The Cold North Current

Poems, Stories, Songs
Matt Durham

“The Cold North Current”

© 2004 Matt Durham, Bayside, CA

A Beginning and an End

Yesterday a gift

 
Sheets of oppressive, arctic air


Yielded to southern breezes 



Warm as mothers’ milk

They gusted, shifted 

Darkened skies


Wandering herds of rain-filled clouds



Released their liquor, inebriating ancient harbors

Large black birds and beetles

Drifted and squatted 

  On barren, leafless branches






The sound of the wind

Spoke in memories




To the corners of fourth grade classrooms

There, children read pictureless books

Dreaming with the words






That moved





In a myriad of shapes


While the soul of the wind 

Flew through the trees





Of nine year old boys


Air charged, electric

Upending giant beasts


Their roots like terrible claws

Rivers of brown clay and sandstone 

Awoke, to wash away all averages







Be gone you fools!

december evening

the hissing





soft voice of change




breathes steam 





from the bodies of rain-soaked wood




as it burns 





in a winter fire


it is released

into the night


seeking solace

in the chaos of stars

I think they frick'n cheated

I mean look at all the signs:

Boston Red Sox

Redskins' last home game before the election 

Dog tags from Vietnam

Charm given by an indigenous Navajo leader 

Chestnut from a buckeye

It was all going to happen

Then they stole it

Oh, they made it look close

But it was never close

Some CIA thinktank 

Of economic jackals

Killed this one

So we could move on

With the plan

Father of 16

Remember your commitment

Honor your friends

Respect your parents

Whatever

I really don’t care

Well

Someday you will!

Searching for Hot Springs

You never really know what you’ll get

Luke, tepid, warm, ooh yeah, hay caliente!

Sometimes there will be snow-capped peaks

Other times dust and heat

Then, of course, 

There is always the human element

Hot spring soakers are a mixed bag

There are the laid-back, mellow types,

The derelict, ex-extreme skier 

Hero invalids on SSI,

Korean couples 

Mom and girls in inner tubes

Loud, nasal talker with sunglasses

Discretely checking out the naked babes

I guess the process 

Is what’s most important

I don’t know what’s important anymore.

Neva Hadda (Nevada)

Drifting


Uplifting

Praying the music 


Helps our shifting

Mighty race 


Out of place

Building futures


Of disgrace

Still the time


Keeps on flowing

Like the sands 


They are growing

On the edge


Of the desert

While the flea waits


For a savior

Morning Psalm

Hello again

My place of work

Hello tall grass, hello small tree

You are good

Your aim is true

I am here to love

And so here is my love

It comes from my heart

It comes from

I know not where

We are not here

To live in hate and fear

But to share

And care for

One another

This truth

I truly

Truly believe

4th day of october
morning frost

the grass stops growing

people consider death

and wander on 

into 

their holidays

there is worry

unease

illnesses are passed on

I spend time reflecting

and imagining

images of skulls

bleached gray wood

and outside dampness

Otro Viernes
Another Friday

¿Qué distracción perseguir?
What distraction should I pursue?

Aprender una lengua 
To learn a language

Es escribir y leer
Is to write and to read

Las palabras son códigos sanos
The words are sound codes

Descripciones de esa oferta 
They offer descriptions

Para los pensamientos 
For thoughts

Y las formas
And forms

Today I feel unsure
Oggi ritengo incerto

A quiet, undecided tension
Un tensionamento calmo e indeciso

Surrounds every thought
Circonda ogni pensiero

Nothing feels right
Niente ritiene di destra

Or wrong
O errato

The ground is not flat
La terra non è piana

There are many 
Ci sono molti ostacoli inattesi

Unexpected obstacles

I am serious, tired,
Sono serio, stancato,

Empty of the desire for life
Svuotisi del desiderio per vita

My actions are slow 
Le mie azioni sono lente e metodiche

and methodical

I pursue the future
Perseguo il futuro

Like some old dog
Come un certo vecchio cane

Walking through
Camminare attraverso

A foggy, empty alley
Un vicolo nebbioso e vuoto

Ciao, como siete

Sono benissimo

Che cosa circa voi

Sono triste

Depresso

Hi, How are you

I am good

How about you

I'm sad

Depressed

I'm a lonely, lonely man

I'm a lonely

Oh yes I am

I'm a lonely, lonely man

oo oo yeah, yeah yeah yeah

Sono un uomo solo e solo

Sono un solo

L'OH, sì sono

Sono un uomo solo e solo

oo oo yeah, yeah yeah yeah

Some days are like that

I lack power, strength

Floating on an endless sea

You have to look carefully

It is not what you anticipate.

Golden hair light
Breathing into the uncomplicated, familiar room

Wood post, gray with age, weathered

Indigo shadows work their way across the walls

Coal black hair, Arabic expression, olive green wool sweater

Ginger curls, pastel complexion, cinnamon blouse

Fresh vegetables, crisp in color, firm

Bowl of dark sauce, bottle of crimson wine

Spaghetti noodles

Ancient potatoes

Peeling garlic, chopping onion

Islamic mandala

Depiction of crucifix

Slightly faded 

In the background

I drop my child off

In the morning at camp

It is foggy 

We park on the dirt near the blackberries

Once we step outside

There are no car or machine noises anymore

Only natural sounds

The creek is dark and still

Alder leaves float on the shiny surface

We walk across the log bridge

Two young women are in the barn building to greet us 

There is a sadness in my son's expression

When he realizes he is the first kid

Soon, though, there is again anticipation

Of what is to come

There will be many children here very shortly

And he may, at some point

In the morning's activity frenzy,

Long for this aloneness

This moment of sitting, breathing, dreaming

Feeling with eyes and tongue and skin

The giant forest, blanketed sky

For now, though, we two

Walk out into the dry, dandelion covered lawn

To play a game of tetherball

Um otro poema

A cooperação é bonita

Cooperation is beautiful

As I a wash the dishes

As she pays the bills

As we all make our way

In cast iron machines

On paths of crushed rock and tar

We have learned 

Over so much time

That getting along

Is what really works

É o que trabalha realmente

If you could whisper fields of grass 

On a gold and crimson summer eve

As the dark of the night approaches

I would long for you 

And your unique scent

Like wine and papaya and goat urine

I would measure my steps 

By Prussian blue, outgoing tides

With my feet sinking into that grey, dark grey mud

It is there that I imagine my end

As I would slowly sink into the earth

Even as my last glance 

At the castle on the hill proved fruitless

I would continue my wandering

And searching for your eyes

I must get away

From these steady lines 

And movie sets of houses 

That line the gated, laser streets

These Costco basket goods

That break the backs of desert migrants

Someday I will return

To be with the street venders

Who curse their broken furniture

And coffee stains

We will walk through dry scrub

We will scrape fingers on bare horizons

And lean into the depths

Of our sacred humanity

Surfing

The ocean has many colors, many moods.  Some mornings it is soft and still and gray, the clear water running over sand in gelatinous mass.  In the early afternoons, when the sun breaks out of the fog, a cool onshore wind brushes the blond beach grass.  The sea sparkles and is bright blue, the foam drifts along, inside the breaking zone.

Every place has it's own personality.  A wave is not a wave.  They all have different shapes, different velocities, different tidal patterns.  The most accessible places to surf are those that have a channel, where deep tidal rivers flow to sea.  You can paddle without any wave hitting you. You can relax after catching a wave in.

The initial launch is an acquired skill, relying on knowledge, strength, but above all, commitment.  You cannot back off.  The wave recognizes the physics of gravity and motion.  You must know when to stand, that exact moment, when you are enveloped in the wave's energy. To push up too early or too late is to fall.  You must feel when it is time to ascend, place your feet in position, as a king, and prepare to enter the noble, ultimate world of sliding a wave face.

the seasons

are abundant colors

that blend

and change

as light does

on the wall

when the wind is blowing

through the trees at dawn

while the birds

who are awake

and gathering things

from their fields

bringing back

the bread and rice

in the wash of morning

to feed the children

hey 


they don't all


  have to be great

    these words


  to nourish



the hunger


some


   are like potatoes

  that grow 

     without thought

Black bug


Lying dead in the warm sand



The shell of what was once


And now is gone





Body syrup returned


  To the waxing 



and waning




 Of sorcerer’s tide and swell


  


 Of indefinite oceans

Thoughts in Translation

Estoy un vendedor de la función pública.

I am a provider of public function.

Ayudo a la gente con sus difficultades y inseguridades.

I help the people with their difficulties and insecurities.

Que puedo para ofrecer servicio, es un gran alegría.

That I am able to offer service, is a great joy.

En mi corazón, tengo compasión para los que son humanos

In my heart, I have comapassion for those who are human.

Newspaper Cutout

It could be named

But the parts

Which work together

Develop understanding

Regardless

Of the move

For a written statement

Like the pieces 


Of buildings

As they fall in a mound


Like the blocks 

On the Hill


That go rolling around

As the roads


Lie distilling

What we spread on the ground


As the earth moves

It's chilling


Unusual sounds

And the people


Die killing

As they run from their towns


But the dogs 

They are milling


As they ready to pound

While the blood


Keeps on spilling

There's no joy to be found

A light rain

Of silent particles

Mirrors the yellow light

Beneath the coarse branches

I breathe the soup

And release my subtle message

A quail’s moan

Ads to the summer haze

Mere sounds

Can penetrate deeply

Into our living memories

Of daylight

Beneath the trees

I think about the food

Of ordinary people

As I ride the train

Into the city

I imagine 

As mothers soften beans

In bowls of water

I avoid the sparkling light

It moves in arches

While basking in the shadows

Of conspiracy

I sip a glass of beer

Absorbed in the conundrum

Of dense thought

A simple grave

Will work

But I wish for you 

To be near me

I looked through newfound eyes

This morning

As stories were told 

In my office over coffee

I leaned with anticipation 

As she told me about her husband

And three small children 

Living in a car

Through the nights' storm

And that she felt bad

For those

That didn't have much

Vision Telling
I would like to connect

There’s a hidden network

That observes and listens 

They’re like ordinary people

Only they’re angels

Our proceedings, our nature

From remote spaces

Even across the sea

Like a television 

In reverse

And we can switch the channels

And choose who is watching

A desert winemaker

A Spanish politician 

A Chinese gypsy 

Even a Russian carpenter 

Washed through 

Pale gray

To a dark shadow 

In the stream

A hovering over

Patterned wings

Stir and cleanse

Tired thought

As leaves make bed

A hungry look

Gives sign

To waning stocks

A woman's here

Collecting roots

Her breath is warm

Dear diary

After work, dinner

Michael and Brooke's house

Matt's minestrone

La familia

Dog howling in the car

Red wine

New dinnerware

A full moon eclipse

The curse of the Bambino

Hanging like the fog

Of an October evening

Gradually it lifted

And the light returned once again 

I walked out and observed

As you sailed along the green water

But decided on warm and dry

Oppressive head cold

Weariness, confusion

Winter is here  

Soccer fields are empty

Candy stashes are full

Day of the dead 

To mourn government tyranny

Orange light, warning, melancholy

The restlessness of spirits' choir

Resonate the ancient shores

Staring

At brilliant fiery ball

All eyes consumed

All thoughts obsessed

A moment, intense devotion

A judgment

A message

A deliverance

And then

Nothing

This very dust 

These minute pieces

Are containers of memory

From the beginning of time

Set In Motion

I thought that 

Was the end of winter

But it was only a prelude 

To the season of sadness

The serenade of seagulls 

Mixes with the gurgling of engines

Like skunks 

We struggle 

To build, maintain, consume 

In the name of sound economics

We are not content 

To sit and breathe

In the cold darkness 

I'm driving out to the beach.  

The wind's blowing southwest, out to sea, means rain.  I pass the pulp mill billowing out steam, it's wood stew gases.  The familiar sour smell and then... mushroom pickers walk along the roadside, heads bent down, looking for psilocybin spores.  I make it to where the pavement ends and gravel begins, rutted, potholed, washboarded, I like it. In the distance, huge bending Cypress, rock sea wall, ocean bay grayness.  Soon the gravel ends, 4WD on the fly, what a luxury, sandy tracks, through the non-native, invasive grasses, like horses manes.  I navigate the tracks, ohp, another adventurer, veer to the right.  Now I am at the beach, el oceano, engine off, tranquilo.  I get out, walk in the wind, gaze for miles and miles.  A seagull hoovers, patterned feathers, gift of flight.  I look at him/her with yearning.  

I heard the voices

Of children

Young girls

Across the ocean

Gathered together in a hospital

Sharing their stories

Of bombs

And amputated limbs

It was show and tell

Amid the quiet, morning shadows

Death and life 

Swirling in surreal dream images

That haunt the sleep

Of people like me.

I never thought

A cat

Could be 

Spiritual Master

Come in the form of

Deaf, albino

Chasing elusive reflections

Sleeping 

As we ran the vacuum cleaner

Waking us religiously

At 6 AM each morning

To share in bright eyed bliss

And then

Suddenly

Mysteriously

Dying

On the backyard lawn

Without sound

Dear santa

I must admit 

I was a little concerned

When you greeted us 

Barefoot on your porch in the snow

And said you had a PhD in Art History

And when you invited us into your one room motel box

And closed the door 

I was alarmed to see the pile of banana peels 

Leftover in the corner

That you had apparently taken 

As an offering from outside my room

I was amused by the 365 mandalas 

Taped carefully to the walls

I was touched by the photo 

Of your beautiful, twenty year old daughter 

But what was most affecting 

Was the disturbed conversation 

I heard you have though the wall 

With the imaginary person

At three in the morning 

Regarding your various degrees and accomplishments 

At Berkeley, along with the list of complaints 

You had about the condition of the room

And the way you used the window as a door

To get in and out

Medical Forum

It is worth asking yourself 

Whether you are deriving a perverse 

Almost erotic

Pain/pleasure

From scratching the itchy area

Which is keeping the irritation going

In my hometown

There are many 

Who abhor mainstream

Who walk the slippery streets

Bent down in large coats

They are rebellious

And non-compliant

They resist conformity

They fight within themselves

Bombarded by supermarket signs

They keep company with dogs

Smoke various weeds

Rolled up in rice 

They live on the fringe

Of this small universe

Absorbed in dreadful abandon

A tempest of grey             Una tormenta del gris

Imagine its immensity       Imagina su inmensidad

As a bird, floating              Como del pájaro, nadando

The purity of motion         La pureza del movimiento

As all are quiet                  Como silenciosa todos son

a day of work                      un día del trabajo

the sky darkens                    el cielo aniebla

machines that hum quietly  máquinas que tararean reservado

are switched off                   se apagan

a note of obscurity              una nota de la oscuridad

From this place                     De este lugar

One can see out                       Puede ver hacia fuera

Above the trees                       Sobre los árboles

In the golden light of dawn     En la luz de oro del amanecer

I am uncomfortable 

With capitalism

Its ideals seem distant

Unstable, selfish

I mourn the loss of life

I crave the sun's shadow

A thicket after a morning rain

A pothole in the road

I breathe the wet air

And absorb its weighted emptiness

To all those 

Who are gone

I wish you peace

I hope that we

Meet again

As trees

Or rabbits

Even bugs 

And get to know each other

Another time 

Like we did before

We're working working

Ra da ba dae

For truth and rights

We're working working

ba da ba dei 

For truth and rights

The memories

Are like postcards

The warm touch 

Of a hand

The fragile grazing 

Of cheeks

The passion

Of pressed lips

The smell

Of brushed hair

Though that chapter

Has been lived

I love 

To dig it out of the box

And read it again

There is so much 
Hay tanto

Words and colors and noises
Palabras y colores y ruidos

Filling the day
Llenar el día

With currents 
Con las corrientes

Of endless emotion
De la emoción sin fin

It is difficult to digest
Es difícil digerir

I limit myself
Me limito

To vital flavors
A los sabores vitales
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