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LOST SOCK

I was trying to read St. John of the Cross,
 but my mind kept sliding off.
It would hit the floor, bounce like a cheap
 plastic mug, skitter under the sofa,
And come to rest among tumbleweeds
 of cat hair, a 1947 penny, the wool sock
I’d spent a whole week looking for. Beyond,
 near the wall, everything just went black.
My mind went there in the form of a vessel
 to fill itself with that measure of nothingness
And return to me humbly, so that I too could then return
 to Dark Night of the Soul bearing my own
Darkness, so that I could close my eyes and read
 and travel toward my spirit in the void,
Barefoot on the road of lacerating stones, one sock
 in my left hand crying out blind for the other.
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ANGER MANAGEMENT

I was angry when the dog pulled my copy
 of On the Genealogy of Morals off the table
And chewed on it for half a day in the alcove
 before I found out. I managed to drag
One sentence out of his slathering jaws—
 Of necessity we remain strangers to ourselves—
And found the utterance uncharacteristically
 damp for Nietzsche. The rest of the book
Was inside the dog, and you know what that means:
 He had swallowed We are noble, good, beautiful,
and happy!—swallowed it whole, dumb mutt—
 and I knew I’d find it on the lawn in a day or two,
Alongside Nothing is true, everything is permitted.
 He was digesting that one at this very moment,
Thereby undoing four hundred dollars’ worth
 of dog obedience class. I tell you I was furious.
It was my favorite book, I’d owned it for decades,
 its marginalia traced the history of my conscience.
But I coaxed him out of hiding, I gave him a cookie,
 I stroked his ears and went on reading Nietzsche
In my head (Each one of us is farthest away from himself).
 I could not punish a dog for only doing
The same thing I had done, but more quickly and completely.
 This satisfied Nietzsche, who scratched my belly,
Threw a ball across the room, and stood with his hand out, waiting.


