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 Arbeit Macht Bich Frei




work will make you free



I wish I could have been the molecules 




inside the brain of God



as He watched the




ravaged soul of Hitler



crawl out of human form and




return to spirit.



Did God puzzle for a moment




at what He engendered?



Was the question of free will posed?




Was forgiveness an issue?



Did the weight of evil seem to 




be a force as great as God?



Did God pause and wonder of his grand




invocation? Was this at last the



experiment that failed? Was there, indeed,




a split of Man and ape?



As God beheld Hitler --as infant, child, and man --




were the molecules in His brain screaming



like the implosion of stars? Or was it a rage




of pity, a cold fireworks from a dying galaxy?



Or was God's response a black unending stillness, 




the void,



without beginning or ending:



a question spit back in the face of Man?

as rain winds its way into

the intimate sanctuary

where stones dream

I am facing this stone wall,

it is strong and stout.

When the rain falls it splatters against it:

useless.

Useless?

The ashen belly of the sky is brooding and swollen.

In the split cracked moment when thunder cleaves

and the deluge comes

the August sky

bursts

as the stone wall

listens

to the pulse of rain and molecules of stone

disintegrate

inside one

another.

Lovers.


BREAD-WATER- SEX

On St. James Street I was an inmate of my own mind, held captive not so much by illusion, but by the weight of a life that neither moved forward nor decayed. It was a room that a woman visited, took off her business suit, folded neatly on the chair, and in a moment was coupled with the man who could not leave. 


In that slow sunlight of late winter, when brown shadows drew curtains across the white stucco room, he and the woman met for lunch. When sated, she dressed, returned to work, and later to her husband and children in the evening. Infidelity? No. Too many syllables --- only, hunger. Need. Simple words: Bread. Water. Life. Sex.


So much of what passes for the exotic, the complex, metaphorical, and so on is --nonsense. Though eons have passed, the cerebral cortex developed, and we wear expensive clothes – we’re still in need of sustenance: bread, water, sex.


But I, more of an enigma to myself than a stranger, lived in that room of southern views and looked for divination or a sign, but found none. I wrote poems and stories, and in the end they were all the same, about a man who lived in a rooming house, who had sex with women at noon, and read Shakespeare and pornography at night. At midnight he would smoke a joint and watch the women on the street and the cars with out-of-state plates crawling by.


I sometimes said that it wasn't me. I had no desires and therefore was free. The sex offered to the businesswoman was a service, nothing more: No late night lover phone calls:  No last names:  Bread. Water. Sex.

Crazy Love Sick Blues:

Cyanide in my coffee,

ground glass in my soup,

razors in my shoes--

I know my baby’s thinking of me.

She’s got them crazy love sick blues.

She got the kind of loving

that makes suicide seem like a friend.

I’ll love you to the bitter end.

Suits have been scissored

look like ribbons in the closet.

My boots nailed to the floor,

“I know you’ll stay.”

“I know you’ll stay.” she says.

It’s a walk on the wild side of loving,

a stroll on the deep side of manic,

just another day for baby and me.

She’s got the kind of loving

that makes suicide seem like a friend.

I’ll love you to the bitter end.

Haldol in the morning 

ain’t my babies style,

but lithium in the afternoon

means a sunny day for baby and me.

A sunny day for a strange 

kind of loving.

You know I’ll

love you to the bitter end.

You make suicide

look like a friend.

It’s a walk on the wild side of loving,

a stroll on the deep side of manic, 

just another day for baby and me.

Cyanide in my coffee,

ground glass in my soup,

razors in my shoes--

I know my baby’s thinking of me.

She’s got them crazy love sick blues.

Dans Le Matin de  Notre Vie

  une chanson
Bonjour mon amour.

Bonjour mon amour.

Ouvres tes yeux.

Reveille- toi.

Reveille-toi.

Ma vie commence 

de nouveau

quand tu te reveilles 

avec moi.

Reveille-toi.

Reveille-toi.

Nous avons

tout le temps.

Cette matin

pour faire 

l’amour.

Notre vie est 

une moitié de rêve,

une autre moitié  

d’amour-- toujours.

Ça, tu le sais,

tu le sais bien.

Reveille-toi.

Reveille-toi.

Commence cette journée

commence cette moment

pas de doute 

pour toute ma vie.

Bonjour mon amour.

Bonjour mon amour.

Ouvres tes yeux.

        Reveille-toi.

        Reveille-toi.

The Death of the American dream






Is brought to you – live!

The death of America is 



brought to you live on your

television; it comes 

to you in full color 

on 500 channels

in patriotic red, white,

and blue if you choose.

It is even brought to you

while you snooze 

through the evening news.

America will not die by a wave

of crazed kamikaze North Koreans

swimming stealthily ashore

nor will it not falter by 

a flood of suicide Hezbollah bombers.

The American dream is dying 

in the apathetic indifference 

of 72% of the electorate who do not 

get off the couch and vote,

but who drive a half hour

to the nearest McDonalds.

The American dream is dying

not because some black mother

is on welfare, it is dying

because of the legions of white

collar corporate gangstas’ 

who loot pension funds

to feed their insatiable greed.

The American dream is dying

because we are more terrified

of the phantom Al Queeda,

and though 2,800 lives

ain’t nothing to giggle about:

What about the twenty-five

percent of American children

who go to bed hungry

at night? Or the ninety

million Americans who

don’t have health insurance?

America is being poisoned

as clean air and water 

are deemed as corporate

prerogatives to do with as they

please.

The American dream is dying

a slow and sure death and 

the declining vital signs are sponsored by the

Military Industrial Mafia, Inc.

The American dream enshrined

in the Bill of Rights and 

Constitution, has been

delivered in a casket 

with a lovely wreath and 

a card from

Bush, Ashcroft, and company,

“Thank you for the 

Patriot Act.”

It is brought to you live, 

but you will not notice 

it if you’re sitting 

in your air-conditioned

SUV driving to

Disneyworld.

You cannot hear it 

if your television and

walkman 

are plugged into your brain

while a voice in the background

 whispers,

“You’ve got mail.”

The death of the American

dream is being brought to you

live, but you cannot hear or 

see it because you and that 

great American dream will

be on life support, with 

your consciousness and breath

slowly slipping away.

And in this instant between 

life and death, you will need

to consider: 

Is the 

American dream of 

life, freedom, 

and civil liberties 

worth


fighting for?                


 
                       

The death of the 

American dream

is being brought to you


live!

Driving with the Great Poet

“I don’t talk much.”

But after an hour of quiet

driving towards Middlebury

for the next reading, a snippet

of conversation leads to 

jazz sessions in Chicago and

New York … Teagarden,

Pee Wee Russell, Chick 

Webb, Condon, Goodman, 

and the memory of hundreds of jazz

players have fused their 

silken driving rhythms into

the pores of the master’s poems.

The oxygen tank clicks

mechanically every 15 seconds,

the soulless backbeat 

maintains life, it becomes 

a thread in our conversation. 

Words are measured carefully--

they are the lifeblood.

”Hayden, what makes a good

poem?”

“Genuineness. Genuine to the

feeling and intent, without

all the editorializing.”

And then we fall into

silence, driving through

the snow and rain, the

            oxygen pulses.

Ecstasy

thermos

of coffee,

blanket

on the toes,

pen & paper,

and

time to

write.

no

inter

ruptions.

ecstasy

in

spades.

     Elegy for a Hundred Flowers.

In Memory of l989 Tiananmen Square

The old men who tend the garden are like magicians, their craft is well hidden from sight: 

As to their art, the pruning is blunt and near the root.

“Too much or too little, kills,” one said.

“Too much, there is no garden.”

“Too little, it becomes a poison which may even kill-- me.” he laughs and 

lights another cigarette.

In the evening, sunset folds purple on to blue and the haze


obscures ancient towers.

Like emperors of centuries ago, they ruminate on order and pleasure.

“Weeds choke the garden,” insist the old men. “Inattention and a 


careless eye are the bane of a well tended plot.”

The gardeners, failing in sight and memory;


unable to define and order the infinite space of the garden,

surrogated the weeding to peasant soldiers.

When fresh corpses compost, newest to the earth, freshest in memory of


sunlight: Do they offer inspiration to the slumbering roots?

What dreams are stored in the fertile black soil?

     Evening Tide

she gathered lovers

like a beachcomber

collecting clams

for evening supper.

Each one gathered

stored

cooked

savored

devoured

and

emptied.

Then

tossed

once again

to

the sands.

First Cup

The first cup, 

not the hurried one 

on the train to work,

not the second or third,

nor the one squeezed in 

after lunch to make it 

through to the end of the day.

The first cup,

savored slow,

reverentially mindful

as a monk. Each sip

a slow revelation to

     wakening.

  FREE  

a song for you

Like gypsies of old

let's wander the globe.

Like gypsies of old

let’s wander the globe

Let the change of tide

be the one to decide.

Let the sway of a day

tell us how we'll play.

When cold winds blow

then we'll surely go

to Morocco bound

that perfect sound. 

Under a sheltering sky

we'll surrender our why

as castles made of sand

slip away from the land.

In our caravan for two

each day will be new.

Freedoms' sweet delight

is each mornings light.

Like Gypsies of old

let’s wander the globe.

Likes Gypsies of old

we'll wander the globe.

  HARVEST

Pumpkin season sky


unfurls like a clean fresh sheet:

palest of blue --


single song note of a flute.

Attention is riveted


by the leaf burnt, apple ripe,

tart sensation of the wind.

What whispered voice memory


of fire

compels the virulent, succulent


green to surrender?

What wind spun incantation invites 


the fall

and shouts down the


fortressed and sheltering leaves?

Why has the root's driven thirst


for the sun surrendered

to the shivering naked limbs?

Why does the pumpkin season sky


bleed 

into the sullen leafed earth?

And how has the moon spoken


to your ancient soul?

HOME
I love the deep quiet of my

Vermont country home.

I love the seasons as they

unravel and come to splendor.

I love the pace that we 

live, busy but not too busy.

I travel around the world,

live many different lives,

but my compass points direct

always to these mountains

where my soul finds comfort,

      peace and ease.

How to Make a Child a Suicide Bomber

God blesses a parent

with the joy of a child.

Nurtured and loved

she will grow up

in her community,

make friends, dream

of being a scientist

or an artist, it changes 

with each day.

Children are like that.

Teenage years, one minute

a child, then the next

an adult.

What turns a joyful

innocent dreaming

child into a martyr?

Is it living in an

occupied land?

Being told

that as a Palestinian

she has no state?

The grief from seeing

the olive groves

lovingly tended for 

generations 

bulldozed

by an army?

The horror

of watching her

family’s home destroyed?

Or is it the belief

that there is 

no future for

a Palestinian child

and that she will always 

be a prisoner in her own land.

What makes a child a 

suicide bomber?

the I don’t write moaning blues

ain’t even a blues song

just another sad pathetic

excuse why

I don’t write.

man, oh man! work, life

family, play, and ya de da

de da and all that kind of 

crap in spades.

take my pen and paper

sit my skinny ass down 

and just write.

  write what? why I

would write something as

funky and crazy as,

“the I don’t write moaning blues.”


     I kiss the heavens

Standing on the edge of the ocean

considering the weight of a raindrop.

Walk backwards in time to the beginning

of a thought and taste the emptiness.

Then fall into the abyss of a poem, 

drift to the core and drown in the vortex.

Drown in the magenta, violets, indigo, 

and passion paints of a prayer unspoken.

Rebirth at each step.

I walk the shoreline and trace our 

progress from stars and sea.

Mendicant with hands folded, eyes to heaven,

turn to the horizon and dance.

Standing on the edge of the ocean

considering the weight of a raindrop.

I miss

I miss

the sea of poems,

that wide ocean of your loving.

In the seasons of


madness

and bliss will

I say --

   that we loved well?

Did we hold time

captive?

Were we spell-bound and


enchanted?

Too enamored of 


our loving?

Or did we drift into


the sea of poems,

the wider ocean of loving


as intimate

and private as a kiss?

The infinity of love

 I

hear

the

love

orgasms

of amoebas

resonating

in the

careless

wind.

     
Insatiable

In the broad fallow fields

of love and loneliness,

acres of scarlet and violet poppies

iridescent against white snow.

