
PRE LUD IO

I. If you do not change low to high, left to right,

back to front, you shall not enter my kingdom . . . 

a riddle found buried in the desert, 

ink scribbled in Aramaic on parchment, 

sewn into leather, and sealed in a 

jar. The author, unimportant, is 

a scribe for someone else. The parchment 

date is interesting, 50 !"—

but not conclusive.

The kingdom could be anything.

The apocryphal one could have been 

a physicist; he could have been speaking 

about dark matter: the still space between 

lands of light. Photons and their mirror 

photons can change into each other:

presence into image, image into presence.

Mirror photons are undetectable, 

but they can form into mirror planets 

and even mirror stars, also undetectable. 

Darkness is reason enough to leap.
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Somewhere, there is a parallel world.

The irrational with its own art of meaning, 

few will bear it, dross loosened from the 

mind turns to gold the moment you see 

your image in the void.

Essence of awareness comes down to 

this: we yearn for presence, yet we 

pursue sequence. It is not in the order, 

nor in the things for which we long. 

It is in the still sense of how things 

are related. Dwelling, important too: 

enough windows to see a world beyond, 

walls with permeability, a few doors, and 

still more, an architect for our building.

[ 4 ]



I I . We became two vast oceans 

in each other’s attention: deeper, 

calmer, wide enough to dissolve a 

poisoned river. This is how salt is made. 

It is what happens between you and me,

warmth finally making its way. 

Salt never disappears, 

not like the sinking ocean basin.

It settles—a design at the root of each 

bone. Deserts will show you how to 

read the story. A#nities, they fit together–

gravity and magnetism bound to each other,

what you choose and what chooses you.

Duration too, 

swallows sequence. Full experience 

houses perfect embrace. Endings always 

return to the beginning, like the best 

friendship that happens when you have to 

start all over, finally free from the familiar.
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You could be anyone:

a joy to anticipate, a day-long 

meditation, a portentous or at least 

symbolic dream, the grammar of a 

new language, the surprise of Mojave 

Yucca that shoots upward overnight 

into a blossoming tree,

the fickle curve of stars.
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SUN

Must light arrive before the truth? 

Evidence assembles in darkness. 

Seal them together 

at the skin of your breath

to shield yourself from both.

Like Druids poised 

in their circle of cromlechs, 

we more than trace, we listen 

to the shifting hour,

a variance of shade. 

For day and night are inseparable.

A nucleus, sun of atom, 

is a crossing point 

traversed by opposites

who seek each other

but will never meet.

What governs the procedure

of governing the parts?
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Cocooned in heliosphere, 

we swallow full metabolism of sky

and eat ourselves for eternity. 

What if our skin 

were also the skin of the universe?

Pressed against unknown darkness, 

we are the limit, maybe even 

the membrane for all possibility. 
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