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VENTURING OFF IN THE MANNER 
OF ABRAHAM BEFORE HIM 

 ___________ 
 
In a marshy land 
of bruin and mosquito  
flood and fallen timber  
where stone stands forever 
as it would seem 

 
the man bowed down his head 
and worshipped the LORD  
 
after venturing off in the manner 
of Abraham before him 
 
or Joshua, crossing the Jordan 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

JANUARY: “SOME IN SEVERAL PARTS 
ARE BROUGHT INTO THE SENSE 
AND FEELING OF TRUTH” 

 _______________________________ 
 
Already stymied 
repeated nor’easters 
rasp the slackened strings 
of a corkscrew harp. Convulsions 

of feathers plummet 
along repeated stone fence rows. 
Who would tell her? 
In a puff, one thousand sparrows at once sun-ward 
desert a vaulted bronze alley. Galaxies shatter 
with anarchy blown from a bank calendar. 
Have you been here long? 
A riddle of fingernails mutes dusk 
teary with snowflakes. 

 
everything seems so faraway 
− even the next wood stove −  
spiraling inward. You could schedule surgery 
or go alone to sip bourbon in your fishing shack 

out on a gray table. 
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MORE FEBRUARY EXILES 
 ___________________ 
 
A ring-necked pheasant skims waist-deep snowpack. 
A barred owl crowns a four o’clock fencepost. 
 
With a band of spectral Abenaki entreating us 
with petitions and grievances, 
you redeem lunatic multicolored 

bills about to waft across windowpanes in the earth. 
 
Perhaps I’ve been entwined with 
an invisible lover − more accurately, 
multiple caprices − movements 
of the breast, so we fancied. 
 
Headstones and footstones 
become price tags to mark down. 

Vanity and necessity have their price. 
 
In the fantasy, I never speak. There’s no need. 
 
Menfolk in rubber boots hoist two-handled saws 

and long poles to their shoulders. Soon, 
at the mill pond, they cut wagon-size cubes 
for oxen to skid to the icehouse. Their teamwork  
is layered in sawdust. 

 
A tract promises hope. 
She promised salvation. 
 

MARCH: THE WORD ... “TO BOSTON” 
 ________________________ 
 
When treacherous apparitions overrun sleep, 
a lantern trembles in spasmodic night. 
By noon, filled with renewed murmuring, 
maples are clad in sap buckets. A glow 
in the sugar shack mocks wet snowfall. 
Equinox unfurls its scroll. In valleys, 

a tapestry of dairy herds 
coughs hollowly, their backs 
rattling in the wind. 
 
Alone in the forest, I fell firewood 
for next winter. Reflect before Town Meeting. 
Adjust the gap in new spark plugs. 
 
In their reawakened antics,  

squirrels cock in apprehension  
one eye fixed along the pearl necklaces 
of a burial ground pathway as if they comprehend. 
I had been looking for saints with the flesh attached. 
 

To really enter into marriage, you must 
leave part of yourself behind. 
“I can’t,” she insisted. 
Now we must file income taxes. Color Easter eggs. 

Change the oil. Lubricate bearings. 
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STRUCTURES AS APRIL LANDMARKS 
 ______________________________ 
 
Strictly hush hot poo so tangled 
windjammers lunge 
on cannonball track through 
oaken daggerleaves 
breaking china. 
 

On a boulevard of monuments 
the river echoes. 
Uprooting seedlings 
to favor one sprout in each hump 
always troubles her. 
 
Marshes turn green 
as lanes and yards extoll muddy 
commotion. 

 
such lovely young Wasps in Lilacs. 
That morning, we move beehives 
to the orchard.  
 

− within her perplexed woodwind quintet 
songbirds awaken. I keep score 
and a dental appointment.  
 

Pay another premium. Feed goldfish. 
 
 
 

MAY: OUTSIDE DEBATE 
 _________________ 

 
Children mow lawns circling the garden, 
“not a mean bone in her body.” 
Not the way daggers erected as miniature cities  
amid grassy byways 
would vindicate hoarding. 
Clippers transported ivory and porcelain 

dominoes and silk 
for the mill owner’s affectations. 
However voracious his appetite for coins 
there was other clawing 
in pockets of his heart. 
A hundred fists stupefied hornpipes 
 
soon hushed by rotting 
draperies. 

The secret of Easy Street 
involves 
multiplying what we are 

 
Still, an extra T token comes in my mail. 

Dash off for Quarterly Meeting down nectar 
byways. Plan a wedding. Parade to the cemetery 
where brass bands are playing. Wax the harness. 
 

They expect me to be the strong one 
in a shaky profession. 
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JUNE: PROCESSION TO CANAAN 
 _________________________ 
 
Every abrasion of 
spinners gravitates toward 
barn doors in a mausoleum corridor 
 
naming descendants of those 

“Taken in ffreemen in this Town” 

who married the following year. 
 
They’ve always hoarded offenses 
and neglect to ease up 
verily, verily −  
 
So we tend weeds, spread mulch, 
argue, and I resolve to give you 
no more than you give me. 

 
Indoors, outdoors all the same 
until dull days rain. 
You pluck lilies and laurel from stone rows. 
 

In the morning, we tally symptoms. 
You pack for camp. Order train tickets. 
Clear out the dripping cellar. 
 

 
 
 

JULY, GOING IN AT THE BARS 
 ________________________ 
 
Children in Adirondack chairs babble 
about watermelon. With an outburst of fireworks 
Summer People flock within the canines  
of a cemetery deadpan browsing 
 
hay mowing’s ignored no more. 

Even horses set sail. 
The golden figurehead leaned forward amazed 
 
to be looking into the barrel of a compass. 
Who would have thought workmen 
could navigate oscillating horns? 
 
Sounding your part so well 
I rarely penetrated your mask. 

Could anyone be perpetually unruffled by wreckage? 
 
Rebuffing insinuations of Splitsville, 
I harvest string beans in barn manure. 
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FRAGMENTATION INTO  
AUGUST CONVENTIONS 

 _______________________ 
 
Dusk shrouds me in its grimbo collar 
skunk den and wildflower passage  
along your torso. This thickening 
whirling and shimmering among  
the snappers of obelisks fill the pantry. 

Who knows why she stayed with him? 
My lovers have been painters, musicians, models. 
Students prowling the night. Flying gravel. 
Handbills gliding before a muddled bagpiper 
submerged in misfortune. 
The bounding main boils. 
Her proclivity for milk 
upon blueberries countered my central 
beliefs about currency and obsessions. 

Invoices fluttered their alarm drumming 
in resonant havoc. Fear not. 
Only recently did I concede 
the capable home-canning 
beyond zucchini and tomatoes. 

Town council recorded this agreement. 
To eat corn on the cob at a clambake. 
Fill the hayloft. Make silage. 
 

 
 
 

SEPTEMBER DEATH FEEDS LIFE 
 _________________________ 
 
Spiraling greenbacks grate 
across an agitated colonial boneyard 
 
in premature outbursts. 
I debate crossing the pliable skin 
 

of superpatriot Mary Sunshine. 
About to be buried 
 
who whistles upon the choppers 
of a startled bass viol?  
 
Tidal flats surround a demure  
mouthful of orthodontic jinxes 

laboring under false expectations. 

 
We support another town’s spaghetti supper  
while a hurricane skirts the coastline. 
 
Twilight chill invites wide-eyed clarity 

or a veiling fog. Take your pick. 
 
Do you hear thumping 
in the orange and red fringes 

 
of green forest? Some habits  
play out better than others. 
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OCTOBER TAKES A GARRISON 
ON ZION’S MOUNT 

 ________________________ 
 
Ablaze in butchery 
the canopy scratches 
one more red-gravy sunset. 
 
From the first astral spikes, Mason jars tumble 

into pale tidal grass 
until daybreak sways across umpteen cheaters. 
It’s a warning. Before our detour, he takes his sloop 
apart in a weathered chart house of restorations. 
You snort graffiti. We ink bodies forever. 
Drop anchor. Unpack. Sterling hooks on hideaways 
in autumn-hued garb, so defiantly 
resolve to endure another 
musky interior 

drawn between disarrayed brine 
and endless picket stilts. 
Latch the door. Again, baked beans and lobster 
cover your platter. With each harvest, 
we thicken our complicity. 

Already snow dusts the taller mountains 
and it’s my sister’s birthday. 
Here, an anvil removed from ashes 
becomes an altar for plowboards. I don’t farm. 

 
The pot licker yelps. An enchantress  
same first name as my future bride  
resembles her, both born the same year. 

NOVEMBER RATHER THAN NOTHING 
 _______________________________ 
 
Racing early sunsets or an inevitable 
nor’easter, roofers hammer while your 
old man fills coal bins and oil tanks. 
 
Now I awaken with a fringe of clear ice. 
Everywhere, brilliant flags 

tongue smoky wind. 
 
All we desired was so dangerous 
and forbidden, you knew someone must 
jail idle persons and vagrants. 
 
They teased the groom before the wedding.  
Ordered propane knowing the bride’s 
lacy artifice resembles sincerity. 

 
Later, when ivory chess men spill 
on Turkish carpet, fingers scurry across 
an astonished harp soon muffled by snow. 
 

These days, I keep returning to adolescence 
with a hope this time I can land you 
with my new carnal insight. 
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THAT GO DOWN TO DECEMBER SEA 
 ______________________________ 
 
Eyes narrow in the dusk. Freckles vanish,  
her skin grows milky, and her eyes  
turn bizarrely somber. 
 
Parading your tally of curlicue sugarbush  
was a transgression.  

This clutter of crockery on a statuary hillside 
is no tabernacle. Who shall abide legislation  
flitting across crumbled accordions  
yawning in taut failure? 
Large flakes blur addresses and phone numbers. 
It’s difficult to leave. 
 
Once I had my license, such a red mane and freckles 
almost surpassed the supple flag-waving 

cheerleader I barely dated. 
 
The Victorian Christmas overrides 
Puritan objections. 
At last, a man becomes weepy. 

 
I’ve fancied a dance partner for life. 
Draw me closer. 
 

 
 
 
 

EBB AND FLOW,  
ALONG PLIMOTH PLANTATION 
_______________________________ 

 
In the rip current or the whirlpool 
where river runs into tide 

demise tarries. 
 
Against the wet, wind, and rot 

one yearns for something durable as stone 
skillfully inscribed with words 
one might find sealed in the Book of Life. 
 
Still, watching a young Wampanoag 
(how lean and muscular with an enchanting smile –  
my daughters flush at his mention) 
the way he creates a log canoe  
using small fires and an ax,  

I wonder of other ways to accompany 
the soul’s journey into eternity.  
 
Once he speaks of how the coals seal 
a vessel and burn off weighty sap, I ask 

how it handles in open water, especially, 
knowing how difficult a modern canoe  
performs when a slight breeze kicks in.  
 

Confidently, he tells me about pontoon-like 
stabilizers or jerry-rigged sails. 
Even on open sea. 
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SCRATCHWORK 
 ___________ 
 
Crinkled blades tumble 
along a fanged cemetery lane. 
 
A contrite stone of few words 
speaks loud rebuke. 
 

Despite baroque aspirations of statuary 
an elegy of moss persists. Listen: 
 
When the bill comes due 
a harpsichord screeches. Bewildered 
hands vanish in furious clouds. 
Fingers that turn black 
turn green 
turn white 

reaching like wind in nine directions. 
 
No one has any inkling how troubled I was. 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

ONE LATE October afternoon, after most of the 

foliage had fallen, a friend and I strolled through the 

burial ground behind our Quaker meetinghouse after 

our hour of mostly silent worship. As we walked, we 

simultaneously looked up from our pathway and 

beheld a large red maple fully aflame in sunlight. It 

was the embodiment of the single detail that says 

everything, the flash of perfection; this individual 

tree expressed the season as much as all of the 

previous color change and shifting light we had 

savored in the previous weeks. “I suppose if we were 

Japanese, we’d sit down and write a haiku on the 

spot, in celebration,” he said.  

Here's what I wrote, in the spirit of the form: 

 

Somehow each New England autumn 

comes down to boughs in a graveyard 

− a common of stone and bone − 
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AFTERGLOW 
 ___________ 
 
Yes, it is difficult to leave 
 

the centre of an extensive business in piracy, 
privateering, smuggling, and legitimate trade 

where all are guilty 

come nightfall 
 
VERITAS, as the magistrates shouted 
 

at the backs of dissidents 
guilty of creating  
great disturbance against the government  
of this town 
or that  

   
in all innocence 
 

our Woodhouse went forth 
and gathered sticks, 
and kindled a fire, 
and left it burning 

 
bright as a burning bush 
or tree 

or rippling sail in the tin-colored sea  
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WINGED DEATH HEAD: A NEW ENGLAND ALMANAC 

begins as a monthly calendar of specific places across 

the year, but it soon engages the epochs inscribed in 

its graveyards. These go from the early boneyard and 

burial ground to Victorian cemeteries to the present-

day expanses of granite slabs.  

For all of its quaint image, New England remains a 

complex, sometimes Gothic, and often surreal 

layering set against a cold sea. This set of poems 

invokes the region's character in the face of the 

shifting seasons. Somehow, the ancient past is always 

lingering in the shadow.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


