My Dearest Smoking Room, My Funnel
of Silence,

Today, I swam up the smoke funnel
until your arterial path some----need
quenched: followed veins to your half-heart source

Beyond the cloud of your----beard

I can’t see your body

beyond my vision of the Sarish Sea: Mt.
Sinai’s stoned tableau of peak after

peak after peak after peak after peak after

Reach & croak I #o0 more----throat of mulch

& wood chips dry in the sun I flame

beige & become grizzled smoke’s ash like you

who left consumed: grey irises & eyebrows & whiskers

May your heart grow----whole & may we pump
along the Nile together:
split the seas & watch the feet

wash up as yours & others who seek the cure

Through belly----& hunger----& marrow-sucking,
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