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“Not the qualities merely, but the root of the qualities
is transcreated. How else could it be a birth, — a creation?”

Coleridge in Literary Reminiscences (1839), IV.. 166



({4

0
G W



Under and over

I see myself rocking
boat/cradle

cave to swim into
over and over again
home again

home






“Not the qualities merely, but the root of the qualities
1s transcreated. How else could it be a birth, — a creation?”
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What if there was a circle

and the circle was a lake

and all around the lake the stone
grew up the mountainside

but instead of surrounding

the circle was a vector of aquamarine

and rather than go round it, by turns

each of us would go into and therefore through it.






See the arrow?

Even the beetles go.

And the birds, birds
something equal or familiar
twice, a two

such as a man and a lake

a place, the place

to come back to.






On my way to get a pail of water
which way

down by the creek

down by the dark

and in the trees the night
buhdum, buhdum

bdum bdum bdum






oh there is no need to be small not for
anything in the world take it from anyone
on the hill don’t be pushed say it first
move right at it so that you are in it

right from the start go ahead






The feathers of my mind increase
as I reach for the choices

chance for what else

other than what I knew (know)
another talks to me (I think)
something (things) to see






Hey! It Looks like
you got a couple ways in there

and a face, me
no face.

Show me how you do it
and I'll come too.






If I could have jumped over there further

just as he wishes he could have

we would both be over there smaller

and back here even more beautiful bigger

but now see that we couldn’t have having crossed over.
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There is the spinner
throwing out baited hooks
& tossing around dreams
visions, painted plans
hence instruction

to he-who-could-care
who runs off in a circle
telling anyone

who will listen

and soon everybody knows
but by then how much
doesn’t matter

they re caught like fish
in a creek trap
entranced by the beauty
and the enumeration

of 1deas

worn as feathers

around the mind

and without name

only fluff in the air
above the head






ol moose inside ski-doo-type world

sliding down the milky way






jumped  over

the moon  the house elk muskrat & be:
all runs away runs away

over & over

& over & over &
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Turtle Baby

canoe portage
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How does she know that

How does she do all that walking

through the forest

How does she know the bears won’t get her?
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Ooh! Its a pumpkin
seed within seed
face to face-mask
twin thought, light
behind the eyes.
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How does the jazz go?
Autumn moon a bit drunk

in the tree-tops with Wind
(north) & Pacific cloud banks
about 1959 not quite
jamming it but from here

to the coast one big

triple high C and wetter

than a duck’s ass just

a sliver of a harvest moon.
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September spawn
fish weirs everywhere
all through the narrows.

Upstream, upstream.

A feast for all of us
cousins and old friends
everybody dancing
like crazy, eh?
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