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With Permission, Orange Persimmons 

 

A black bowl of blanched almonds. A pair 

of soft blue china cups. Iron Goddess of Mercy 

oolong, Ceylon orange sapphire, midnight 

Assam. One snap of your fingers could ensign 

an avalanche of diamonds. Yes, a lifetime 

of admirals and cormorants amass dust. 

Let’s feast our ears on a hank of pinched bells, 

reminiscent of our laughter. Fresh mornings 

are terribly perishable. Twilight snail-forks skewer 

a canarium; after soaking it in hot water, we taste 



 

 

olives. Overstuffed pumpkin armchairs demand 

reliance. Past noon, persimmons split on the sidewalk. 

  Darjeeling, there must be some place we can talk. 

 

 

Tapestry Poem with Lines by Iván Argüelles 

 

In memoriam Iván Argüelles (1939–2024) 

 

A leaf is spectacular for what it cannot say 

weaves, twists over and again 

 

grows thick stems that rival illuminated 

calligraphy       A great acanthus forest 

 

with fronds wider than implausible elephant harangues 

loop tight into convincing maidenhair panegyric 

 

The foreground vines of silky twilight 

         in the background lurks William Morris Crewel black 

Pliny the owl floats over 

the uppermost perch, where a scarlet-shouldered whydah is. 

 

A joyful bridled titmouse curious as ever 

          joins the party disbelieving any chance 

          of traps.     Below a pair of cut-throat pheasant 

scratch their crowns, 

          rise and sink, scratch their feathered necks 

          flecked as if by blood and they cackle 

               at the same old joke. 

          Dead center, there she is 

          quiet, in the sack drab-brown 

          Lucinda Nightingale 

combats the tedium of insomnia. 

 

Yet, Ivan’s song alone 

is the grief of a great Un-breaking music 

          —you’d swear it was only meant for you. 

 

He sings beyond needles, beyond blade 



 

 

for this, he nearly dies laughing 

          for another day, another day, for want of another 

 

_____ 
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