Poems

Monica S. Macansantos
Packing
I cannot elude time:
Standing away

From this scene,

I am beholden to the distance

It creates for me.

A book, unopened,

Lies silently on the table,

Its pages unable to possess

The rawness of being turned.

A candle, unlit,

Retains its shape,

A palm that receives
The unheated air.

Then there are the words

Scribbled on sheets of paper,
Crossed out, barred

From rising from the page

And from the bruising silence.

Time is hard to penetrate
When it clings to the surfaces of what we own,

Never passing, but holding still

The objects it entombs.

Perhaps it is time

To bridge the distance that waits.

I open my suitcase,

Reclaiming what was mine.

For I’d rather own this loss

Than suffer from its clutter,

A scattered, guerilla-like assault

On the senses.

I press my possessions close

To hold them all in. Pressure eases things

When it does not bruise.

I myself must be whole when I leave:

Compact enough to move with one lift,

To own in one grasp.  

Rain

(four haikus)

1.

Sky, grey and quiet—

Behind translucent curtains,

A tinkling piano.

2.

Swept, silent staircase—

Like a sudden diamond,

A falling droplet.

3.

A clear, downward roar—

Waiting on the windowsill,

A bowl of lilies.

4.

A thinning drizzle—

Shattered glass on the pavement

Shimmers with moisture.

Silence is Clean

(published in the July 23, 2006 issue of the Sunday Inquirer Magazine)
Silence sloughs echoes off the walls

And leaves them bare.

It sweeps away footsteps

From floors, leaves surface raw

To the touch of space.

An airy knife, it cleans out our flesh,

Leaving skin, stretched taut,

A delicate suspension.

The insides strain

In their hollowness, grind together

Their walls,

Rasping for music.

But pain, when tuned perfectly,

Is a feat of balance,

A delicate rawness

At the tip of the knife-edge.

Here it rises,

The final resonance.
Waking
The act of waking is never pure. 

Once light unveils

The pureness called space,

Everything rises to it, 

Invades it with color.

Even your own body rises,

Urged forth by the sudden openness

That you are drawn to fill,

With movement.

Movement that confronts

The wind with warm skin,

The silent ground

With the beating of feet,

The sun’s colorless rays

With a freshly painted face.

There has always been the instinct

To conjure presence out of absence.

These were gods we worshipped once,

Now virgin openings 

Offering nothing in return

Except the desire 

For a meeting,

A final bearing fruit.

Life issues forth

From every violation.

Come, let us bear ourselves

Into the light.

Snow at the Bus Stop

It was held out to us

By a landscape

Bared to the winter cold.

The trees were quiet skeletons,

Opening their brittle arms

To the empty, gray sky.

They were all covered in snow

That muffled everything

With a soft, white sparseness.

To our seeking eyes,

The snow offered softness.

While waiting for the school bus,

We played with the snow—

Scooping it up, squeezing it

In our gloves.

But it melted, shrinking 

From our grasp, 

Escaping the heaviness

Of our clumsy hands.

School would be a harder world

Of concrete walls and painted desks.

Now we had to grab 

Whatever softness we could hold,

With hands learning 

The deftness of the land

That could hold so much snow.

It seemed as if all we could do

Was to hold our palms open

To the falling snowflakes,

The way the land held them

In its bare hand.

The only way to gather it all

Was to empty our touch. 
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