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“Once we have parted in this spot

the tumbleweed goes on thousands of miles.”
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Intro




In New York again, I was in New York




for the first time, a virgin traveler, sleeping




on the front futon.  In the city there were




people I needed to see and people who needed




to see me.  Some of these people I knew




and some I never saw, although they saw me.




Sleeping on the front futon, you can look




out over the entrance to the other dimensions,




the rooftop tanks holding up the veil, pointing




to the bodiless space inside us.  I sat there




and wrote a poem of love to a young woman who




would never know that I wrote those lines.




The Peking Duck is all of love and what love




could hope to be.  The Peking Duck is the sum




of all that is and never was.  The Peking Duck Is.

I




The Commander Counsels Her Boston




Agent as the Legions of Cultural Punctuation




and Multifarious Evils Approach…





“Settle,” she says.  “Settle the inside, where 




your pains live.  This madness beyond the normal 




bed and breakfast madness.  Settle.”  She speaks 




to me from the life of the dance over the crevices




of what we cannot be when we are lifted into the gift.




I see her eyes and the jewelry that is the face of grace,




the river lines in her soul.  I see with my eyes




that I cannot hold to the kindness of the dark.  The sun




does not forgive.  The sun demands.  The sun takes. 




In her regalia there is the music of my mission,




to go into the fire of what it is to be me, beyond




this first and obvious Canaan to where pain surrenders




to one hand in another, without the need to invade. 




I must take the kindness of the sun as it cracks me free.

II




Mister Moi, High Emissary of Sweetness,




Manifests to Deliver One Ounce of Light




on the Deadly Art of Taijiquan Push Hands




at the Basketball Court in Roosevelt Park…




Jim handles the bread and cake with coffee and tea,




on the ledge of the wall that mends these spaces




between hearts, his healing hands a blessing to us,

his healing hands that keep our black histories.




We walked over with fans in our bags, the terrible




beauty of the art, and I followed as I always follow,




in the father space, behind him, although side by side,




behind him, listening to his knowing, his patience




with the world’s blindness.  The one angel appears




to help me let him know I will not break under 




the hushing weight of his fears of this place where




I live because I do not live there.  I live where he lives,




in this father space.  Mister Moi touches the angel.




The angel touches me.  The strong do not survive.

III




The Two Masters of Magic Arrive from




New Orleans with Old Suitcases and Same




Clothes to Construct the Fabulous Fortress




of the Free in the Skies Above Roosevelt Park… 




We are the mad free, the insane beyond the plane,




the magistrates of where wisdom will not allow words.




In the Hagakure’s samurai code of those who know,




we have no appearance of knowing, but everything




is full around us.  They have been waiting for me.




We are battling the legion in full force in the park,




practicing stillness in Chinese, sitting until there is nothing.




The dead speak.  It is my buddy Roger, dead and free,




here now in the full announcement of his name in 




Dave’s brand of cigarettes-Roger.  We make the notation,




and the fortress assembles itself in the configuration




of air.  Bret goes to locate a new place to sleep as




Dave has once again made an edifice in the invisible.




Time collapses…past, present, and future are one donut.

IV




The Esoteric Art of Navigation, or How




to Walk the Sidewalks in New York, Where




the World’s Most Beautiful Women Gather,




and Admire them and Fall in Love Without




Denying their Humanity or Having a Stroke




in the Wake of Geriatric Immaturity and Desire…




The Peking Duck comes to the table with assistance,




sans feathers and breath, to be our communion.  We




need communion, we need to hold Bill in our aggregate,




our arms like the broad and protective web of love,




of knowing we cannot know his knowing as his knowing




is the only tether he can have.  Smiles must leave




so tears can pay their own mortgage.  There is no other




way, according to the Duck.  It is its own sauce,




life that is.  We are full of something I cannot name,




except to say it is loss, and I am surrounded by these




bright and good people as I am about to know how terrible




is the way to joy.  Some perfect beauty of a woman




passed me earlier, beauty like the broad stroke that will




come one day when men realize there is no God except




The Woman, above men’s apprehensions and resentments,




beyond men’s mothers.  “I can fly now,” I say to the Powers.




They sing back to me in these gentle eyes at table,




“That is why you must stay in this, our forever- love.”

V




The Fabulous Fortress Sings the Song




Of Master Zhangsanfeng, the Legendary




Founder of Taijiquan, Who Quit His




Life to Wander the Mountains with Two




Young Boys in Search of the Truth




Of Taiji, that Which Comes from Nothing…




In the twilight of a life of epicurean travel,




Uncle George nods in his chair at Cabrini, the 




home of nursing, white hair the breath of grace,




still here, still defending the paces of majesty.




I come and hug him, pull his head to mine and talk.




I rub his hair and tell him a full head like his




is a good sign of a man’s will to live and love.




His friend comes in, another man, these two now




remnants of the old way of being gay, gentle men.




This my uncle, godfather of my third wife, friend




to her father, this uncle led me to Paella and Sangria.




In the nursing home you learn to watch television,




but Uncle George resists, as he always has in




this world where he cannot hold the hands




of his friends and does not speak of his love




but wears it.  In my bag I have Owen Dodson’s




cuff links.  I will wear them for these men who




are our true wizards, having woven silk from dread. 

