Epicycle of the Ptolemaic Self

I stand the unrequited Ptolemy of the self;

suffer me to renounce no thing,

even to those grown watered in tears.

For if potential is the price of experience,

and if I am left poor,

my blanket thin and rucksack empty,

yet I plucked a handful of new grass

and smelled the warm earth

of a spring day borne on a prairie wind.

Though the boundless prairie surrounds me,

it's I have called it into consciousness,

and if I have lost all, ere I myself am lost,

still I am become what was, and what will be.

Let then the larks sing in the rustling waves of grass,

and the clouds tower across the endless sky:

if they are indifferent to me, I love them not the less

for I would not possess them if I could.

So when sunset chills the prairie breezes

and the moon and the stars wheel about me,

I'll pull my blanket about my shoulders,

while the thick frost settles upon the prairie

there under the vast night sky--

where abjured of earthly desire,

I might come, at last, to renouncing all.

—Steve Halasz
The Sculptor

In a weedy adobe courtyard

under chromium Chimayo skies,

an ancient acacia lifts its branches,

in whose leafy, anodyne shade lie

rusting oddments of iron, waiting:

She, in canvas coveralls,

in goggles and gloves, moves

vessels of oxygen and acetylene,

links hoses, regulators and gauges;

clamps the bitter iron--

And strikes a spark to the torch

whose determined fire consumes

for its fuel the spirit of she

who would wield it:

For if she is the sacrificial anode,

if she would on the point of a flame

raze her self in proving the fluid iron,

bent to her will in a shower of white sparks—

How can we,

as ordinary acolytes of that transcendent fire,

ever aspire to be worthy of it?

—Steve Halasz

A Celtic Daughter

She’s the daughter of a hundred generations

of clans, warlike and feral; captive now

of office buildings and automobiles

her heart beats to the rhythm

of a treeless land of deep skies

and green seas smashing upon windy cliffs.

Her blood's brine flowed in the limbs

of restless men long gone-- seafarers

huddled hearthside in low stone houses,

seeing distant lands in dying embers

while the night winds thundered--

And where at high noon

hawks yet tilt over granite cliffs

on the cold sea breeze.

More than a thousand years after they

put Etrurea to the torch

or sailed west in oxhide boats,

coasting wild headlands on winter gales,

she’ll regard you lightly with steady eyes

comfortable in the knowledge

of the obscure imperatives of her blood.

—Steve Halasz
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