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By Fred Farraris
You’ll know what I mean, he said, when I say my skull’s a pestle not a prism

you know what I’m saying

his heart the grotto she dwells in

his heart a cave where she sits in place of a cheated saint

shattered mica infested with light, rude cave the palest green

swallows soar out of her mouth with effortless grace

the perfect decoy is blue

you understand she said where I have withstood

galaxies destroyed history rucks me on a rocky ledge history’s good-bye kiss a grave

I abandoned I held my need to yellow sky’s rubious weep

eternity found yes in my lips the froth on my lips yes a kiss a key

to unwind untether the moon from blue

you’ll know, he said, what I say when I tell you

to cut through the wood saw through the ice to the pond’s red sky

the rising sun not seen but to see morning’s first most

fragile light a plunge without menace tightening the scrotum

and then she rose

then she rose and hovered and tumbled a tarnished hawk a ruderal vine

his nostrums rock salt in her mouth spells invocations clay bricks for paving

a sunny street before a tower the bell cracked into thin blue lines

an architect’s plan for a house without walls

built out of wind, the wind, and the very wind the chimes will chime

violet chains indign exile candid blue

(continued)

(Ferraris, Samsaric Variation #12, page 2, stanza continued)

grave isolation distilled into scats & ashes, tracks & dry rain

blunt ends linked to desert sand lashed to rocky means chained

to folded river channels constricted serpentine river rock shattered broken & folded

stone his reflection narrow streets projected crescents in his eyes open faces

useful songs repeated in nets dropped in the water immaculate birds secret hopes

blue fears red sands white flies gathering appetite for clay

& sand articulating the hunger for ashes & rain

the smallest trembling fixes the angle of a locable leaf a snake a tree

he’ll perish grown old, he knows his birth was only a warning

to sacrifice his eyes her wings for a semblance of location the sun strikes

a moonstone buried beside a cliff under a tree overhanging the river the unresolved leaf

its sediment is history a contagion wind carries, its silt is a nest a six-sided 

house lined with down and a school for singing categories of restoration common as blind

witness absent structure the unmusical hunter’s sweet violence read into the lines

the sleeper’s hand its tenuous grasp delays the verdict she plays

useless music that shouts at least as convincing as bricks

that rise from their seats to sign no pain

and his hand burns the secret from her throat, her tongue a gust, the wind that tells

a cave infested with wounded hibernations opens the kingdom

with a curious tongue opens the kingdom

with a simple gesture opens the kingdom with a hit-and-miss bloom

and the meticulous thorn attacks the lonely witness whose

blood is weeping from the wall foretells no sense no splendid isolation

no flight no dream no hoot no ash no glue no hive no comb no room

Shades on broken ground wedged between can you or can you not open the kingdom

the mouth agape a frozen crow

an overhung cliff a dwelling for swallows, the sun’s green life in its flame

thorns leaking through the bleeding fist who hasn’t seen this straining to evade

he does has done will be little else no wings no hands waiting for a signal to beat

the air probes a memory of moon clay clogs the machine and birds are flying

in his blood dripping on the clay congealing in the shape of no flight

on the forehead of a cheated saint a relic a symbol a stain

the distorting mirror a two-step process of sudden apprehension reason claims

lunar interactions between blank tablets whatever grows straight rows true

no crater strains this immaculate surface wings beat air & stir up storms, maybe

literal maybe not, smoke rain and all the voices the useful songs not round not splay

a moon untethered smooth not blue

