
to greet the summer breezes, bob and dance

			through morning sunlight and afternoon showers, 
then to depart, leaving one seed behind
to say “I was here. – in these few brief hours

			blossoming, facing the sun, feeling the wind,
alive.” This year, some little critter snipped
most vines just above the roots, a quick dead-end

			for sure. One slender little climber who’d crept
up the wire had a nice bud when its vine curled
dry. “Alas,” I thought, “another lifeline clipped,

			I’ll wake up to a slightly darker world.”
But dawn: I watched its colors rise unfurled! 
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					Progeny

				

			

			Raked and piled acorns, dormant through winter’s thick
snows, revived by spring’s quickenings, prepare to
send tendrils out, roots tentatively stretching

			down into darkness.

			Standing stately, our red oak watches, branches
tinged by dawn’s purples, backlit glistening tips:
frail fingers cradling ripe buds – swollen, yearning,

			soon to be fallen.
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					Mathias Krumbholz, CC BY-SA 3.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Time Out

				

			

			The stars are not above us, no
They are alongside us as we ride
Sidesaddle on this planet rolling
In its slow rumble
Over and over into infinity.

			They glance at us, occasionally, as we
Glance at them when we are not too
Busy, or have some need of them
And seek them out, away from our lighted cities
To stop in some open field and raise our eyes in
Disbelief, having ignored them for so long. But they
Care not care not for our little miseries and missed
Appointments. Nor, standing alongside them once again,
Do we.
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					Almanta, CC BY-SA 4.0, via Wikimedia Commons

					Estuary

				

			

			The morning’s sunlit world fills with
smiles and chatter, the low moan of the
train whistle and rattling cars, rolling on 
steel rails relentlessly toward Boston. Lean
back, glancing occasionally at the woods 
and waters of Connecticut as they slip past, 
dreaming in this half-life, suspended
between where you’ve been and where
you will be. Turn away, for what can 
you keep from a transitory world?

			Nod off then, soothed by the vibrations and the swaying of the car,
while the blue of the sky reflecting in trackside ponds
goes unnoticed, and the great white windmill 
spins as it will, with or
without you.
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