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In these times

of crazy thick blindness

rage and grief:

what’s needed

the strongest of medicines

the most nourishing of food for your limbs

the clearest of days 

the brightest star

the most lucid of letters sent to you

the greatest strength

and a beacon to keep this ship on course

to defeat fear

and live on in spite of wars

these are messengers when ordinary lines of communication are cut

prayers on the wing  seeking home:

The Cantatas of J.S. Bach

the poetry of Langston Hughes,

the photography of my father - 

       (with the blessed eyes and radiance of the children

        those moments he’s captured!)

Rumi, Rilke, Pablo Neruda - Lovers of Life!

Walt Whitman - undaunted!

Beethoven, Mozart, Telemann, bright nourishment

Nathan Milstein, Arthur Grummiaux, Itzak Perlman, 

Pepe Romero, Andres Segovia, Vladimir Horowitz, 

Yo-Yo Ma, Bobby McFerrin, the celestial Andrea Bocelli - 

their names are talisman, warding off evil

in times of sickness, sadness, suffering and death, 

these are cure

breaking bonds, freedom of movement again

pure laughter, and  pearls of truth

in times of siege, a high fortress wall

messengers:

all your Indian saints, and all your Tibetan saints

and all those nameless Workers whose very lives bring joy, those who have been and those who are now 

pure giving

and the dream of love

of taking the hand of your beloved

and entering the magic of days that are filled 

where all is made more than complete

but going from fullness to fullness

the overflowing joy of it all

Now, in  these times especially, 

shores and woods and high mountains  

and their welcoming embraces

Teach children to read,  and play with them, 

learn to hold their attention 

and make them laugh again and again

so that their luminosity fills the room

(this is secret nourishment every parent knows)

Weep openly, and without shame

for your brothers and for the innocent

for the formality and the lies

for the technological advances in cruelty 

and for the chaos of the world

then give yourself away in some way to some stranger today, right now

do something opposed to death:

kneel and kiss a hundred bright flowers 

as they grow from the ground

improvise a dance right on the spot where you are standing,

or completely forgive some old grudge

feed your family with the bread of hope,

pour for us all from your special reserve

your sweet tea

When the soulless flaunt their brutal will 

and their warplanes strike at us all

then 

remember our ancestors and read aloud the message they have sent to us

become rain, my friend

this is the radical antidote all around

born of  your honesty in the face of this

it’s your beauty voiced that saves lives

your unyielding hope and courage

remembering springtime and all the new seasons to come that are in every seed

and in every eye

Because all I hear is silence

[tripwire: seeing the August 7th, 2008 tally for American dead an wounded in Iraq]

On my way here

the wraps came loose

and everything I wanted to bring

has spilled on the road

was trampled and forgotten

of everything I wanted to you to have

all that remains is this

barely a shred of its wrapping

but I pledged to give this over to you

and I do so on knees that are bleeding

pounding my hands

understand

foolish, ridiculous as it seems

it’s not what I meant

not barely

if there are schools that come of this,

hospitals, clinics, trained medical help,

teachers imparting the arcanum of language

opening wide those halls

and generations to follow come of age 

beside their great gardens

if there

is clean water enough

so even the names of diseases are forgotten

and if the lives of you and your descendants are long and rich,

know, this was only the smallest part of what the ark of my desire held

and would have delivered to you

these few poor works, splinters washed ashore, really, of what is left

these aims – how can they repay what you 

are due

what your descendents 

are due

because

we destroyed your families

set disease and bitterness among you

crushed your human dreams, my family

and wrecked mothers, fathers, sisters, brothers, children, friends, lovers

with grief

and helpless mourning rage

from the sky 

so nothing was heard or felt, 

we dropped our bombs on 

wedding parties, 

hospitals, 

and elementary schools, 

our blinded youth, our insane leaders,

and vast sums from the public treasury

funded your hells

a few ruthless criminals led the way

and not enough of us saw or acted to stop them

there were thousands of ways it could have been stopped, 

and we didn’t stop it

and so 

on this day:

another 90 destroyed in Afganistan,

and scores more, certainly

we’ll never hear about

even as they mechanically, soullessly

try to justify it – 

at the podium

where every word they say

is the worst kind of profanity

they show us

just the smallest glimpse of their terror

but it’s enough to wake me up

wake me up also to

worldwide secret prisons

disappearances,  

torture

an absolute dictatorship of evil

This day, today, 

is one more day that our moral debt grows

because your homes,

your schools, 

your libraries,

your museums, 

your hospitals, 

and more

your children, your parents, your brothers and sisters, your friends, families, neighbors

torn apart

since this is an unjust war, 

an immoral war

every soldier is a war criminal

all of them

in the extreme of moral blindness, 

taking out their own eyes

to say they were

just following orders

In Germany, and in Japan too

in the early and middle part of last century

there were those who knew their leaders blasphemed

and that the hysteria of the masses 

would be seen as

vile, contemptible  

as something rabid,

a searing drunken flash in history

leaving generations to grieve

and to try to recover humanity and culture

such is our nation, America,

now, in this the start of the 21st century

and yet

no one remaining

not drugged with arrogance and blood lust

no one speaks of this world as it is

or that

everyday it is not paid

our debt grows

or that

If we were to repay even the smallest part

it would be like this

our body laid at your feet

all of you

those of you who remain

the nape of our neck in plain view

servant to you and yours for as long as there is breath in this body

to feed, house, care for, educate and serve

and then even this

the smallest remnants

the smallest part of what you are owed

what is your right

by our hand, your injury

then by our hand, 

more than your remedy is due

and there is no measure for what you are owed

not paid, our debts grow:

in Asia, from the ‘sixties and ‘seventies

in Central America, from the ‘eighties,

and now in the Middle East

so though it’s a shred

this, a poor man’s offering,

even so, 

o let it be what it is

the first trace 

of words,

rains to wash away 

the scars of war

for me, there can no longer be any excuse

to not act

and bare though it may be

I say, let it be what it is

for all of our lives depend on it

let this work, this aim, 

of apologies

to set the balance right 

in generations to come,

this, seeming to be so small a thing,

so small as to be almost nothing,

let it be, at least, what it is

for however long it takes

all our lives depend on it, I say

because this road is the one we must, 

in time, 

walk together

Here’s how we can begin:

with those closest to us

with you all in mind

and the aim

the great aim to begin

the homeless

the hungry closest to us

the crushed and almost gone

the hand reaching from the gutter

the trembling addict

the lost brother and sister

the weak and forgotten

diseased

mending the broken closest to us

and reaching out from there

from our own wounded heart

from our own staggering, falling again

here’s how we can begin

all the way to your and yours

it starts here

so don’t demean it

tho it looks small

like almost nothing in fact

a great aim can be held

in this slight gesture

love travels, don’t you know

there I’ve said it

What else would you propose?

We have to start somewhere

some time

Why not here?

Why not now?

Where if not here?

When if not now?

Hours and minutes are precious, given this

I can’t reach out and touch your hand tonight

but this, this is what I can do, so

three steps and a bow

skip a meal and feed someone with it

take less sleep, a few hours more sober

and put myself to something worthwhile and necessary

This is what I can do

The day’s not yet when I can cart the bricks and rebuild your homes

or be the medicine you need

or music for your ear

or some embrace to ease the pain

but this much I can do

this much I can reach today

love travels

providing every needful thing

is there any other way?

and one day,

maybe long long after I’ve left this earth,

when these fruit trees will shelter and feed your descendents,

when words not so different from these will nourish and fortify their hearts,

when memories no longer tremble – 

ours in shame and remorse and yours

in anguish,

then we can say – 

the ship’s arrived in harbour,

our long journey’s at an end, at last

the labour’s been done

and the long table set for us all

our families gathered

ancestors and descendants together

and each of us fed

from the other’s hand,

with the holy bread of forgiveness

and peace
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