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Truth is I 
don't know 
what truth is. 
Yet I push 
on others my 
idea of it.
It's second 
nature to me.
And very common.

BLINDMAN'S BLUFF

Phil Weidman



BIG MUMBLE

Notice I'm not listening. 
Someone speaks to me 
but I don't tune in 
& miss it. I hear only 
an expanded mumble: 
tv, dishwasher, clothes 
dryer, radios, helicopter, 
scream next door, dog 
barks & other voices 
I can't identify.

FRIGHTENED DUMB

While practicing sutras
I hear my heart
beat in chest
top of spine
left ear & sometimes
in hands but
never in right ear.
It was frightened 
dumb by sound 
of 54 rounds 
fired thru 57 
recoilless rifle 
one afternoon 
training in 1955.

NATURE'S MEADOWS

Sometimes I can 
hardly stand up. 
Body responds like 
an over-stuffed 
sandbag. Legs 
(God bless them) 
wobble but hold. 
They remind me 
of loyal old work 
horses I've seen
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in movies. As 
long as blood runs 
in their veins 
they'll answer 
my commands.
I'd love to turn 
them loose watch them 
romp in Nature's 
meadows before 
they're too old.

6:30 SATURDAY MORNING

Twin explosions wake me. 
On feet think shotgun. 
"Want to shoot it out?" 
someone out there yells. 
"Is that what you want?" 
I hear someone running 
door slam & "I'll 
kill the sonofabitch!" 
Then a puzzling vacuum.
I sneak around 
straining my ears 
groping for continuity.

ARTIST FRIENDS

I'm surrounded by artists, 
good ones, male & female, 
friends, & I'm grateful. 
Being around artists 
keeps you on your 
toes. They can look 
thru you, nail or 
lift you with a 
word. They support 
the child & help 
keep me honest.
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MAKE-UP

Headin' west tomorrow. 
Recent history indicates 
that's the way to 
go to get anywhere.
Of course this depends 
on your point of view 
& your sense of direction. 
Push west hard enough 
& you end up East 
which can be either 
bewildering or enlightening 
depending on your make-up.

EATING PRAYER

Thank you for your sacrifice. 
I'll try to do it justice 
by rededicating myself 
to life supporting works.

OLD FRIENDS

Don't want to see any. 
One I've known since 
6th grade came 
by this summer.
Stayed two nights.
It was miserable. 
What's unnerving 
is the measuring.
Most of us can't 
weigh in against 
youthful hopes.
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TALKING WITH STEVE

comes easy.
He favors myth 
I'm pushing & 
expanding heaven & 
earth with him 
feels natural 
as hell.

MAGGIE

Maggie's one tough lady. 
Her students don't 
see it because 
her body's weak 
& she's tolerant 
of their failings.
Incisive thinking
is her ax
& she gives no
quarter cutting
loose lipped intellectuals
in our faculty
precisely to
the bone.

SPIRIT CATCHER

Ming our Siamese 
is 13 & won't 
play games —  
youth & memory 
long since coughed 
up with hair balls 
& bird bones.
He waits motionless 
for hours focusing 
on each diminishing 
moment spirit 
poised to pounce.
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SAFE KEEPING

Scrubjay hangs 
around for peanuts. 
Thumb flip nut 
under teetering branch 
where he's perched. 
Head jerking nervously 
he hops down 
balances shell in beak 
& flies over fence 
into vacant yard 
where he tucks 
it under dried 
clump of lawn.

AN UNRESTRICTED LOVE

Love comes hard for me. 
Hard to express 
& encompass.
I embrace flesh 
eagerly & get the 
momentary satisfaction. 
Deeper loving often 
frightens me 
into impotence.
Only my love 
for Mother Nature 
is unrestricted.
She offers herself 
without reservation 
& I enter her 
totally at ease 
adjectives of affection 
babbling childlike 
from virgin recesses 
of my heart.
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PIE PLATES

Use aluminum pie plates 
to patch knotholes in 
backyard fence so 
our dog can't see into 
neighbor's backyard start 
trouble with their dogs. 
For looks, these shiny 
plates aren't much, 
but they'll probably out 
last our dog, their 
dogs, the fence & 
other unspeakables.

NATIVE DOCTOR

Your problem he 
said is memory.
It roots you 
in the past.
A dead issue.
Try to live 
moment to moment.
Just react in the moment. 
When you reach back 
you lose focus 
lose touch & fail.
There goes nostalgia 
I think ... a sadness 
as sensuous as sex 
& readily available.

RIVERS

Rivers flow down, 
gather.
Sky lifts, separates, 
puts them back.
Most questions are
answered by events.
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WIFE

3 sheets to wind 
feel urge to divulge 
a few personal truths 
for relief mostly 
& any small glory 
I can milk 
out of it.
Nickle & dime 
stuff she says 
after listening 
thoughtfully.

MONDAY

Language deceives me 
leads me into 
cul-de-sacs.
Trying to reach 
my son head 
off an impending
crisis I lecture 
incessantly on values 
right living, etc.
His dead-pan expression 
punctuates my 
ineptness.
In desperation I 
blurt out my 
love for him
& he softens 
a little.
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TWO MINDS

I'm of two minds 
vacillating between 
pinnacles & gorges 
hope & despair.
Argue with myself continually 
& change clothes three 
four times before 
daring to go out.
Write everyday (maybe 
not everyday) & cling 
to each bit of praise 
my art elicits.
No longer dream 
of being famous 
but sometimes in 
desperation pray
for an easier job —  
just a little skating 
time before Mr 
C tags me.

HIS EMBARRASSMENT

His hands are small. 
Makes a six foot man 
nervous to have 
small hands.
Women on occasion 
compliment him 
on his hands:
"How delicate"
"What lovely hands" 
which embarrasses him. 
They see events 
in his hands 
he doesn't see.
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SUNDAY DEPOSIT

Sunday deposited wife's 
check at B of A 
thru outside slot 
then walked to Lucky's 
for French bread.
Back at car notice 
young guy in fatigues 
shatter bank door 
with rifle butt 
& duck in.
Act dumb 
while bagboy at 
safer distance 
races hell bent 
for the phone.

NAP DREAM

Old fashioned war movie. 
Had to pick off enemy 
soldier raking us from 
hill with machinegun fire.
Dreams sometimes allow you 
to smash heads other times 
force you into slow motion 
give you pillows for fists

BLUE FUNK

In blue funk unable 
to see past tomorrow 
hit whisky & slowly 
realize want to stick 
around see how son 
daughter do ... 
meet their children ... 
pass along a few stories.
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OPERA

Opera ain't exactly 
my cup of tea. 
Alone, traverse 
radio dial & 
finding nothing 
better listen.

LADY TRUTH

On tiptoes 
breath tucked 
deep in chest 
eyes peeled free 
from thought hope 
to surprise her 
catch her 
in all her 
naked glory.

PICTURE WINDOW

Watched another tragedy 
on NBC last night. 
Thousands of citizens 
are starving in Uganda —  
mostly babies. Footage 
of naked, bellie bloated 
little boy too weak 
to break & eat 
high protein cookie 
(provided by British) 
stunned me & got 
me thinking nervously 
about my good life 
& accounts yet 
to be settled.
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A POEM FOR CHILDREN

When I cheat 
I diminish myself 
& each living thing 
suffers a little.
I learned this truth 
by listening whole 
heartedly to my Mother. 
Yet there are times 
I feel helpless 
& cut corners 
anyway.

MASTERPIECE

Sitting on toilet 
admire in awe 
this engineering 
masterpiece lifting 
twisting turning 
toenails up to 
be clipped.

DINK

Getting scrubbed in 
bathtub fascinated 
by weird little 
thing bobbing in 
soapy water asked 
what's that pointing 
& Mom answered 
easily your penis.
Oh I said 
unimpressed 
attention returning 
to my painted 
rubber duck.
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BACK YARD MYSTERY

There's a mystery 
in this back yard 
I occasionally see into. 
I see a series 
of incongruous 
relationships (rusty 
barbeque supported 
by brown stucco wall, 
lawn infiltrated by 
weeds & plastic garden 
hose, fence riddled 
with knotholes) that 
mysteriously add 
up to perfection.
How can this be?

KNOWING

I am a man.
There are only 
certain times that 
I know this.
Sometimes a woman 
can show me.
Sometimes in an 
act of courage 
I see it.
But it falls 
away in this life. 
This knowing.
This knowing of self. 
And it matters 
no more than 
knowing it will rain 
or it won't.
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LAURA

Pushing ninety she summons 
all her energy to make
legs work, hands 
obey, eyes focus.
She no longer knows 
me as her grandson.
Her mind appears 
active but works
on businesses 
beyond my scope.
Her dwindling hours 
are supervised
by strangers.
Have no idea
when I'll 
see her again.

LISA'S STONE

Lisa brought a broken 
stone home from Irish Beach.
A handsome, wave rounded 
rock cleanly split end to end. 
Maybe because of its 
divisive wound & mute 
integrity she felt 
it was family.

SOMETHING NEW

Today caught fly 
in cupped hand 
carried it to 
door let it 
go something 
new for me.



AFTER MEDITATING

Looking at my eyes 
in bathroom mirror 
I see my father.
Am I there I wonder?
I look again, searching,
& notice a mustache hair 
that's been tickling my nose.
Naturally I clip it off.

MORNING AFTER PAYDAY

7:35 Danny our 
custodian nods 
good morning.
"I got money
in my pocket &
it's a beautiful day!"
Lowering his voice,
"Got to look
at the good side
or you'll go crazy."
I nod yes & 
we walk together 
up to M-2.
Separating he says, 
"Tomorrow I'll be 
broke & bitchin' 
about the weather."

FOURTH DRINK HONESTY

After all I'm one 
of those pain filled 
know-it-all fuckers 
who's going to pay 
screaming like a baby 
on his death bed 
he said bending 
his elbow.



OUR BIGGEST WORD

God is our biggest word. 
Question is 
how to use it.
John Gardner (my 
teacher in late 
50s) said you 
can't use it.
Doesn't mean anything. 
Well, shit, I thot 
it's our best word.
Has no equal 
for imaginative 
& creative mileage.
Not to use 
it is inviting 
spiritual impotence. 
Since then I've 
struggled to squeeze 
God into a poem 
without much luck.

NOTICE THIS

Do you notice nails embedded 
in fence boards bleed?
Do you notice ridges in 
your toenails or cannons 
on bathroom towels?
Do you notice wind changes 
in women blood blisters 
multiply over your skin? 
Forget it. Notice this.
Hand writing feet lifting 
heart dialing body floating 
in perfect Chagall.
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KILLING

No longer desire it 
yet find myself killing. 
Used to do it as 
proof of superiority ... 
deer, ducks, jackrabbits. 
Now it happens accidentally 
on streets, highways 
(usually dogs or cats)
& out of irritation 
or frustration (smaller 
beings) & I find myself 
caught in a web of 
rationalization & guilt.
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I) Wv 4- /o*4- ntJ-Y-C 0<- i»tvi < * ^ w  *
(p/in̂kx«! ¿ skt J *■ ib-

d w y ,  îXù /  ,tw'7\-

•>



SCRUB JAY

Been playing since June 
with this gutsy jay.
She was swooping down 
from phone wire to 
bench next to my 
chair for peanuts.
I'd push one arm 
length down bench 
& murmur it's ok 
& she'd chance it. 
Finally coaxed her to 
try one from fingers 
but lost nerve & 
flinched & she 
shied away.
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HABIT

Just noticed 
chew everything 
on right side.
Try left side 
(teeth are sound there) 
but mind drifts 
& food shifts over.
What old memory 
what past pain 
has set this pattern 
shifted me habitually 
to the right?

SWEET WATER

Water tastes sweet again 
like spring water at Bear Flats 
year we road bounced 
37 Chevy flatbed up rough 
dirt road from Eagleville.
I've forced truck loads 
of cheap crap thru 
this body since 
nearly killing its 
ability to taste.

MAY 27
for Targe & David
Ten more days 
& I'm off 
the hook.
Three months 
minus a few 
days in which 
to turn soil 
over get my 
health back 
before facing 
kids again.
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DISAPPEARANCE

Eve of 20th wedding
anniversary we try to
listen to Isaac Stern
play Brahms while police
helicopter flutters erratically over
neighborhood spotlight crisscrossing streets
roofs backyards & loudspeaker squawks
Cathy Harlan, go home!
Cathy Harlan, call your mother!
3 days later we read 
two fishermen find 9 year 
old Cathy head smashed 
in Sacramento River 
15 miles from home.

PETE RANZANY

You didn't fail us. 
You didn't know 
what hit you 
in the fourth 
but you got up.
We knew you'd 
die before you'd 
quit that's why 
we paid to watch 
you fight & built 
you up in our 
imaginations.
You were our champ 
but we were your 
nemesis pushing 
you toward a dream 
you were ill 
equipped to realize.
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NO BAD ITEMS

There are no 
bad items here. 
Yet there is 
a delicate 
balance of use 
one should be 
sensitive to.

KAISER VISIT

Cheek & neck red from 
x-rays voice a whisper 
acknowledging need for blood.
Talked about school (how he missed it) 
& Mormon friends laying on hands ... 
fantastic energy it gave him.
Then admitted 3 weeks ago 
was so low he almost 
chucked it but didn't 
want to miss the sun.
Hopes to go home tomorrow.
Get back on megavitamins.
Build himself up 
for chemotherapy.

TOUCH

Trying to kick 
each door down 
that's your dad 
daughter please 
don't make him 
out to be 
easy you'd 
embarrass him.
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PROMISE

Dying my father said 
don't forget me & I 
promised. Now I see 
him in dreams a sturdy 
man of 68 felling trees 
clearing ground for new 
home & in surface of my 
skin stretching creasing 
over bone sagging under 
chin & ways penetrated 
deep bubbling up as 
voice of advice to my 
teenage son & daughter.

MOSE

Caught Mose Allison 
at Squaw Valley.
Came on after dead 
loud local rock band. 
Watched him work 
off his nervousness 
before starting a 
hard won poetry.
Brought everyone around.

AT UNEXPECTED MOMENTS

She breaks loose 
drives him crazy 
with brazen two 
fisted clutching of 
his cockadoodledo. 
Most times she's 
a hard working 
woman who uses tv 
to unwind giver 
her satisfaction.
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WALKING IRISH BEACH

I listen to her 
booming voice 
enthralled.
She speaks in symbols 
too, arranged fresh 
each morning in 
sand. Tableaus 
of shells, pebbles, 
bits of wood, 
seaweed, plastic.
I photograph & 
pocket a few pieces 
admiring her aesthetics 
but sadly fall short 
of deciphering 
her code .

PAST MIDWAY POINT

Leaves are beginning to form again. 
Below birdfeeder a few seeds 
have sprouted ... a strange array 
of foreigners at lawn's edge.
Clouds many shapes & shades 
of gray race overhead.
Nearby Ziggy chews a mulberry 
twig to shreds then gets 
up & whines at back door.
Last Saturday on my mother's 
68th birthday (past midway 
point in my life) I 
entered another world.

PRIVILEGE

Privilege is painful. 
It breeds jealousy 
guilt & fear.
But it's no biggy. 
Life's twin sister 
sees to that.
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SCRIBBLE PAD

Love this Snoopy 
scribble pad. 
Poems slip out 
easily on it.
One night cranked 
out three good 
ones but Malone 
took just two.

UNIFYING FACTOR

What makes for 
a good day 
as opposed to 
a bad or 
inbetween one? 
Occasionally 
all the pieces 
fall together 
& we're home. 
What is the 
unifying factor? 
This knowledge, 
I'm told, is 
the footpath 
to true wealth.

NEVER AGAIN

Worry this body 
bloody sundown 
to sunup for 
poem born kicking 
& screaming I 
swear never again.
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GIVE & TAKE

Most my life 
I've suffered an 
unquenchable hunger 
for flesh. Now 
lust mounts & 
subsides awkwardly 
& I find myself 
cultivating a less 
jarring approach 
to romance.

AS IS PROPER

Saw myself today 
(flash of insight 
after day of rest): 
lead footed, 
short of breath, 
brain bruised 
by alcohol & doubt. 
Status has eluded me, 
as is proper.
One must follow 
& play expertly 
or expect to 
go unacknowledged.

EXPOSURE

I've strong 
feelings about 
my hair. I 
wash & comb 
it carefully. 
On good days 
it covers me. 
On bad days 
it's too thin.
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AROUND THE CORNER

Forty year old clerk 
at 7-11 (around corner 
from here) got wasted 
last night. Customer 
found him behind 
counter at 2 am 
two slugs in chest. 
Wife said he called 
at 1:30 said love 
you see you 
in the morning.

CHAIN

I wear a 
silver chain 
around my neck. 
Why? Why does 
a bluejay preen? 
To be pretty 
I guess.

CLASH OF WILLS

These finger nails 
grow (beyond reason)
& I cut 
them back.
But they're tenacious 
& won't be 
kept down.
It's a classic 
clash of wills. 
They'll grow &
I'll trim until 
a greater will 
intervenes.
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PICTURE LOVE

Made love to a 
picture again. 
Fantasy helps off 
set boredom but 
leaves you feeling 
hollow & useless. 
Remember hating 
Marilyn H. in high 
school for loving 
a picture of Robert 
Wagner she always 
carried. What a 
waste I thought 
then & Jesus 
here I am.

DAY DREAMING

Day dreaming is fun 
as is drinking 
& fooling around. 
Dreamers dream to 
expand time & 
opportunity ... 
anything gained is 
frosting on 
a stale cake.

BITE

Don't bite so hard 
she pleads & I 
(needing to hurt 
but leery of 
losing her) say 
how's that? 
biting same 
as before.
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SMELL OF LILAC

Taking bath smell of 
lilac scented shampoo 
puts me back in Henderson 
St. driveway beside our 
blooming lilac hedge where 
I used to sneak a pee 
during games of hide 
& seek or lulls in 
cowboy-indian wars.

IT WON'T QUIT

There comes a 
time so bad 
you want to 
quit & do 
but it don't 
work just like 
a motor you 
shut off that 
keeps on running.

HANDKERCHIEF

Green lines twist & curve 
over hills thru valleys 
of this cloth & 
in a convoluted mood 
I see them as roads 
I've traveled pushed 
by an unnamed craving. 
Observe closely see 
how they double back 
crisscross themselves?
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WILLIE

Willie Nelson's a 
friend I've never 
met but it 
don't matter 
He works 
his end I 
work mine.

NEVER DRINK ALONE

Never drink alone 
Mother told me 
attempting to 
wise me up 
23 years ago.
She saw into me.
Now a crippled lady 
I must go see 
her & someway 
illustrate myself 
to her as 
a comfort.

BORE

She has words 
of advice for 
everyone her 
husband her 
children (now grown) 
her dentist 
next door neighbors 
co-workers anyone 
who will listen.
Maybe because her 
profession is teaching 
she feels qualified.
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TIGHTENING THE KNOT

Snails are a problem.
Wife can't kill them —  
tosses them into neighbor's 
yard. I try to avoid 
them feeling deep 
down they're family.
But sometimes after dark 
I crush one carrying 
garbage cans down 
to curb. Sound of 
breaking shell wakes 
me to fragility 
of my beliefs.

OUR TOAD

A toad lives under our deck 
Comes out at night.
Heads for pan of water 
under leaky faucet.
He's very unsure of himself 
Stops & shrinks whenever 
he feels quake of footsteps

SHOOT ME

It's happened more 
than once. When 
I feel cheap 
"shoot me" pops 
out of my mouth.
I push out 
chest as I 
say it, usually 
on way to bathroom. 
I know it's silly.
I do it
without thinking.
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OLD BUDDY

I've had this dull 
cramp-like pain in 
my chest for I 
think three weeks.
Doesn't really hurt 
that much mostly nags 
but who knows go 
get it checked.
Doctor finds nothing 
suggests stress recommends 
rest possibly job change. 
I'm relieved stress 
is an old buddy.
Two three days 
pain is gone &
I go on living 
the reality 
I choose.

GAME OF DOUBT

Some nights now he 
feels he's being 
dragged into tomorrow.
Other nights he's 
half sure promises 
can be kept.
Who whispered to me 
in childhood life 
is a game of doubt
he asks & wonders 
if his diminishing 
faith means he
is growing up 
or growing old.
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GRETEL

Little black & tan 
pup you soup me 
up with your shenanigans. 
Catch myself enjoying 
tug-a-war games I thought 
I'd put behind me 
years ago in mad 
rush to grow up.

44th BIRTHDAY AT COBB MT

Room # is 44.
A pleasing coincidence. 
Want to milk 
it for magic 
but perplexing 
events dominate.
Who called "Phil" 
middle of night 
twice this week?
It was an insistent 
female voice slicing 
thru empty room 
lacerating my sleep.

KILLING AN AFTERNOON

Sitting home 
alone 3 dull 
hours ahead 
shot whiskey
down straight 
beer behind.
What a way to 
kill an afternoon.
Phone rings twice 
but not for me. 
Whiskey down 
beer behind.
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Gotta get 
outa this rut. 
Whiskey down 
beer behind.

14 YEAR OLD PEEPING TOM

Sure I did it.
I was so horny 
that naked old lady 
looked real good.
I ain't proud 
of it but I 
couldn't help it ... 
didn't know where 
else to go.

DIME A DOZEN

Thoughts are a dime 
a dozen. Idea 
is to line 
them up in 
a meaning 
ful sequence.

APPEARANCES

The stone arch 
was a miracle 
of ingenuity 
but because it 
evolved by trial 
& error it didn't 
appear miraculous 
to the Romans.
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DATED DUTY

Must we struggle 
into our mid-years 
before we understand 
the meaning of duty 
& into our waning 
years before we 
experience its reward? 
God hasten my 
appreciation & 
spare me the years 
for I fear I'll 
be disappointed.

BLOSSOM

Last summer in fit 
of emotion named our 
backyard maple Blossom. 
Hugged thanked her 
for her shade 
& quiet devotion. 
Apologized for allowing 
PG&E to cut her 
back so harshly 
& cried, drunk 
on a strange 
late waking love.

—  Phil Weidman
North Highlands CA
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