


Excerpt from Spring #16

The next night my dream has the following line in it, “Songs don’t get here.” The line
intrigues me because it connotates to me two intimate issues that I live with: trauma and poetry.

I dream the dream onward, ask: “Why are you speaking?” The response is, “I am as you
hear me. No songlines get here.” Silence. “Why,” I ask. “It has always been that way.”

Desolate spots exist in the psyche where nothing is, where no synaptical connections
have ever been made. Echoless spots harbor inconsolabilities where no songs of poetry can
move to reach the immovable. Nothing is. Where the inconceivability of life reigns. Imageless.
Soulless. Dead and deserted.

I resolve to work to commune with these desolate spots.

My experiences with trauma and poetry did not help. My breakdown was a trauma, a
large portion of the images magnetized by connecting, ongoing events were strung together in
ever rope rippling concatenations that like magnetic felt attached what came near it when I was
in the black foul mud of murderous rage and terrorful paranoia. Years of magnetic felting had
resulted in large, frozen, immovable traumas that lived off by themselves, fed themselves, had an
increasing appetite as they were autonomous, argumentative, independent with a will and mind
of their own. They all knew where my windpipe was and had little hesitancy in the squeeze
method of attention. I was at their mercy. They ate when hungered, and they hungered always.

I was on the edge of doom everyday, went over the cliff nightly, stressed to the limits is
what I did to myself. So much suffering and agony, I wore myself through the threads and
exhausted myself everyday. I had little money, could not make any, so ate a meal a day. I could
not or would not sleep. I lost weight. I became thinner and thinner, to the point of wasting away
as things and beings became stuck into the traumas. They lived off my land and works. They
would live me, speak me. I was an inhabited wasteland trying to free itself from the chains I had
made. I had not the insight to see the chains of freedom I had forged; I threatened to bring
those I loved into the spiritual horizonless homelessness. My wife’s meditation practices, my
Zen meditations, and our weekly weekend walks through the woods with rest and conversation
were the arteries pumping life into my dead heartland.

Although it did not appear to be a magnet with a true north, a true center, it was. Behind
the graphed beings, bodies, agonies, griefs, tears, deaths, and accumulated baggage and theatrical
trunks was the wound for these images that were the scar tissue, tearing me apart. To stitch the
wound something from the outside that fits into the center must be found. I found that in
poetry, a language for traumas, wounds.

Stress and poetry; you live the imaginal life or it lives you; you refuse, you freeze or you
go in; you learn to swim or you drown. As they say, you cannot save others, you must not act on
their entreaties that break the heart apart as if they were so many icebergs because you are not a
large enough soul to bring those asking for help back safely and suture their wounds, and show
them the feast of the land.



So much stress. Seven and half years into living inside the trauma, as I've said, I had a
heart attack. Both of my parent’s had heart attacks when they were the age of 80. I figured I
would too. Instead, I had a triple bypass and a value repair at the age of 57. The operation that
was supposed to last four hours lasted seven hours; I was in intensive care afterwards for eleven
days. My take on it was as follows: I had died. The human whose spiritual springs flowed out
into a form whose picture was present when I looked in mirror and the web of life that
supported that mirrored self had died, as well. I lived on borrowed time, but we all live on
borrowed time, as a wise person once told me. I rose from the grave, as others had done for
thousands of generations before me, to live out of the flowing of the spiritual spring that flowed
out of all living things and whose web of life it was revealed to me I was spinning and the silk
spun so I was being invented as I spoke and there was no mirror in which to see what I was not.
I struggled to start anew that entered the stream that sunk pessimism, filtered through revenge,
took the forest as my being was and grew a spring. I was not worthy yet in that very disaster as I
walked without leaving footprints and heard the voices and saw the visions that made of me
flesh and bones.

“Every writer,” wrote the Chinese poet, Lu Chi, in A.D. 261, “finds a new entrance into
the mystery and it is difficult to explain.” Once my breakdown occurred, I had no home to go
to. All parts of myself warred with each other, spiritually, morally, and emotionally. These parts
had woken up and clabbered for attention and placation. I was in a new world, one I had never
known existed and gave no prior credence to. Homeless, naked, clueless, ill informed of what
had found me and how they wanted to be treated and related to, I straggled through the world. I
hadn’t a clue where I was, why I was, and what I was going to do or what was incarnating
through me from the invisible into the visible world. I was being fed by mystery deeper into
mystery, and the landscape I was in I did not recognize was speaking to me, showing me, playing
out for me, and rooting me into the very earth I was digging through.

Living without hope: you put one foot in front of the other, again, another foot, left,
right, endless trudging, drudging in the murky, inky night in which you live. You put knife to
wrist to end it all: what are you ending? nothing of meaning or significance—it all runs
together—why not end what never should have begun. Cry of despair and lassitude. Throw
away the worthless, valueless—as you apprised yourself. Failure of imagination and courage to
tell or create or story and live it differently than what you found yourself foundering in. You
gave your power away-knife at the throat-cannot admit it, cannot let it run loose. You victimized
yourself until you wretchedly failed your own life. Heart squeezed, shut down. I rained every
night, the earth absorbed my tears, without pity and without judgment(thankfully)—soul cried
for more moisture for it was in joy with my failures, sufferings, and bankruptcy: soul desired
waking up to joy. In the midnight, out of my bed, into the swamplands of cat-o-nine tails and
slush, soul whispers, “Stay fleshed to me, be the vessel I sail on, be the receptacle that brings
dawn and holds the day light up to sight so that cold darkness is our seen breath out of which
you walk from the underground. Soul’s mistress, you must wake the earth up to be.”

A weed. Unseen, ordinary, useless, a resilient triumph of the economy of scarcity gened
into beauty’s abundance. A small spot on large meadow.

I’'ve contemplated and had strategy sessions into many barked covered areas of the heart.
For it is in the landscape of the heart, not the brain, the source of the suffering, as it appears to



be, where the suicides occur even when they do not actually happen. In complicities of silence
the beings that take up the arms of humiliation and shame as well as torturous agony and grief
let loose energy into the world so large it pours in snuffing out light and dark. Easier to die than
struggle harder to live.

I did shadow work, poetry work, heart work. I knew during this time in my life that no
one could save me or help me. I had studied psychology along with history in school, and I had
no faith that any of the varieties of psychology had any idea what I was going through or how to
“cure” me. That is, until I reread the autobiography of Dr. Catl Jung, Dreams, Memories and
Reflections. I had read it in the late 60’s when I was interested in psychology, but I had
forgotten it. Riveted is how my psyche reacted in reading it. I read it again. Again. Then, I read it
backwards(from the last paragraph to the first—in order not to be influenced by the literary
qualities of the writing.) I read other works by Jung and Jungians. I realized there were people
who did know what I was going through. Jung and other analysts had been through similar
experiences. Since they had direct experiences and could take me farther than I could take
myself, I entered Jungian analysis with an expert in poetry therapy. It was a wise choice. He
saved my life just as my wife had so often done. She always believed in me when I did not
believe in myself, and I made her suffer terribly in this ordeal. By this time, we lived apart and
met only on weekends for walks and talks in the woods.

My therapist showed me that psyche lived and breathed and spoke out of the orality that

is its existence and out of which we landscape in vertical descent and depth where we meet
rising out of the deepest singing being the poesies of stanza and rhyme and rhythm and image
that is the stage on which is played out the drama of the universally unique spiritually visible
animal appearing in the flesh. Writing out of the blood and the spit and spew and phlegm and
cough as well as grinding and groaning of erotic flushings and mad body length kisses in the
ecstatic universe we are remade into in joyous climate of lover’s rubbing and ever circling
foreplay. Eros and Thantos; Poseidon and Hermes; and Sophocles and Mercurius as well as
Shakespeare and Rilke.

Shadow work: my dreams became dark, I flew to Mars with a green man(the European
myth of the green man became a paradigm of my living enmeshed in a psychic landscape), shit
had vivid status and seemed to move so far along the road as to dig into the underground tunnel
I never knew existed driving inside of me. It lay on the black asphalt; it was alive; and it
contained gold, as I would later figure out. So many dreams with shadow figures. My life became
so dark that one day I saw a black sun, whose aura darkened the woods around me in an eerie
confluence of projection and archaic identity. To this day, I would say it happened to me; it was
not an imagining. It left an indelible ink spot in the imaginary scenery, and its occurrence eddied
out into the farthest reaches of my psychic history and existence, made the magnetic file
shavings reorient north. I had stopped writing poetry over a decade before; the urge and
compulsion returned to express the shadow world and figures that were far bigger than in the
world I existed in my daylight hours. I lived in the dark world as an inhabitant of a new country
exploring what the blackest black ink meant to the new inhabitant and the other creatures who
lived with me, whose identities and quirks and anxieties and emotions I wore like the clothing.

I wrote because 1 had to write. I had to listen, be in orality. Be sung. In vibration,
vibrancy, moved by earth’s, cosmos’, songs. Out of my wound, a language evolved that would



teach me about itself. The trauma, though it remained fixed and immovable, became more
malleable and less raw and retching and wrenching. Less, meaning: as if you were the vomit of
the universe, thrown or hurled, at terrific speed full of waste, wastage, slime, grotesqueries to be
swept by larger forces you did not know existed or could not figure out.

Was hope one of those vomits or an essential meal for humankind to walk in, to be civil
in a room full of humans?

Each wound learns to speak a language of the wound-its images, stories, petrification of
trauma, play out into imaginal space where the wound can be given breath and voice and
substance. The language in turn, if vivid and vivifying, takes on a life of its own and can tell
other parts of the psyche the story it needs to tell in order to live in concern and community
with other parts of the psyche. Those parts of the psyche where song does not travel can have
the moist soil of the wound land and begin to grow a garden or even just a weed from which a
imaginal world can be created from nothing. Or it can, like acid, be so ill informed and hubristic
that upon contact with other parts of the psyche they burn them away and they dissolve the
healthier parts. Thirdly, more integrative experiences can merge heartwounds that give additional
dimension to the imaginal beings and scenes living you out of the stream bed feeding you ever
more creative and fire breeding life.

Griefwork. Poetrywork. Heartwork. These three go together; they grow together as
spring grows woods and spaces together. Spring is the time when the invisible world incarnates
into the visible world, where the turbulent imaginings of all the other three seasons can be made
real, abiding, heart rending, eros thumping, and intrigue growing. It is the color and hue of
yearnings. Always, it seeks to go beyond where it is; it never settles. It gives life and gives more;
it gives death and gives more. It makes a world but is not that world. Rain adds up the human
tears and buds foliate to leaves that are the number of griefs of the multitude of a thousand
generations of humans. The universe requires them and ignores them-humans work to master
their arts so that what seems to have no effect can have effect even if only in human terms.
They are the blood and ink of the heart that writes the water of life onto the pages whose
imaginal pictures incarnate invisible life into the visible breath. Soul loves what it loves(and is
made eternal by love, according to Rumi), and soul is guest or resident in a world it is moved by
because it rises from the dark, moist ashes of the ember and gives off the heart rending cry so
the universe will know you’re here. We are so quiet in the universe, so soft, pliable, malleable in
the universe whose thunder and lightning and volcanoes and tornadoes and hurricanes are the
sounds that we try to sing with. Soul says, “Please, sing, be my replete, take us to the caverns
where the echoes replenish our story.” “Soul,” Noel Cobb has written, “is what turns the brutal
iron bruise of ‘what has happened to me’ into the imaginal red blood of sustaining heartfood.”

You must make a home for soul in the human heart, dig out a home from the
earthworks with your bare hands and furnish it with the sculpture of your eye’s vision of the
invisible soul, otherwise soul will be a guest only and not a resident, according to John Keats.
The heart is a hornbook that makes the soul out of the pains and troubles that inhabit the heart
that “must feel and suffer in a thousand diverse ways!” The heart is the Mind’s Bible, Keats
goes on to amplify.

When I first went into the heart after six years of agony, this is what I found.



“Live in the heart?”

Aghast from suffocating heat

I involuntarily withdraw backwards
at what’s living in it

and what’s not living in it.

Tongue catches fire
from combustibles churning up
by my only life left there

without care, without...love.

“Can you burn alive?”

I also found the “fire eater” in the “forest of rage” and give it to you as spoken:
The fire eater lives in the forest of rage,
raucous and raunchy,
an animal of the first order
who knows where everyone’s hid:
There ain’t no violation I don’t do
when levellin’ is what I’ve set out
to do.
You may go where you feel safe
and think you’ve escaped me,

I know where to get you because
I know your face. Hold on,
hold out, move through, sound off -
nothing will do you more good
than the wood of fire. Spire
the fire again and again, heat
and feet will do no good -

so like a ravenous wrath



To be a lover worthy of the exchange of “heart for heart,” we must take a pick ax and
dig so far down that we find that what we are is everyone else with the compassion and breadth
large enough to contain “the gift of being” for all who suffer grievously from the very central
core ground up, spit out cosmos of being. As lovers, can we learn to kiss what is most terrible in
the universe without destroying ourselves. Love, erotics, and an eros encompassing enough to
learn how spring threads itself into spring and becomes itself.

And, then, I also found what I had not been looking for. It found me, and I have been
profoundly moved into a whole new way of living and relating to the archetypal energy that
courses through me, regulating it so all of the people that I am get voice and are spoken and
reach the stage and can exit the stage. I am one; I am many; I am multitudes. Not held together;
stitched together and threaded into the psyche as soul sings out the trees.

I am the horizon

you seek

I am not mountain

or peak

Nor the sky

notr even life.

I am what you call

divine.

What’s near

is not here.

These riddles of language
riddle-tangles.



What in earth

just dangles

dangerously along trails.

wide and high

Only when you learn to

fly

can the canopy’s shape

change

as a valley’s sky

is darkly strange.

I found myself in the presence of the Inner Self, Greater Self, Archetypal Self. The
flooding that had drowned me into the thickets so thick I could not see I have learned to
regulate and become aware of, by my relation to the Inner Presence, have conscious relationship
with libido and energies that live in me, and my imagining and give songs to soul.

Two birds on a fence,

a third flies off.



