Accompanying Poems
by Chester Arnold

1. Oracle
Again and again I
Returned to the trail
That led to the place
Where divination seemed accessible..

I stood again and again
Awaiting revelations

Only the scent of old
Concrete and lichen
Filled senses.

Later-months later
A dream portrayed the
Drama there, in moist air
The spell was never broken
But demanded homage to
The place.

Somehow all meanings coalesce
There, in the
Hollow voicebox of an age.




















2. The Forest’s Edge 
All who come
Will leave a trace
Of care or carelessness
As tribes will live
And die by what 
their dreams provide

Now, on the forest’s edge
The world spins troubled
By the wayward greed
Of men.

they bleed the fruits
Of paradise.

But hope is a premise
Built of truth
And in our relative youth
Perhaps a future beckons
Absent toxic stigma

As we stand
Thinking (if we can)
Of futures fecund
And renewed,

The natural cycles of
The pulsing world
May turn our own 
Misfortune into layers
In the glowing cliffs
Of every continent

Allowing chances in
Another epoch
For the dreams’ fulfillment. 


3. Scenes From The Age Of Gravity and Friction (Democracy’s Flat Tire)
1. The air had been leaking slowly.
A slow leak
But then all of a sudden

2.The wheel began its anxious flopping
The rim sang harsh scat,
Relentless chorus grating on
The asphalt

3.We had to pull over
There was no service available
We were on our own
In a bad neighborhood.

4. I hadn’t used a jack
In 20 years-who would
Have thought that tires could 
Be that good?
But this world of bent nails and madmen

5. The bolts were tight
Frozen by pneumatic drivers
but persistence and a jump
On the tire iron got it off.

6.Thankfully we had 
A decent spare.
I looked at the punctured victim
And decided sacrifice was worth the effort.

7. Onward-forward-
Ready for the ride ahead. I kept
The tire iron near-for there was rage
On Democracy’s pot-holed road.




4. A Wolf Moon Rising over Tomales

It was the year’s first moon
known to every creature here before
And after us.

Among the countless sentinels 
Reaching ever skyward
The pine in question 
Still remained, though beetle burrowed
And bird pecked, a storehouse for the
Industrious.
Termites too hunkered in to help
The force of destiny,
Clearly theirs as much as this or
Any tree’s.

In the distance as night chill gripped
Bare arms
a lone coyote howled-
It was his moon.





5. A Letter To Kenneth
What could not be said in time
Persists in timelessness
What minds construct
Survives in countless ways

In words
the healing rain of your regard
Returns again and again to flowering form.







6. Two Stars Awake.
 -for Frances
We walked into the clearing evening with two stars awake.
Most leaves, stripped by the day’s winds
Now slaked in damp bogs.

In that stillness 
Dusk doubled in reflection.

It was the world, once again
Reminding us to see
The up and down of everything
Of day and night in brief embrace

I leaned toward you 
And you toward me

And there kissed twice
