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| nt r oducti on

Thanks to ny very good Mssachusetts friend, Kevin Bochynski, |
was able to self-publish an anthology of ny verse, Cracks of
Consci ousness, back in Texas in 1995 Wat an incredible
experience that was , that day of holding those treasured "Don't
Pani c Press" pages in ny hands for the first tine.

All of that verse had been published in a variety of periodicals
and journals, and sone seened favorites anong ny Texas friends.
Looki ng back, | renmenber ny three nost astute editors and | invoke
the nanmes of their nenorable magazines here--Café Belles Artes

Lynx Eye, and Talus and Scree. Wth equal fondness, other shapers
of Cracks were Barbara Schm dt, Leona Welch, and Aiff and Brenda
Roberts. (diff did the cover art posted here.)

Nearly ten years later, | cant evaluate and choose "the best" of
those stories and observations. So here | offer selections that
seened to please readers and listeners. At sone point, I'll sort
t hrough ny work witten since Cracks came out, and |I'Il call that
col l ection homecomng. You'll know why when it joins its older
br ot her here.

Wes Britton
Decenber, 2003
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THE VEI L

VWhen the blindness cane, so did the vei
& fewlook in & those that do
| cannot tell for certain

what | am perceiving. Not light, not dark,
not the comon col ors shared by nost.

| see no body | anguage so speak it poorly.

| see neither smle nor frowm so ignore both.
Cannot tell friend fromstranger, so the vei

swel I's I'ike a snmoke or fog _
around nme in protection, confusion,

al oneness whil e

i nt erdependency grows thick and w de,
regul ated by the whins and schedul es of others,
living around the cracks of others' good wll,

hearing nore intentions and prom ses than fulfill nent
or commtment or truth
and grasp the limtations after

the enbers of rage finally subside.

And accept the nonent, what is,
what can be patiently done.

ah, patience agai nst ny worse nature,
t he energy that nust be curbed,
finally accepting cal mNow after the
D sappoi ntnment Series and feel the
Yi ng of happy qui et al oneness w t hout
the being with anyone not just to be al one
the Yang of the fenal e ot her who
may be illusion, fantasy, nightmare
while | casually, cautiously, distantly

touch others veiled not to be hurt
vei l ed to expect assault

veiled to be confortable within

and al ways aware of the separateness
that |lives against ny belief in

i nt erconnecti ons

expecting nore than is offered
expecting nore than can be given

so | create little footnotes in books

and m nds and groups and druns and

the i mage of the invisible man wal ki ng
thru the town that did not see himbefore
and is not |ooking for himnow



as | await the next step

whet her shi n-cracki ng or

softer, whether pain or the touch
of ny dogs & toys

so | have not answered your question. You wonder what are
The joys of blindness?

Well, the joy of nmusic, but |I had that before.
The joy of touch, but that has a powerful yang.
The joy of surprising connections, the nuggets
anongst the dross,

and the surprise of occasionally remenbering a col or,
a face, place, a possible poem

but nostly I find the happiness in thinking of Buddha,
of little acconplishnments, small adventures, never m nding
the great prom se of youth

and know ng how much |'ve inproved--hell
|"ve had so far to go--and how di fferent
| do things now so I nust call the happi ness

acceptance, letting go of illusions
becom ng aware of il usions

de- enphasi zing il |l usions

putting illusions into perspective
know ng ny past is ny own illusion

shared delusionally with others
whose place in the Now is never certain
and uncertainty has its place, especially in

a cocky man

who cane to belief and conviction very slowy,
fromthe Bible to the nothing to the nothing with
meani ng

who expects all to be transitory
as is A

and to cease craving, the source

of suffering, and enphasi ze service and
gifts, even gifts not wanted or expected,
and see what seeds grow.



THROUGH GRANDMOTHER' S EYES
(Music of train blow ng in night)

Through Grandnot her's eyes were famly
of Kentucky country roads
| aned by wooden post fences needing
occasi onal repair when her cows escaped.
One wonman & three children could chase them hone.

She was a toymaker while
granddad worked for short |ine railroad.

Through ny nother's eyes were children
famly worth driving hal fway cross country to see
buyi ng Christmas toys at Korvettes in Septenber
| ay- away, paid for before Christnas.

Through father's eyes were famly
t he brother he found dead
his son he found dead
with other brother, sat in grandnother's
house waiting for her to slip away

in the quiet far away fromtrains they | oved.

An iron spike rests
on the mantle, uprooted
fromthe tracks. The train does
not notice but sings in the night
i ke songs of whal es.

The last tinme | saw G andnot her we stepped off her porch
& | saw us through her eyes
as we left for the last tine.
| was behind her eyes one nonent
& all she saw was us.



RCSA PARKS AT THE Al RPORT

"I stepped back into the closet,” the woman said,
"Too much room not confortable."

& the Traveler's Aide sat ne by her in the waiting chair
& | asked what all the commotion was about.

"Rosa Parks is comng through,” the aide said beam ng.
"Do you know who she is?"

"Sure. The lady who refused to give up
her bus seat for a white man, hel ped spark
the civil rights novenent."

"Yea," he said, surprised, wal king away,
thrilled to the bone.

& young bl acks gather by the departure gate maki ng pl ans.
"On behal f of all black citizens,"” one girl rehearses.

"No," her conpanion said, "on behalf of the
entire hunman race.”

W all wait, the blind man by the | eshi an
across fromthe young bl acks.

Then Rosa Parks is whi sked through on her wheel chair
acconpani ed by her small entourage
not stopping for any of us.



THE CONDOM STORM OF ' 72

Wl |, Paul broke into the rubber machines | ast night
| ooking for quarters but failed and

showed up at our poker game dunpi ng

a foot-high pile of

i ndi vidually shrink-wapped little boxes
of rubbers of all sizes 'n colors
on ny single bed

'n we drunken boys bl ew up our ball oons and
tossed them out the boardi ng house w ndow
'n we nust of nmade a major dent in that pile

cause the next norning | set out

to wal k ny hangover to the breakfast deli
but stopped on a dine seeing

t he sticky balloons on

cars
"n W ndows
"n parking neters
'n poles
'n grass, t he sidewal k,

'n the street.
‘n ny landlady's front porch

where she stood with arns fol ded
"n tapping foot 'n
wi shing to | augh adnonition--

"I know who's behind this one, Britton."

'n 1 walked into the deli where the condom storm
replaced all other news 'n | stayed nute not wanting
to let on we hadn't planned the whol e thing

to start wth.

You shoul d have seen it,

it was a wonderful sight.

More col orful than Christmas
bat hed i n prophylactic |ights.



BIRDS IN THE ATTIC

By the way, the old hotel only used three floors
ri sing on the basenent tonbs,
fourth shut down for decades.

A floor of ghost town roons
cobwebbed, bare furniture.
Trevor's kingdom where he
contenpl ated his crow s feet prematurely
etched in prison

with the only key to the
forgotton el evator button,

he had one roomfull of his nmintenance tools
Anot her roomwas his

marijuana farm

No one knew where it was.
No one knew it was there.

He sold pot in the Waters hotel
confident a room by room search
woul dn't revea
the thriving, sun-nourished vegetabl es
of calmand patience in the bare wood halls.

But

One day Trevor discovered his vault
full of pigeons
wal |l to wall high pigeons
eating pot, little
baggi es poked full of beak hol es
pot dust on everyt hing.

He dived in to chase them out
stuttering wth anger
but they were stoned

& flewinto walls
ot her roons
& out broken w ndows.

The pot was gone.
Dam pi geons.



Wal den

an ordinary pond, a |ake
sanctified by words
ski nmed across the water

gi rded by
wal ki ng, the feet another sense
a cornucopia of earth and nan.

Henry's words across the water
breathing, nature is not a dead | anguage.

Speak words
al oud, breathe |ife anew -

t he higher you fly, the higher you soar
t he | es conpany.

Leave
civilized man toiling
for what he cannot keep.

Henry Looks down
seei ng stones under trees

for Kerouac, human radio tuned to India,
his grave a landfill of offered
bottl es and packs and poens

books on the stones
goi ng and com ng.

Stones in Henry's cairn
free tokens returned fromearth and nan
brought to holy waters

while Wiitman's hone drowns in
crack houses mles from sl eep,
mles from Vedas, a broken
connection, |ike the striptease
bar where Joyce fl owed U ysses.

Wrds and a pl ace
breathe fromthe other.



THE UNFORTUNATE FUNERAL

In the quiet breeze through her hair
the thin wife stood over her husband' s grave
framed by her girls & the canera box
ai med square on her

peculiar nmonment in the sun

fifteen years after

the battle of divorce

sent their children

spiraling into di sconnected paths.

& she tried not to | ook

into the open hole

or into the canera's eye

know ng she didn't belong there
know ng how he woul d cringe

knowi ng she stood there passively
for the canera shot

by his survivors

in the green field

bel ow t he canopy

& she thought of the other nen,

man after man after him

VWl l, Charlie worked out o.Kk.
sitting at hone waiting for her

di nner.

& the caneras did their work
like the smles of her

bl ack and white weddi ng

not a pretty day like this
not a colorful day like this
with all the flowers.

Weren't there flowers at the weddi ng?
She coul dn't renenber.

There nmust have been fl owers.
But the pictures of gray
were what hel d her nenory.



WHERE | S OUR SI STER?

"Where is our sister?" they asked,

the three girls and Tommy

circling about their sitting nother

not | ooking like their nother anynore

not like the sardonic girl in Betty G able hair
of the black & white weddi ng photo

but nore a mni-skirted girl

out of tine.

"Where is our sister?"
Wien she didn't answer,
Deni se sl apped her

& sl apped her again.

"Where is our sister?" they
asked again in chorus.

"At the hospital." Tommy

& Deni se drove there

| ooki ng for the infant whose not her
wal ked out after delivery

wi t hout a nane.

Deni se rai sed the baby as her own
her not her never acknow edgi ng her
Tommy's in-laws took the retarded girl in
until a jealous girl killed her
one boyfri end.

& in her adult turnoil

her nother, two bl ocks away,

never canme to see her but sat with
her bare chested new husband
drinking coffee & tal king

about his rights.



NCRMAL | NTELLI GENCE

The blind man stood by the pool gate
in the dark after hours
tappi ng the red point

while the cop berated his friends

for sneaking into the pool in the dark
to flirt and swm

and the cop kept pointing to

the sign of rules

"Anyone with normal intelligence,” he said
"could read this sign."

& the blind man tapped and said
"They're getting out,
no big deal."

But the red-faced cop insisted,
poi nting again at the sign

"Anyone with normal intelligence
could read this sign."

But the man with the cane

clearly wasn't | ooking at the sign
so the cop raised his voice again
"I keep telling you,

anyone with normal intelligence
can read this sign."

He waited for an answer.

And the blind man tapped

and the cop tapped

until his partner whispered
into his ear

what the white cane neant

while the friends wal ked out

| aughi ng

& the cop yelled at their backs
"If | see you drunks driving, I'll take you in!"
& the blind man t hought

"Anyone with normal intelligence
woul d know

"' mnot driving anywhere."



HEADACHE

"l have a headache," she said,
her face turned away on the pillow.

"I think," he said

"SIl ow hand | oving on your favorite pl aces
woul d cure your headache & nmake you

feel wonderful."

"l have a headache," she said,
"Pl ease don't touch ne."

He nodded & went to the bat hroom
& left the seat up



FRECKLES

In I ndian scripture

t he holy king

came to heaven

his nother & four brothers dead
because they were not holy
enough in their earthly bodies

but he stood with his dog
whom t he gat ekeepers
refused to adm t

arguing with the holy king
who said he woul d wait

wi th his dog

who of fered not hi ng

but protection & devotion

so they let the dog in
who proved to be a god hinsel f

so, dad, the dog stays in the house
despite the hair &
t he occasi onal accident.



FUZZ

"You know in the sixties
in nmy home township,
we had one cop, one constable for our whol e county.
Judge Beaner. dd guy, daughter in ny class.
| | eaned over her huddl ed agai nst the school hall wall
in fallout drills
as we practiced for Russian invasion.
Call ed himonce on a dog bite.

Then, we got to junior high and they hired
a police chief & built a cop station
by the Skat G| gas station
& then hired two cops
& put in tw traffic lights
& a new gas station opened up across
the hi ghway & peopl e

started dying
crossi ng the hi ghway.

"Chief was divorced, left his second wfe down the street.
Step & step famly new center of township
Li ke Stephens' jar in Tennessee.

He's gone, a series of fuzz cone through now
Li ke football players in helnets

whose faces you never see or know or forget.
Wsh I'd marri ed Judge Beaner's daughter."”



2ND DANSVWER S AFTERHOURS SONG

Seei ng herself | ook down
fromthe thin stage, a
corridor of light & heat
i ke astral death

know ng they | ove the dancer
not the dance

t he source of her anger, she said
was that her only power is

her legs, lathed long by a gifted artisan

best when clear-white in red heels

best on stage, one leg |long and gli stening

one | eg bent in notion,

better when sitting not dancing

bent, crossed one over the other,

perfectly arranged, scul pted hi gh knee

doubling the power with feet pointed

demurely down or angled to heaven in red heels

her feet held wide by martyr's arns

her |egs, translucent to the warm adoring touch that drained

her power. O so she felt.

Sitting in the booth wwth red taxi driver
he stroked circles in her palm
tal king softly of tracing her thighs
with gentle tips
| eani ng towards her, talking
of focusing on her, beam ng on her,
playing with her sensitive ears,
the irresistible neglected nerves

she physically nelting asks himto
speak of sonething el se.

He pulls back & says, "I nust get control of
nysel f" & she

t akes hi m honme up
the thin el evator

in her third floor roomhe does as
he prom sed, playing with her until she
says no nore, but he says yes.

Her face half drains, blanches white
half flushes with brilliant bl ood red
i ke her stage heels



the ying & yang of flesh
& cones again
& then he is gone

& she rages in the dark al one

unf ocused anger,

want i ng her power back

& the tenuous, usel ess power

of saying what her daddy called
the world' s ugliest word

No.



RED LETTERS
You want to tal k about Christ?

Al right.
If you will do this.

Cet thee a New Test anent,
red letter edition, forget the black words
& wth a pen of any col or

scratch out the commandnents you haven't foll owed,

the words you question or interpret in self-justification,
W th honesty cut

the things you will not do.

| want to see what's |left.

|"mespecially interested in what you do
about feeding the poor, visiting prisons,
gi ving up your worldly goods--

He conmmands this
Four Tinmes in those red letters.
Can you nane four sacrifices?

for it is harder for a rich man to enter the ki ngdom
t han
t hose you condemm with your votes
as prayers w thout works are dead
i ke warfare prayers
| i ke opposing health care for al
i ke di scussion groups about hunger
or whi ni ng about rendering unto ceaser
or dami ng wel fare nothers you ask to suffer
Wi t hout nedicine, clothes, juice for the babies
you insist be born in neglected mangers
creating nativities of despair

In The Nane of the Deficit God.

Christ, get off the protest lines & go in buses to
adoption centers, do your work there.

& gays--the old testanent sin (as is nmales sitting where
wonen have nenstruated, when it was |legal to stone your son
for disobedience), like the world' s ol dest sin--and sonehow



| recall your Christ preached Buddha conpassi on,
Mary was not boycotted --

you don't behave with his class.

M ght he say

Cease denoni zi ng those you persecute with the sane
mout hs you pray with &

Qpen your hearts to the many ways to worship

or be as Muslins chanting Jihad--Holy War?

Holy War--1 have heard your trunpets for years.
W1l ye not instead breathe

| ove conpassi on trust synpathy
maybe a little sinple neighborliness?

which is what | thought the Red Letters said.

if you will not do these things ordai ned
by Hymms Most Hi gh

Shut Up.

& stop being surprised when
we don't take you seriously
or worse
Wth Fear.



AFTERVATH

In renewed uncertainty

| watch you | eave

with your linping dog on his fragile |eg
your anatom cal silhouette quickly

di squi sed in the shadows beyond

ny reach.

Your friend' s hurt very like

m ne, always a rem nder of weakness,

a strange unearned difficult paw

happy for the confort of |eaving his
crate, grateful to play if only for

a short visit, daydream ng of better

days of unrationed, unnmeasured affection
not tied to the couch, then rel eased, then
| eashed again, follow ng your search

for new sumrer shadows.

Cccasional ly, hands reach in the dark,

forns rise in hard clay confined

in sheltering condons disguising the orgasm
tossed in a basket by the crate

before the | ong, too | ong
denouenent of | eaving

endi ng uncertainty

as your car exhaust breathes
goodbye.



