Quindecagon


for Carla Harryman











What does not change is the will:


Jimmy Dodd with his little friends,


their ears vast, round, black,


flickering on the small blue screen


as we sing. A round


reflects its structure, harmony


imposed from above. The pose


of Atlas frozen in stone


conceals his thoughts. Table


proposed as occasion for chairs


holds last night's supper. Boy


groans as he wakes, weighted


with consciousness. Sun


foretells Spring, maple's branch


about to bud. Head's fog





�Governed by sinus tides. Friends


must sing before you blow black


candle out. Blitz to thwart screen


pass. "Mouths of the world go round


with the sound" -- against forced harmony


the tragedy of war can be posed


as though names etched in stone


mean an end to the fable. Big Table�fought Chi Rev suppression. Chairs


don't seek endowment. Old boy


network now on cable. Waited 


for the rain to stop, the sun


to break through, tears on a branch


allude to Metro. Listen -- fog-


horn's warning in the dark will





�Edge a path through the black


harbor. Like old slateboard, this screen


is green: mouse clicks on round


circle feature. Harm an "e"


until it becomes long "i" posed


as squeal. Name on stone


more permanent than notebook on table


in coffee house. I arrange chairs


to form circle. Your boy


elongates into manhood, weighted


only by time. Pen skips reason


but continues jotting, lines branch


across page. New med to fog


thinking (I hope) will


open heart to friends





�Who seek only to screen


dissonance out. Found object, round


curl of ink forms letter. Harmony


strikes a chord, clustered, posed


as word in language as different as stone


is to water, laughter, caterpillar, table


or night. Stack of lumber possible chairs


if you just stare hard enough. Boy


toys flounce past in beer ad, weighted


less even by conscience than sun


lotion. Predicates, awkward to the tongue, branch


away from verbs into fog


of thought. Will


that dispenses life's trappings to friends


who arrive at cemetery in black, 





�Surround


pine coffin, voices in harmony


to articulate grief posed


as closure. Rolling Stone


by Madonna's Sex on coffee table


offsets Saarinen chairs,


elegance mixed with boy.


Even the century waited 


for release. Sun


burns hole in sky, branch


-es wither, sap gone to fog


steams high in the pure light of will,


palm held close over candle, friends


to see you home. Man in black


casts silhouette against screen.





�Shadowed by stagelight, harmony


deep in organ's chest paused


at end of note. Damp stone


worn smooth in sand sets table


of elements now used as chairs


to form Senate, a boy


thing. Morning, having waited


out the dark, finds a dull sun


dissolving fog off this last branch


of the Mississippi. So fog


's a theme. Thyme's season will


in time will out. Find friends'


names in the morning paper, black


boldface. Little ferry framed on screen


of highrise window swings round





�To dock. Ship horns paused


in mist well up the stone


colored river. This table


mocks the sun king, chairs


too ornate for comfort. "Boy,"


says traveler to skycap weighted


by luggage, squinting into airport sun


as cab opens to drive him to branch


office. Deep in chest, fog


bank rolls. Against dawn's will


the true dark lingers, beyond friends'


ability to reframe the black


in brilliant pixels, screen


or scream, which one? Round


up the usual false harmony





�Choir, smiles fixed upon stone


gods. Soil's but a text a water table


inscribes. Mysterious circle of chairs


in abandoned house, lone boy


raised by wolves. Articles weighted


that syntax. Oblong sun


offers wavering light. Bend branch


to reverse river. Breath fogs


the window, which a hand later will


wipe off after fingering message to friends


barely visible in the black


night air behind the fine mesh screen


that thwarts summer. Around


here, any slick, sweet harmony


comes off as a pose





�Of cousins at restaurant table,


all forced to smile, chairs


pushed tight about the birthday boy


as each in-law waited


for Nikon's artificial sun


to go off. Bench


any batter who can't hit that fog


of a knuckler and you will


forfeit the game. Friends


gather, dressed in black,


to form a screen


around


the pitcher, restoring harmony


even if it's only a pose,


the ball that hit you hard as stone





�And more perfect, fans hurling chairs


down onto the field, man and boy


alike. The mob waited


until it got its pitch, big as the sun.


Neck strains in the bench


press. Before fig and fog


but more vague will


come the clue only friends


are permitted as, say, black


also filters, a kind of screen


until the true text goes underground


seeking light. In Harmony,


Texas, should it exist, pause


to contemplate the force this stone


just by being exerts upon table





�Until you wonder how any boy


could ever lift what is so weighted


and, turning, hold it to the sun.


Small padded table is the bench


to my press. In search of London fog,


intrepid reporter Kermit will


instead discover such friends


as dog, frog, a curious black


log, dancers who clog. Rhyme screens


the association. The round


hot source of harmony


and light is supposed


to rise but can't, hidden by stone


colored sky. Table


of the seasons. Char-





�Ity is something we've waited


for much longer than this sun


that seems to have taken another branch


of the sky, intimidated by fog,


but eventually will


surface, regurgitated by night. Friends


gather in a mood made black


by absence, as if behind some screen,


that if only we could see around


there you'd be, gulping hominy


and grits, sheepish to have imposed


all this emotion. Stone


for text is called a tablet.


This is something we learned to share


reluctantly, as boys





�Blinded by the sun


and the thick, foetid stench


of a pond murky as fog


that seeping toward the sewer will


be sucked to sea. Befriend


all difference. A nation of black


aspiration cast upon the screen


is right around


the corner. What new harmony


can be responsibly opposed


out of budgets bare as stone


with wrong number at table's


bottom? My distinguished chair.


My anguished boy,


this science fair's weighted





�Against you, governed by bench-


mark of progress. Flog


a dead horse. The will


from the could. Some friends


we'll not see again. Black


is the color of my true love's screen


against that which surrounds,


then closes in. A new harmony


of humble elements proposed


to wring song from stone


above this great drum of table


and the scraping of chairs


pushed by a boy


with difficulty, weighted


as it is by the sun





�Dispersing all fog.


That's one end-rhyme will


not return again. Make friends


with words, their fragile black


limbs barely dry upon this screen


cast in the mind. My round


great O wobbles in harmony.


Get it? This pose


tho twisted should seem fixed in stone


and as sturdy as a table.


Convention is four chairs.


Thus I found a perfect boy


twinned, for which I'd waited


in search of son,


to whom I extend this branch.
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