
Deserts of Deceit 

 

Take dawn from that window 

of horizons’ bent curvature 

as infidel eyes go blind 

at its spent loveliness. 

 

Throw down your rose 

like a mourning veil 

& plot the lassitude we follow 

in deserts of deceit. 

 

Find us there, near the end, 

wanting your body’s watery sweat 

to moisten the curvature of sex 

chastened by a pitiless sear 

of the sun’s glowering, 

where nothing remains now 

but bones of ancient aliens. 

 

Others too will follow 

as you kneel gratefully 

beneath the sun’s cruel splendor, 

& espy the distant cave’s petroglyph 

of earthly enlightenment: 

 

Soon your hands will abrade 

the stony precipice 

waiting to take us 

back to the promised land. 



 

The Star Gazer 

 

When stars foster new eternity 

the secrets of the cosmos will 

reveal themselves in a black hole 

of errancy 

no scientist can deny is 

is the death “of stellar reason.” 

 

The anti-matter of our existence 

doubts our real being, you told me, 

analyzing my virus strain 

under a microscopic eternal eye. 

Grad school was never better 

for seeing the matter of bodies 

resisting the pull of my gravity. 

 

Nonetheless your heat glimmered 

in the culture dish of my wine glass, 

far from the madding elements 

 

trying to bring us down 

from the brilliance  

of creation. 

 

Swimming in Darkness 

 

The night brings its own chaos 

to the minds of inferior men 



waiting for their oblivion 

in little ways. 

Yet the earth continues 

being sculpted (by time’s river, 

over the shore of our infinity). 

With a jeweler’s painstaking patience 

minerals give way to rocks of ages, 

then your breath roils in the abyss 

of cold creation 

reflected by the stars. 

Dreams are a fortune 

in fish eyes 

plucked out by wharf dwellers 

seeking jewels of vision 

to enhance their fading own. 

No one sees the night for what it is, 

the turning of God’s face 

from water. 
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