Tongues & Mirrors
All the mirrors of the past flow by, drowned in a river.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Seen in the eyeballs of dogfish plucked out by seagulls upon their spring return navigating a Stuck flow past broken Medicine Creek treaties past the last of the lodgepole pines headed north to one of a few last refugia, past Oak Moons and volcanic ash and the routes lahars left. Bobbing past the Labrador with eye on the prized stick past Miller cans thrown by Assman headed to Jakarta by way of stars and currents past the eyes of Siddartha recounting every encounter every face of every last love every fist and a few of the lost river gods, offerings to impermanence made in Stuck River mud grass-haired and stone toothed and eyed. Seen, eyes closed, in the rush of violet and heart-chakra green or some hallucinatory variant on a theme of letters dropped out of the womb of the great mother LETTERS which rise to form hawks of blood, dogfish and half-dog/half man creatures high on the drugs of glands, letters falling from the belt of Orion or from the hunter’s shoulder another runaway star afraid of stopping.


                      Here another mirror bobs, another cycle complete, how the Hummingbirds reject the flock and yet form a sangha or rebellion in the hills, how they’re (we) all connected by tongues Kihlguulins displayed how the woman fucked the bear prince and bore cubs how Nanasimget, his wife, and the Killer Whale kidnapper how Sea Wolf eats three whales a day and Dogfish Woman and her mythic pups and Eagle Prince all connected by tongues by blood by the force that would run off a star, by first fields and voice, by interstellar imprimatur and longing and for the amusement of the Empress.
                     Mirrors bob in the river

      so many jewels in her net

                      and yet all that unexplored

        skin.
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Kihlguulins - The one with the beautiful voice

