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This chapbook was produced for the first dusie kollektiv project.
It exists in two forms: as a dusi/e-chap (www.dusie.org), and in
a print edition.

This book is dedicated with thanksto Andy, Serafina, Calder,
Baby-in-the-Belly, Laynie Browne, Stacy & Craig Farris-
Goldenberg, Susana Gardner, Brian & Nicola & Alex Hendrich,
Elizabeth Hilliard, Brenda Iijima, and Dana Lomax, all of
whom contributed to this book in many and sometimes
mysterious ways.
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attempt to write a book review,
chapbook, single line, word—
fail—call it do it later

think of words, lines, whole
poems in the space just before
sleep—forget everything when pen—

special books, easy targets, five
and two and crayons—stash—
inaccessible, but preserved,

sacred, mine, the place
I go sometimes—a home
of sorts, this land of large blank pages



here three years now
Village Homes, Davis, California

a planned community
plan: for community, environmental sustainability
you know, eco-friendly, green

two hundred forty-some houses and apartments
solar orientation, solar water panels, some photovoltaic

community pool, community center, community events

community gardens
edible landscape: vineyards, orchards—fruit and nut

bike and walking paths throughout
little and big parks
no backyard fences

common areas
neighbors
potlucks

fire pits

the walnut tree nearby
all the chairs we put out there
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my five-year-o to tell

poems somet

love oh lov

love oh love
love oh love
love oh love y
love oh love the

and this is the end of the po



my two-year-old son loves rhyming—

his eyes, his face—he glows with excitement,
a golden-haired cherub alight—in judaism,
the word, all words, are of god—in my
secular home, he becomes an impassioned
angel on fire, filled with divinity—

I suppose best thymes with hippos—

sight he begins—often while about to nurse,
but really any time will do, especially just as he
awakens—

night, fight, bright, bedight, white, light, trite,
height, kite, might, right, tight, quite, we banter
back and forth—delight, 1 tell him, you

are my delight—



dream of this third child—
a boy. a three-legged boy.
we call him Tornado.









(another 1sland)

orcas island was green. pine green.
fern green. grass green.

little beaches everywhere. some more
accessible than others. steps, cliffs, or
walk-right-ups. a million little

rocks of really every color if you

count the sea glass, the crab shells,

all those other shells and rocks and
shards and driftwood, so much driftwood

so much adrift






the night, the night
no longer my province

brought squarely into day












