
ALONG THE CHAMA 

I greet everyone I meet 
on the river path 

the fisherman in his red shirt 
his old wife with the little dog 

“cute dog,” I say 
waiting for her smile 

out towards the Brazos cliffs 
it’s raining 

mist like a Chinese painting 
and huge stone calving out of the mountain range 

a partial but sincere rainbow 
appearing and disappearing 

and the “check tire pressure” light comes on 
and we turn back 

the air machine is on the blink 
because “it was hit by lightning” 

the convenience store clerk won’t make change 
until I pull my grandmother-in-trouble face 

really, the tires are fine, just a little low 
not flat 

it’s dark now, and I don’t know 
which neon sign is prettier 



VACANCY or 
NO VACANCY. 



THE MAGICIAN 

for my mother’s 80th birthday 
in the nice restaurant 
overlooking the river 

my father has hired 
a highly rated 
magician 

to entertain us 
at lunch 
but the magician is creepy 

doesn’t seem 
to realize 
the children have grown 

to teenagers 
who now 
openly mock him 

then run off 
to weep 
and smoke in the bathroom 

no bouquet 
of paper flowers 
pulled from your ear 

can cure time 
and its progression 
to the old woman 

my mother must become 
and then the still older woman 



who has forgotten her own name 

magic is everywhere 
my father the alchemist 
turns 

someone who loved him— 
me— 
into someone who left. 



IN THE MONASTERY OF A NICE DAY TO START AGAIN 

as if the sea rose 
came up the two 
front steps 
covered the mat 
foamed at the front door 

sleep deposited its cargoes 
love also 
ebbed and flowed 
set my naked body 
next to yours 
as I pillowed your head  
beneath my chin 

I danced 
watching the mountains 
to to the west 
Billy Idol 
belting 
I danced 
my crippled girl 
and my other self 
together 



the mountain was not 
just watching 
it was dancing too 
only its movements in time 
imperceptible. 



RANCHOS DE TAOS 

you think you 
have problems… 
windchimes 
kept us awake 
all night 
along with the neighbor’s 
barking dog 
and the dance music 
turned up loud 
not to mention 
the moon… 

magpie feathers float on the air 
something 
killed and ate 
a bird; 
a cauldron, a metal rabbit, a lantern 
guard the storeroom 
of a different feeling 

Taos Mountain is still 
snow-covered, 
the day after Easter 
I’d be careful, 
breeze ruffles the pages of a book 
about grenades and the Chinese revolution 

the tiny girl 
like a crow 
can count 
at least up to five 
for how mysterious 
the hacienda is 



that always 
has one more bed 
than the number 
of residents.  



ORANGE PEEL 

in a black pottery 
bowl 

what will you 
pray for 
today? 

in Ranchos de Taos 
doves fly 
out of the church towers 

no one needs 
to ask them 
to return 

they will do that 
anyway. 


