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NIGHT AT CAPE KENNEDY

Tomorrow the three steeplejacks

will cross the catwalk above the crowd.
But this flood=llt night the spaceship
looms a vast hallucingtion.

We shgll point 1t toward

the slowly revolving moon

and digcharge 1t Ain outbursts and flgres
as the swing-arms pull back

and tower crumbles swa¥e

It must ascend, freeing itself

from our world of irn and rock,

a fountain of flame rising until

it plunges into deep gyres of space
beyond our congcioustiess.

At the middlie wagtch of night
before the stun of sonic hoom

the stilt-legged birdsg feed

in the pdlm swamp's mouldy gair
and native fruit drop in the heat,



THE SLEEPERS

Heraclitus, Fragment: "Even sgleepers are workers
snd collaborators in what goes on in the wiversze."

Flying over the earth tonight

I dream of the countless gleepers
below, thelr eyelids closed, Taces
flickering like embers in ash,

The ninds of the sleepers collapse
inwards like burned out stars, black holes
in outer space; each draws light in
upon itself, and light from stars
beyond 1it., Pictures of time

are trapped 1n the rift, and thought
burmms forever like solar fire

after stgrs stop spinning and die,



ON WILLIAM BARTRAM'S JOURNEY INTO FLORIDA

He has turned all his horses out %o graze

by the moxning light in pine savannas,

Winding through the swamps, he paddlies

close along the ginuwus shore, listens

to birds in thicket spears telling

secret things. Homesick, he turns to the headstream
to reach the landmarks for his wayward guest,

long in exile, he is drawn now, unhurried,

to recollect the kindred things in marshes
squendered by a reckless creation.

The frail boat skimg the jungle chsnnel
through the noon of his wneasy Arceadis,.

He gurrenders to the perilous hush

and a possessive world embraces him,

Through the copplce of orange trees he drags
after him the slain unfading serpent

as the snzakebirds overhang the branches.

He regaleg himgelf on deliclious honey,

Alighting from a boat, a Seminole

with a plume crested on his shaven head
elegantly greets the peaceable man,

From dusk to night the settler hears lisping flutes
wafting through the hot and incensed forest,

and loves the redmen's uncouth carousing.
Betrothed to darkness, he 1s wmbound

to gather blossoms, with tongues and fangs,

of his once lost recovered kingdom,

Along the sinks he calmly steps among

the thick egg=shells below broken and scattered,

In the wilderness the shaman rattles his gourd
and knocks the deer=gkinned drum. In sllver gquills
munmers shuffle with their wandering torches,
parting by misty paths through the l1ive osks.

Of what was once ours in the high forest

birds of passage with falsetto laugh lament,
feathery palms sway to shiver tambourines,

and with clapping Jjaws the horny-plated
creatures roar theilr catastrophic psalns,

Under a flight of cranes, the old self remembers
to rejoice as if it were for the last tinms.




NEW WORLD

Reason's darling, Tom Jefferson
walks serenely in his garden
surrounded by the wilderness.
Fountains chime, and a clock of stars
revolves in his capaclous head.
Winding the cosmic time«plece, he is
overseer of selfwevident truths,

As he dreams of a green republic
buffalo are slein on the grasslands,
redmen's torscs are ripped from earth
and scresm in the woods like 3atans
bells gong the doom of cargoes

a8 slaveships rilse and risht

off the tilting, prophetic shores,

Once the divine spies of Calvin

long and boney in thelr pulplts

railed at wicked pews, and shook

thelr chains in the promised land.

The crooked lines of thelr quills
inscribed the vile things, and promised
eacth wWayward pllgrim s wintry srief.

Whi spering, they spled on our parents
who rejoiced in sheme and with eyes
hglf-closed consumed thelr soft fruit.
The embroldered serpent coiled about
the boughs of the toxXic tree

and leaves fluttered, settling

on the black and smoking waters,

Sweetl Jefferson does not hear the volices,
the murmuring of mad preachers

&8s he sgits astride his horse

above the virgin hills

and valleys of westward«flowing strezms,




LAUNCH

Apollo, god of golden-thighed Pythagoras,
strikes his prophetic lyre, and a strange song
1lifts in waves of sownd and breaches the sky,
gold agaln in Heraclitean fire,

We pay homage to our absolute star,

Our will is done «« and we benold, transported,
We stand sightless in the golden debris

with our hands raised to block out the sun.




THE VALLEY OF SHINAR

Nimrod's archers lean
back to span their bows
and draw, taking aim

at heaven to hit

the sun's face, letting
arrows leap, propelled
whistling bronze in air
from noon wntil night.

Tracing a curved path,
they hang moticonless
in moonlight, and are
showering silver
falling in steel shafts
which plerce the bowmen
on earth with quills.

Wrathful Nimrod

hands raised in surprise

is struck dumb thick with pins
beneath Bgbel's tower

as the stars whirl round,




O UTWARD VOYAGE: RAPID ACUHELERATION

The 1ifting ship gains speed and curves away
heading out over the chain of reefs

slong its trajectory, and out of sight

the metasmorpho sis begins,

Strapped to their padded couches

the nen leave the world more and more behind
and thelr faces beneagth the crystal masks
convulse in Junatic grins.

The spell-casting speed tugs thelr skin

as they cleave the comet-freaked sky

and atoms of wnconceived vislon bresk forth
to spray aslant the void of space,

Its instruments pulsing signals,
information racing throush the air,

the chariot soars toward the moon's surface
and drives the Beasts of Hevelation,




ESCAPE VELOCITY

The chilidren of wrath hole up

in the American desert

and scavenge on our refuse heagps.
They lurk in western movie sets
on easy terms with the fly-god.
His crooked charms infect them

and they howl in delight, crawling
around the sand in endless arcs
1ike the 3corpion, Fish, and Crab.

Slashing throats in a bright mansion
they scrawl graffiti in blood

on sl mirrors which accuse

the pallor of theilr moon-souls,
Unabsolved, wmexorcised,

they are loosed upon thls earth,

gnd through swirling gas Apollo flsees.
Swollen red glaents, white dwarfs,

end hot blue stars explode in space,



TRACKING STATIONS

The rocket 1s a metaphor
transporting megning,

We chart 1t as 1t arcs into
darkness and electrical storms.

As the shadow of night rides
the continent, fraglle vessels
rock on the sea and recelve
signals of Intelligzent fire,

Prisoners of esrth, we stretch toward
the far-orbiting flight, =nd echoes
from the target, like our own nerves,
rebound between certainty and doubt,
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BURNING OF THE BLACK GHETTOS

This summer of the moonwesghot

we fire from rooftops and rove the streets
to ransack stores behind gratings,

and smash blue=eyed window dolls,

Fires have split the dwellings apart
and bared the half hallways silted up
with shards of glass, collgpsing walls,
flights of purgatorial steps.

Anxious light=beams range, peering inte
craters of gutted tenements,

With smoke end suiphurous stench
debris smoulders in the darkness,

The sirens cgnnot guell the rage

in the ruined cities of Tophet,
burnt offerings which rise wp

to that God as blasnched as the moon.
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G ASTING IN OBBIT

Thrust out in space zlone

I sight the globe of earth
apart and otherworidly.

This hesvenly star hangs free
dawning out of cosmic stoms
g blue and luminous shelter.

You may heal us, 4l spossessed,

with rain on open grass and hills,
whitecgpped breakers, scudding thunderheads,
the wilderness gquick with creatures

we have ngmed in paradise,

It 18 your bridel night, velled earth,

full of love, drawing me back home.

As the world recedes from vislion

I praise the tender loss.

This heart beat ig earth's

for I am made of her sleepless dust,
Like a bereaved goddess

ghe cradles 1life, her gweet

and painful burden,
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THE WHALES

The northern sgalt water, far inland,

from which the whales must rise to g0 to sea
has locked in ice their stout majesty.

Thelr power gnd immensity demmed up,

they must batter to slough the burden off,
But in the depths languish, expiring,
Leviathansg stranded and imprisoned there,

But the world is more to man than it was

before he fells and he rose and Jjourneyed

to the site of distress to save the whales.

In the flat light, with winter progressing,

he cane armed with chaln saws and rescue pumps;
he dropped fish from planes for the hungry beasts,
for such things are believed to hold good.

To swim to the Beaufort Sea, they were freed,

Releasged, the whales bear zloft riderless

and in the desolation, testify

they love to have it s0. The seas run off

thelr sides as off the sides of brine-~covered ships,
and 1ifting pountifully in outbursts

they quicken the waves away and over,

These vast motions which pitch with increased thew
whiten 1n surprise the heaving swells

In limpid currents of Tropic seas

sleek dolphins adrift have been heard to grunt
thelr sleepy comfort. Here, in iron sleet,
remote in the Arctic wilderness

the generous whales shatter the waters of night,
Liberated, they declare the glory of God.

In hls stark, exacting dialectic

the ample Agquinas wrote that to love God
above all things is most natursl,
Therefore, even the pebbles strewn azlong
black Eskimo shores love their proper good;
and rising to praise the Omnipotent

are the whales, the whales, soaked through with majesty.
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IGNITION FOR FINAL, DESCENT

The retrmorockelts drive us backward

until we reach zero speed

and make our landing on the mooh.

It is coming even nearer,

this oracular facte of rock,

slghtless, not 1ifting its stiffened lids,

Here are no wine<dark seas or clouds

like those we saw asbove Greece, no brown
and olive North african coast,

These are Platots lunar peaks,

windless oceans, and crater chalns;

there, the escarpment called Apollo Ridges

After our descent engines fire

we bring into being this island

of emptiness snd bright abodes.

We merge with our own possibilities
and with that stone we must roll away
from the heart-stopping sepulcher,




&N ELEGY FOR SPACEMEN KILLED IN A OQCKPIT FIRE

No procedure could save the three
sealed in thelr metal honeycomb,
During simuwl ated countdown

resl voltage surged as the aspparatus
scattered its hazard sparks.

Stones smoking in the charred cockpit,
they never left the gravity of earth,

The Way up and the way down are one
sing the fire snd the swarms of starse
The deathless moon awslts them

with stairways to basalt courtyards,
ramparts and domes pale in earth-light.
But they follow our spaceship out,
buried in this inescspable earth,

The speed of light is the limit

we galn upon but c¢an never reach,
Perhaps they have outgped gny ship,

so ared beyond the fever of time

and at full speed stregked away through
the dark flowing of this moment,

which remains without end.

t
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WAXWO BK.S

With adoring accuracy

the eminent dead are reclaimed,
Lifesgize, thelr gestures are preserved
for our gaze. We are mesmerised

by the incarnation of the literal,
President, astronaut, or killer
startles us in tallow llikeness,

The sightseers file past to view
declamatory ldols aloof

within the vacuum of thelr pageant,

A comfort for the covetous,

this peepshow of fallen angels,

Time locked the vault in mock Jjudgment,
and the constant sssassin

grips his gun to fire once more

at the dying anointed prince,

We behold the precilse tableau

without pleading for entropye.
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TRANQUILITY BASE

Heraclitus, Fragment: "Chenging, it rests,"

We must imprint our own order

on splitude and cheos,

end with a heavy payload

we home on the charted site.

Fact and wish converge at the fixed point
where pure nunber sped us.

We see no speck on the chaste moon
where the men have landed., Gazing up
at the distant sphere we think of thenm
suspended in immobility

beholding the crescent earth

which hangs low agbove the lunar rim.

Thelr breaths pulsing home peacefully,
they are at the end of motion

and in touch with the order of things.
Thelr ship draws light like burning-glass
as they rest on the silent plains,
enclosed by the endless rush of matter,



IN PRAISE OF SABATINO RODIA'S WaATTS TOWERS

Atoms twinkle and draw him to the yard

of broken cups. Crouching, he gathers fragments
from slagheaps, and by the nervous thoroughfares
in exhaust and aridity, he collects

the smithereens of a restless world

that would give up halfway through. From rubble
elong the shore, this Noah stoops again

to save gnd pilece together shell, and tiles,

and tinted glass, chromosomes for his towers.

Three towers, begotten, rise in Watts,

out of mud they rise, luminous sightingsem-

the refuse, loss, and castoffs of last days
ordered, recreasted into scaffoldings

spui with intricate filaments in space,

Towers, transformed, scar to gong and windchimest
the benedictions of the interim

calm and intense, with cadehces even more sweet
than the gll-clear signals of the millenniume

18




LUNAR LANDSCAPE

Through the porthole's fleld of vision
the earthmen see the Wltimate fact,
a universe of matter.

We Wwalt on the irregul ar moon
with 1ts gray and crusted mantle,
a pltted carcass floating in the vold.

We will see g besieged amphithester
of tilting rock, and c¢raters that gape
in calamitous vacancy.

Meteors have vandalized
the stonework and shattered columns,
bombarded hllls and stark pastures,

We are gnother shooting star
trailing flame with s power
that drove us toward our radlant moon,

If we trespass in your shrines,
0 pale Artemis, let us ssgnctify
your altar with our consclousnhesss

19




PHALRIE HARVEST

The warheads parch in siles

buried in North Dskota loam

off roads where the migrant workers
Jostle in g derelict bus.

Past shantlies behind the wire fence
they sweat to plck the fruit from earth
not thelrs, in vast accusing fields,

White granaries overshadow

the dark halred regpers who long
in the morose and blond wheat

for scarlet vines, crown of thorns,
processions of gaints and blossoms
about the leering head of Judas,
for the dance to maracas seeds.

On the plains the church strietly bears
its steeple, mliit, its doors fast
Against desplation and night,

Harvest packed in farmers' holds,

the frultless buses 101l awey

i1n the spell of dawn, as huge cylinders
benind them regr with dronlirng throats.

20




21

PEYOTE QOQUNTRY

En route to the Pacific, degert touwns

blaze 1like a circus fire, Neons cajole

the crowd with fugitive captionss

sorigs of luck are walled withoul surfeit or peaces,
and reports of war ricochet off the air,

Radar screens rove the stretch of stuporous night
over mesas where Indians squat in hogans

before the altar's molten crucible,

gnd champ thelr acrid dust to pray for pity

ag Mariner slides behind Mars end 1s hiddend




THE OPEN HATCH

The Eagle perches on the moon
high«legged and gleaping

ot the brizhtly 1it ground,
Pushing slowly backwards
through the opened hatch

we gre delivered 1inte

a second creations

From the heavenly ship

a ladder lowers

its foot set on the 1ock
of the high places,

and the sons of men

like solemn azngels

go downt and up the rungs,

The risen body descends
on an wmfallen worid
without form or life,
In the territle hush

gt the bottom rung

the word opens up

as We reach apogee,




ON A SNAPSHOT OF GIs TAKEN IN WORLD WAR II

To fix the inmage terrible gnd bright
they remain in silent perfection,
and that instant forever fixed

the shutter at the last must click,

Now, prepared for filght, they are unaltered,
One ghielding his eyes, asnother blinking,
they stand for a spell with thelr gear
motionless and wprotesting,

for our curlous, calm stare,

in the shimmer of the heat haze,

in the soft dlur of time's exposure,

Lighthearted, thelr stubble sweet, casual arms
around each othex; smoking andéd smiling,

qu etly Jjoking, expecting-ss=

compo sed they seem before their airplane,
Clothed in lighty, silence from their lips
assuring us with relsxed pose

what they must hgve been ready for;

in the grace of what enommity

as the brightness of the moment

st11l hangs in the air ?

23
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MOONWALK ON TELEVI SION

Biwin B. Aldrin Jr, ¢ "Then when we entered a shadow,
we wouwld see reflections of our own faces in the
front of the helmety, and they obscured anything
else that was to De see." First on the Moon, 1970,

From this mesh of dots the humzan eye
creates an icon of spacemen,

Instable on the vertical hold

the men in huge sults slowly lope,
wralths in the moonts reflected light,

The light waves from this event play
on the compound lens of the world.
Trying to get a grasp on nature

we melt into the ash gray beach,
transparent against dead sea plains.

They find no 1llving thing, no where
a fllament of capsuled woss,
thunbfern pushing through a fault,
or sngke gliding like a whipcord
over shzle in the parched streambed.
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LET THIS BE A ZEN GARDEN

Tgke the pathway of flat stones to the garden
and its mgtter of fact wgy gathers you in,
Bestow yourself once there

and you cannot be excluded,

If the bare stones are there, attend them

gnd let them, viewer, be

containing as they are

in the incompleted garden,

Likeuwl se obsy thenm,

Give gecord to the given of the garden's rocks.
Then each of them

the greater and the less

on the white gravel

will, in its primacy, chasten you,

These, then, are immediate instances of stone:
in the middle distance is the basin stone,
and to the back the cgndle stone

on which to place a candle gt night,

and on the right a pail stone

to place z pail of hot water on in winter,
Hence, each given point,

each an&le,

each stone,

in its extremity 1s now herse,

in the calmness of a garden completed,

in this noment of your acqulescence,
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A NEW ENGL.AND HERBAL

The Pilgrims sail to the plantation of saints
but the garden there has no holy palms,

golden citrons or vineyards«« only limegtone
furrowed by torrents of rain, and tangled woods.

Entering, they grope about the dark

and hear the flutter of Jostling wings,

The cattall marsh is possessed by the Flend,
and wild men hunt beasts in the moonlight.

When the dew dries in the morning they go
to collect their bitter simples, Kneeling,
they plek tansy for the pains of birth

and glllyflowers to hegl an aching heart,

Their fingers dote upon the mullein plant's

hairy leaf, and blue hyssop that stanched the wounds
of Christ; they yank witchgrass underground

and Indign turnips trimmed with crimson berries.

They ransack the woods imbrued with bloodroot;
the scaly asparagus shoots for lust;

adder's tongue for sores; rue for tormented eyes;
for madness wild thyme, snd tansy for the dead.

They sip the milk of herbs made sweet with honey,
and thelr chanbers reek with msmoking candles,

A Tlame stirs outside, as they slide the bolt

to fasten thelr door against eternity.



SCOTTYs PROCESSIONAL s NINETY DEGREES 0 UTH

Drawn to the pole
like bright needles
they must accept
thelr dead reckoning,

The immaculate pilgrims trek
to the gates of heaven

on deserts of white

past seamless tents of white,

They are no longer effigles
of strict rhythms like s hymn
but in this visible wmiversge
an invisible church,

Beyond the cross-~fracture of the main rift
they pubt out their dsmned stars

a0 that no keen gliint
will plerce our lids.




BOOT~PRINT ON THE MOON

Where fated Adam stalked, the grass
has never grown, Each fleeting step
wounded earth with i1fs scorching syllasble,

On the wnfallen, lifeless moon
this is the mark of man, fixed
like an everlasting seal.

No grass need grow zsround the heel
when sole and toe of boot are flower
enough, planted on barren silt,

While spectral stones are bleached with sun
the sunken track of mortszsl man casts
a valley of the shadow of death,

29
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TABLEAU AT THE BEACH

The filgures onh the shore do not see ne

but looking down collect shells wnderfoot,
Waves roll in, inaudible, dragging with thenm
the flora of the sea, fibers streaming out
on the glesming nud,

When shorebirds take flight,

the wandering gatherers do not stare wp

under thelr clangormus wings, but bent,

devote themselves to sift out, gingerly, from sand
plecamneal iridesgcence,

They pause, motionless, knee«deep in the snallows
of the sea, or sguabt on caked heels to sort

end appralse the gritty shells near at hand,

They stand gbout, barefoot on unsure duneg

and, to miftigate thelr loss, will not forgo

the mementos of thelr father's estate.

Though I leave them scattered on the beach

in the heat lightring and faint evening light,
I must retum sesrching szt the edge

in patient sorrow, mysell cast ashore

in thege pastures of mutability,’
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DR, PIKE IN THE JUDEAN DESERT

He can lead no people across

the empty desert, and dust storms

Plind him with searing grains of sand,
No bugh or flame czlls to make good

his loss sgain, and kiln-hot stones
cannot become the bread to end his fast.

Facing the four directions

of the earth's horizon; he hobbles
aimlessly in the furrowed dunes:
and the holy places are not

at the bumt-out wadls,

the helghts of eroding mcke.

He wanders too far from Horeb,

or Jordan's shore where small stones soak
and rushes bend in the soft mud,

When nunberl ess suns grow read

the parched vesgel cracks, its mouth stopped
with sandy, an wgathered potsherd,



32
BEFORE LUNAR ASCENT

Neil Armmstrong: "We were not distracted by the question
of whether the agcent engine would light, but we
Wwere sure thinking about it." First on the Moon,

If the thrusters do not fire

two men can never {lee the moont
they must stare out across the gulf
gnd thelr dead ship stay with them,
ipollo, giver of prophecy.

After shock end public mourning
we'd go peacefvlly to bed

end the pale one magnified by night
be more cruel in its beguty,

a new moon mock ug with rebirth,

This elemental force preceded usj;
before our malden voyage

it caused the rain, the ebb and flow

of sea, bPlood tides, the time of sowing,
and still it s2ils in night journey.

S0 they, far from human rescue,

wo Uld kriow that we are flesting

and the moon g remorseless rwcke

Like Buddhist monks they must walt

in hollowed caves high in cliff wallse

When we could take them to earth

at last, they'd be as young

as this week's cover plcture,
obsmlete as deep sea divers
floating uw from a faded yellow sea.

1970,




MYIL AT INQUIRY

In the half-light of summer evening
Wwe hear fragments of a war report
and on our screens we watch the moon,

Tiny remote episodes
in the central highlands seem further
than the spacemen's rigld flag,.

When dark falls, the drive«ins along
the highway light wp the cowntryside
with thelr huge white faces.

The neon calm of supermarkets
and car<hood shining on our driveway
assure us that we are at peace;

the shot to the Sea of Tranquility

18 a jourhey to redeem our ease,

snd dl sasters on other fronts

within the point-blank range of our fury.
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NORTH DaK0TA WATER TOWER

Above the farms and treeless plains
the young man scgles the water tower
to work, rempte as a manikin,

Heedlegs at noon he loses
foothold and drops head downwards
like a shadow without sowund,

The band marching at the high school
sees himy and he 1s reflected
falling on the tuba's curved brass,

The crickets chirp in evening's earth
and stglks of eddying whest bend
toward the sacrificial s,

A diesel horn of the Great Northem

proclalms darkness., Lights are switched off
in the cafe, and chaslrs reversed on tadbles.

The rallmad waiting rom is empty
as the 1iving room suite in the window
on Maln, dark as the implement stors.

The Ten o'clock news flampes from every farm,

On satellite report war captives
in gray stumble through Asia.
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PRISONERS OF WAR

Shot down by the laws of chance
and paraded through hamlets

the airmen in this blurred film
drone regards as if by rte

their faces unmoved and arms slack,
walting for truce or secret moves.

Thelr fear does not eclipse the light
which shines over all the living sarth;
they must see the same sky as we,

and tonight the same invaded moon,

Wnen the room flooded with light
suddenly darkens, the mlssing men
awalt interrogation,

and mork o bronze fly rattling

on the window psne as sharply

as a detall from the Last Judgments
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ORBITAL RENDEZVO US

Like g wandering soul

Columbia circles once more

the 1and of the dead,

and welts for the earth-born ship to rissa.

In the joyless immensity
the two modules are tiny
as elections swirling

amumnd an wmfixed center,

As these toy ghips of mortolity

drift through deep space to dock,

the world in the midst of passing flow

shares the thought which steers through 211 things,

In the earth's teeming forests

the African pygmy smears hersgelf
with white clay, dancing as a ghost
at the feast of the new moon,







