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A COLLAGE 

Hashbury 

Listen my children and you shall learn 
Of the smoke that curls from a Grecian urn, 
Of the Airplane, the Doors and the Grateful Dead, 

Of Timothy, Jack, Allen and what they said 
and did, 

kid. 
Turn on, tune in, and drop out, 

A no-name saint from this world of doubt. 
It’s a ball, a howl on the scene 

Away from all that is low and mean 
And full of straight world sin, 

Either you’re out or either you’re in. 
Who will vanish as a nameless, faceless saint? 

Timothy, Jack, and Allen can’t. 
 
 
 
 
The mandala grinds on children’s bones 

Rendering up wine sweet and strong. 
Seeking God in sundry places, 

The Dharma Bums set the paces, 
Finding a prophet in a mountain of stone, 

Perfectly silent, perfectly alone. 
“’Fuck you!’ sang Coyote” 

And ate again the bud peyote. 
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Throw the temple from the Jezreel Wall, 
Zonk the fuzz, ball baby, ball 

Fifteen or twenty on a freaked-out mind 
All who are willing to wait in line 

or push in ahead. 
Do your thing. 

It’s all been said. 
I Ching. 

*** 
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TREES GROW GREEN 

After reading Richard Wilbur’s “Praise In Summer” 
 
The burly men come, the big burly men, 
Unshaven, the sleeves of their soiled shirts rolled, 
Toting flamingo-necked wrecking bars, saws, 
Claw hammers, axes, and brace and bits. 
These are the builders. They are the makers. 
They have rulers without number or mark. 
Their scrolled blueprints, elevation and plan, 
Are without lines, undated and unsigned. 
They are the builders without plumbs and squares. 
They hammer, and saw, and ax. Aimlessly, 
They fill vast canvases without numbers, 
Without limits, then ignorantly praise 
Their shacks and shambles, each to the other. 
They are in demand, these makers of slums. 

*** 
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THE HAY MEADOW 

The hay meadow spills from the oak and pine 
Tree-studded hills spreading farther and wider 
From source to mouth. Overhead, a duck hawk rides 
A cool current, hunting the early summer vintage. 
In its frugal effort to reach the river, 
A spring-fed branch cuts a switchback 
Scar through the green expanse. 
A doe and two spotted fawns graze the shank deep grasses. 
In the tree line, a young rabbit rears on his haunches 
And turns his ears, trying the sounds from the tall grass. 
Slowly, he lowers onto all-fours 
Then bobbles into the open meadow, and 

over- 
head, 

the 
hawk 

stoops. 

*** 
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THE THREAD THAT WEAVES 

“To me Ireland was the all-protecting mother..” 
Maud Gonne, Scattering Branches. 

I brought you my heart, Maud, on a salver 
Worthy of the head of John the Baptist, 
I smote the rock and loosed the water 
And raised again the ancient Fergus. 
Russet joys seared my sight, 
And heeding the ravings of Blake and Lear, 
I seized the thread that weaves tempest and night 
And raveled the fabric of moon and star. 
 
But the winter breath of a widow’s sigh 
Chilled the breast of your grief-loving mother 
Asserting claim stronger than you and I 
Could forge or fashion one for the other. 

So I go down alone to the dim sea 
And dance in the sand love’s bitter mystery. 

*** 
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