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Part 1

FALL DOWN

This is the account of the heavens and the earth.
Genesis 2:4
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The Waves of the Donau River

In the beginning was thdais

Filling my host mother'sasche

At the mill beside the Tauber River

And thefrisch Milchfrom Bauer Nurr

Whose American wife was German enough
to grow coarse black curls on her calves and ankles,
andei andsahneandschokoladeandzuecker
And my host mother’s hands mixing two batches
First the white tort, then the chocolate
thendas Messecutting both into waves

And my host mother’s fingers hidingrschen

in the waves and hiding the pan of waves

in her oven and behold cream fell

upon theDonauwellerand covered her waves.
And das Messespread waxgchocoladever all
und die Hausfraulid speak and allow

us to eat of any food in her kitchen,

but of theDonauwellenwe were not to eat

“Or you will surely die.”

But | whispered in my host brother’s ear,
“We will not surely die,”

And so we took

And ate.

And it was good.

"... speak and allow us to eat of any food..."
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Garden of Stone and Flesh

Frankie and Fran divorced and left a villa

in a culdesac. Fran’s weekend work bought the wrought
iron fence, each bar topped by a bulbous spike.
Frankie’s commission checks purchased a garden

of gray concrete statues, a Parthenon mass-

produced for discount home improvement stores.

Lions flanking the driveway sphyxed Aunt Jane
walking by, her dog pulling at the leash to escape

the strangle of concrete riddles. Benches

like empty thrones sat in the yard waiting

for some gardening god to rest, the cold stone

a shock to any divine backside. Concrete

deer and elephants, frogs and gnomes, and a mermaid
and children with stone stares missing pupils,

lacking focus. Static gods, immutable, hard.

Not like Fran’s children who changed despite her love.

Not like Frankie whose heart wandered where his eyes looked.

Not like Fran whose eyes turned to stone, pupils empty,
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cold and alone in a garden of mass-produced idols
where no children played, where no couple loved

to imagine new figures filling each patch

of empty grass so the house sold in settlement.

The new owners’ children play “father time”

with hammers, knocking off noses and arms and heads
until dad wraps a rusty chain around each

statue’s neck and drags them one by one

behind his riding mower out to the curb

next to the trash cans and recycle bins and mail.

A week later his kids watched bulk pick up

park and scoop the pile with hydrolic jaws

“Like Mike Mulligan’s steam shovel,” said their dad.

“Or Aslan,” said his oldest. “An evil Aslan,” thought dad,
“who holds his breath and eats Narnia's dead.”

The youngest son’s wide brown eyes watched each gray
body fall in the truck with a crash of dust.

And dad wondered what life could hide in stone.

"... life could hide in stone..."
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Second Day

Beginnings light the world with a God of words,

“Let there be light,” he said, “and it was good.”

Is it good still? this red through the narrow church
windows that bring flame to the pew’s stained wood
in small town, old time church where singers belt

“I'll Fly Away” and wait for sinners to rise.

They'll part the crowd to kneel where others have knelt
to receive “in remembrance of me,” Jesus their prize.
Behind the pulpit, water waits for them

beneath a painted sky, pooling low

before a curving painted stream, the gem

of some still desert valley long unknown.

The first day’s light releases them from graves
through second day’s living water that saves.

"...water waits for them beneath a painted sky..."
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Elegy for Space Shuttle Columbia

Less than one pound found
deficient enough to break,
to fall, to strike a wing
beneath

Less than ten days free
from gravity to fly

through void to be our eyes
above

Less than perfection
strikes us dumb today
and tomorrow until we die
to sin.

"...fly through void to be our eyes..."
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Caught

Sword ferns flank our

walk at attention,

sabers raised to shoulders

so still spiders

hang stars between them.

Some catch their prey,

their sparkle lost between corpses.
Others too new to be graves

catch me.

Light just so on the ferns

and the Douglass invite

my shutter but the web
disappears in a camera flash.
Already the memory

of this place fights to fly

and wraps itself in filmy thread.
Come dark

the spiders will feast.

"...the memory of this place fights to fly..."
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Campfire Stories

After dinner at a steakhouse

We drive back to the grounds

Wondering will the camp code prove true.
It does. Our tent is unmolested

Though lonely amidst the perky groups.
In site 11 near the bathrooms,

middle school boys whisper Bloody Mary.
"She'll come out of the mirror.

You'll see her behind you," they say
"With hands dripping red—"

In the bathroom a father makes a game
Cleaning his sons' ears. "Hold this

while | clean your brother's

And we'll see whose are dirtier."
"Deeper, Dad, | wanna win," says the boy.
His face twists in the bathroom mirror
While dad mines wax with a Q tip.

At our campfire we laugh

when | read King's Boogeyman aloud,
wondering if the site 11 boys can hear
my voice sneaking up behind them

my words dripping red—

'...boys can hear my voice sneaking up..."

http://goodwordediting.com Passion Play and Other Poems —9—
by Marcus Goodyear




Sunday Morning at Donut Palace

The old men believe in nothing

but humanity and an empire

of experience. They love the teens
selling donuts in summer, and coffee,
frying pastries earlier than English

ever was, finding cheap freedom

in time at the register

turning to cash. Honest to God,

they learn the truth of green linen

from patriarchs long dead, framed and stained
by sweaty hands from hundreds who
handed them out, passed them over,
sounded the old bell, Ka-Ching! Enjoy
your coffee, sir. Have a nice day.

What's not to love? Kids work hard

and make bread too sweet to be holy
sacraments or exodus memaories.

God floods the world, and he doesn't

like sprinkles or chocolate or maple,
even plain glaze is too glazed to be plain.
On the floor you can eat bland manna,
back where the manager forgot to sweep,
miracle crumbs and dust by our feet.

The old men laugh and don’t believe it,

not for one second. Life is good, " old men believe

but life ends and nothing waits . . . "

in the dirt but more earth, In nothing but humanity...
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Hurts

Most middle class monsters retire

to a country estate or a ranch in the hills
if they aren’t slain by god-

like heroesmano e manand exaggerated

onto the pages of high school English books.

Grendel, Jr., knows the truth.

“Dad was a hard case,” he says.

“But | still wasn't ready to lose him.”

20th century shrinks tired his story out

on their couches. Now Junior shares it
just to fill silent spaces at parties.

“Gram and | would read Genesis—

| liked the gold leaf letters,

the haloed icons in the margins.

Gram liked the moral: 'cursed to walk

the earth.’ She’d wink at me. Here's hope:
‘The earth will pass away—It's gonna

die. Heaven, too. Us, too.' Who knew
prophecy could find its way into our dark
lake cave?” Grendel came on the heel of her
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words, blood soaking his stump of an arm
and the crude tourniquet at his shoulder.
When curses lift, it hurts.

Kids hope for love, but Dads die

in anger and fear. “Get them back,”

Grendel coughed. “Make them pay.”

Not free, just gone. And Gram thought

she’d help hope, bring death home, fix it tea,
offer her life, too. So the hero came.

“Dad was cold on the couch where | sat

and watched him grab grandaddy's sword.
Gram fought so slow, stretched her neck and bowed
her head before the man they call a hero.
Come on, kid, he said, then held Gram’s head
in one hand and my wrist in the other—

that sword hung from his belt for years,

for years, until | twisted his ring on my finger
while the dragon ate him. | did not lift

my grandaddy’s sword. It still hurts. ”

"... bring death home, fix it tea..."
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A Boy Becomes Like God

My dog ran out to chase

a motorcycle speeding through

the neighborhood. Never expected
to catch it with her puppy head
and a short yelp that left her
breathing slow and looking scared.
We wrapped her in black

lawn and leaf bags on the back porch
but | didn’t cry until | carried her
load to the curb for the dead
animal pickup

and felt her inside the three ply
plastic, furry and cold and stiff.

| had touched death before

on my waxy grandma

but death took a puppy

to touch me.

"... | carried her load..."

Passion Play and Other Poems

by Marcus Goodyear



Galveston

Gulf wind, bend this day down,

Wind the die caster up

And kiss clocks back to morning numbers
When waves sang happy Jesus,

When dried jellies bubbled blues
“Nobody knows the trouble | sting

Glory Hallelujah,”

When the miracle gulf lobster told its dead
Red lie on the edge of high tide:

“We’'re all washed up wished down
wall-fished out to dry.”

The locals distrust the lie

learned from the lobster's mouth.
Lobsters cook red, locals said.
Someone must have lobbed shell
fish on the beach, tossed the takeout
18 feet down to sea level where the air is
thick with myth, and octopus gods
snag fishing lines until

their bulbous heads deflate

like the faith of a tourist,

deaf to wind sung wisdom

"...heads deflate like the faith of a tourist..."
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Hill Country Achilles

Your pulse beats blood against this pillow
each night, the sound in your ears

like footfalls through fresh snow tracking
back to a time in Texas when it fell

just frozen enough for you to step out
and catalogue the memory of weather.
Cold can be beautiful when it falls evenly,
but most winters uneven chills cool porches
not doors, freeze begonias not grass.
Mornings frost fences and shingles,

while warm afternoons catch you all
flushing until you unzip thick coats

and wonder if memory serves up lies

like pie. Meringue could cover your town
beneath peaks that brown in the oven.

If you slice out wedges for guests,

they'll ask for the recipe. Just smile.

Take their plate, all crumbs and sugar

http://goodwordediting.com

splotches too shallow for forks.

The truth is you won’t remember how

you made that fluffy white. It couldn’t be
snow. Perhaps the puffed petals of winter
flowers, roses grown to tall green stems

in glass houses? Some blood is white,
you’ve heard. The kind that fights

where you hurt and swell, like the time
your ankle twisted on an old cedar branch.
You spent a day on your back. Your foot
on a pillow higher than the heart

that mattered, that pumped so much blood
your foot filled the shoe like sausage,

and you untied laces cursing. But

the cool cotton case met your heel,

turned memory to hope for summer

nights when cicadas pray, “Sleep tight.”

Passion Play and Other Poems
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Outside Abilene

The land less flat than |
guessed, it's still hairy gray

with curly pubic oak

at the 33 miles to go sign

where that church boy fell asleep
and killed a family of four

on their way camping.

Still alive, the land has its labors
pushing until the grain crowns
golden ripe for the combine,
elevated or spewed onto trains
running parallel to barbed wire
stretching between corrugated iron
posts that keep us company.

A sign in the dry lake:

Please Jesus send rain

But Jesus hitched a ride

in the back of our truck

where the wind blows his dark hair
so wild no one sees him smile
except the dry prickly pear.

"...Jesus hitched a ride in the back of our truck..."
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Part 2

WAKE UP

This is the first resurrection.
Revelation 20:5
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Listen, My Child

Listen, my child, you will not always sleep.
In time your ears and mind will know the way
God'’s gentle whisper carries deep unto deep.

The young mother swelling with unborn seed
hugs her waist and begins to whisper pray,
“Listen, my child, you will not always sleep.”

Feet kick, arms stretch inside, but you must keep
commands outside where moth and rust dismay
and God’s gentle whisper leads deep unto deep.

In this world of greed, of pride, of rage, we need
spirit and truth when we lay down the day.
Listen, listen, we will not always sleep.

Sweet mothers, know that children also bleed;
remember, they will sometimes fall away,
but God will whisper still, deep unto deep.

At death we’ll wake and open eyes to meet
our loves in life; our God will stand to say,
“Listen, my child, you will no longer sleep.
My gentle whisper carries deep unto deep.”

"...we need spirit and truth..."
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Asthmatic Aladdin

My son flushed a binder clip down the potty.

| don’t know when or why. One day

he ransacked the desk drawer and toddled

into the bathroom carrying the clip

like an anchor. Flushing, a new skill, a joy,

pull the lever. Listen to water giggle and slide
down that hole. When | was young | imagined

an evil genie lived in the toilet. Each flush,

the noise and rush of everything, might rouse him
from that kink in the porcelain—the one | followed
with my hand at night when asthma came.

My parents ran a hot hot shower then sealed the room.

I'd lay alone, on the bath mat rubbing the cold

kink and porcelain bowl with my hand

while the mirror turned white with steam, my breath
caught, my pipes clogged. My son’s turned

two. I'm told asthma’s not likely anymore.
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The auger | bought won't hook the thing he flushed.
We've no shortage of binder clips and don’t miss
the one now trapping paper and sludge so my wife
must traipse across the house each night.

| also try sulfuric acid. No kidding.

The label warns do not inhale, and application
requires inverted bowls to catch the fumes.

It takes a plumber finally. But he is kind

and quick. The binder clip makes him laugh,

still shiny after acid and water. You’'d never know

it slowed our flushes so long. “Did you do this,
sweet boy?” the rugged man asked my son, tussling
his hair with a clean scratchy hand. The toddler smiled,
looked away, then giggled and slipped into his hole
of a room, waiting for our hope to summon him forth
conjured again in puffs of joy and destruction

that always fulfill our wishes.

" .. rouse him from that kink..."
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Attraction

A gecko walks up walls a sort of Christ
Sideways, crawling, a crooked miracle worm;
Its feet become twenty toes, and toes then turn

To smaller divisions, and hair upon hair divides:

Two million setae become a billion spatulae,
Spreading Van der Waals forces in blooms
Like Broccoli with atomic grip across the room;
Without glue or static, even air, it climbs high.

Given a choice would you be worm or wall?
Reaching out to touch a stable, prose
Partner? Or be yourself my steadfast root?
We resign ourselves belly to belly, foot to foot,
Our points of connection, too many to recall:

Two geckos surprised by memories under our toes.

"...would you be worm or wall..."
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Terrible Swift

His truck dodged Mississippi

towns, stopping instead in fields

near gas pumps nodding like donkeys.
The doctor of cotton and rice talked

to farmers and wives

with red arms and dust speckled necks
who became my picture of Joads
when | readGrapes of Wrath

years later, but for now

| sat on the truck seat high above

every farm, every pump, every boll,

making the rounds with my grandpa.

On Sunday night he led singing, waving
one arm as regular as those donkey pumps,
while the church sang four parts:

Mine eyes have seen the glory.

Glory glory hallelujah, his truth

Like lightning to a terrible swift sword.

...eyes have seen the glory glory glory..."
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Barbies at Communion

During communion meditation young men pass
shiny brass plates with saltless crackers

and shots of grape juice and the speaker
compares communion to German McDonalds:
an oasis of comfort in a foreign land?

"We share this meal.

Amen? We share

this meal. We share.”

While | smile at his cadence,

my daughter undresses

Ariel Barbie, Tinker Bell Barbie,

and 12 inch generic sleeping beauty.

| don't know why Ariel's butt crack

makes me nervous, shining up at me

as | break a corner of cracker, Christ's

flesh passing over naked dolls

breasts without nipples

like an Eve before shame.

...Christ's flesh passing over..."
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Tickled by Metamorphosis during a Game of Rocket Sip

Watching my daughter, | half believe the Greek
hierarchy that honors spirit over flesh. She flies

on my feet, a giggling girl transformed by lift-off,
rocket turbulence shaking her tiny frame.

Holding my hands for balance, she imagines space
and sees it. “Earth to CJ. Earth to CJ.” Her face
turns serious scientist to communicate through static
with ground control. “What do you see?” control asks
because a five-year-old imagination has clarity—
more than any tube or plasma or liquid crystal,

she sees into deep space, spotting the obvious

in a dusty lampshade—*| see the moon!"—

and transforming her brother into “Aaaah!

A space monster!” Her ray gun tongue

generates a lazer warble. Her hands beam flame.
But the space monster refuses to fall.

With one well-placed whack, his bubby pillow

brings our spirits down to earth in a pile

of flesh, giggling and cuddling and sharing

kisses like movie popcorn, no ghosts, no ethereal
technology spirits dancing their myth in a cave,

just flesh of my flesh, and hugs for my hugs,

bound by gravity and honor and hope,

shattering my half-belief, converting me

to a new faith, a new day transformed

by the renewing of our minds and hearts

and cheeks sore from laughing in a 3-personed hug.

| know our bodies do not disappoint us. "o imagination has clarity. L
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As Kingfishers Catch Christ

Hopkins had it out for me today.

He's no after school special, no Gl

Joe "knowing half the battle"

But his silence turns all words verbs,

And | hopkins for the class, Hopkins,

| speak and spell, for this verse | came
flipped off lights and stared, became flame
blinded by projected words blurred

on my shirt when | leaned and drew arrows
of Chiasmus where Kingfishers catch fire.

| whisper teach like movie men

who stand on desks and tear pages from books.
Selve today, | tell them, hoping we learn
what in God’s eye we are.

...Sillence turns all words verbs..."
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Easter

| found Jesus in the shower

behind the church pulpit

in the green room built for brides.

| don’t know why he was there

his Styrofoam self crucified, crooked
against tiles, one arm poking past
the creased anti-mildew curtain.

He must have been part of a catalogue
package deal—between advent candles
and bulk host—Buy the cross,

get the Jesus. The cross

someone painted faux wood

and mounted stage left,

empty “because Jesus rose.”

The Styrofoam Jesus, no one painted.
His grimace a ghostly bleached white
waits in that back room for someone
like me to notice while standing to pee
Jesus Christ! in the shower.

"...Buy the cross, get the Jesus..."
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Resort

When the Baker died,

Police forgot to investigate.

No one ordered an autopsy

Or called the local mortician.

They just left the carcass

At the crossroads where it fell,

bulging brickwalls,

gouged eyes, empty sockets jagg'd with glass.
On coffee break the local doc

Doesn't wonder

If he could have saved her.

Guilt dies without memory

The Baker died without both.

Don't bother picking the bones.

The marrow sold to cheap antique
Stores and left every room hollow.
Shout your name in the stairwell,

The space will keep your voice

Until midnight, brewing in sulfur baths.
You'll hear your own whispers at windows
Not yet broken, at doors stuck in jams:
Remember me. Remember me.

"...guilt dies without memory..."

http://goodwordediting.com Passion Play and Other Poems — 25—
by Marcus Goodyear




First Mover

A one year old can’'t understand moving
trucks, hand trucks, or dollies—

except the kind his sister undresses and dances
down the hallway past mattresses propped up
to make A-frame caves. His uncles load up

his dresser and bookshelf and carry the toy chest
still full, one on each side, jostling the contents
enough to make the toys sing lullabies

to soothe themselves against the dark

future of spending forever in this box.

He sits on his mama’s hip and hears

his muffled stuff as they carry it away

to suffer its sentence of 3 days

in the truck. But on the third day

in the new town, on the drive of the new house
Dad’ll roll the door away, assess the shifting
and call the boxes back out. Batteries

may bring voice to toys again, though

life must cry expectedly weak.

“Oh, do you know the moving van,

the moving van, the moving van,

who moved my life away?”

"...toys sing lullabies to soothe themselves..."
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Passion Play

From a step stool my girl drops tabs in 6 cups,
red, yellow, green, orange, blue, and pink.
She tells the Easter story while we wait

for shells to stain. "This is Jesus,"

C.J. begins. She's got a red M&M doll,

a McDonald's Happy Meal prize. "Here's the cross,"

she says and displays her Popsicle stick
creation from the Baptist egg hunt.

The M&M doll has a clip—so trendy kids

can hang him from their backpack zipper,

| guess. No marketing exec for junk or fast food
foresaw the candy man of sorrows crucified

on my kitchen table, cups of vinegar hissing
disdain around him. In her gospel

Big Bird stands in for both Marys and visits

the crook of my arm. “Here, Daddy, be the tomb.”
Elmo rises a creepy soft angel squeezed, tickled
and giggling against my white washed shoulder
"He is not here! He is risen!"

But our Jesus has not. The storyteller forgot

the hanging candy doll—or worse, | fear—
prefers to see him hang there

an acceptable suggestion of sacrifice

reminding us both to dip our hands

in the bunny bowl for Easter M&Ms,

lilies stamped where Ms should be.

Colored shells bleed on our palms

and the candy Christ speaks,

“This is my body. Take and eat.”

"...the candy man of sorrows crucified on my kitchealile..."
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Paradise High

God slouches at the front of the universe He wears an Angels ball cap

leaning against his desk, taking roll to keep God hairs out of the food.

with a red pen in his spiral book of life. He runs the register, too,

He teaches every subject himself, though he never makes us pay.

every grade, every student. He leads “I'll get this one,” he says—

every parent conference appearing and every time we wonder why

as principal, department head, counselor, there’s a register at all? Why receipts?
and teacher. At night he walks the halls When the bells ring, students rush to class
alone with a broom and a trash can. past God the hall monitor into the room
He’s not too grand to pick up of Mr. God, the teacher. He greets us
the wad of gum some kid mashed by name wherever we are.

onto a door frame. He’s not above But only in his room do we find

using divine elbow grease to scrub a seat while he watches. God'’s voice
away bathroom graffiti. Sometimes crackles and pops over the PA

he finds drawings of himself during announcements while God
cross-eyed with a caption, lines up the hooligans in the hall
“What a dork!” the picture of a fool. to assign tardy detentions.

But every morning he’s back | hold my breath when God walks

in the cafeteria, handing out the aisles in his classroom collecting
his own body for breakfast our English themes like prayers.

with a pint of 2% milk— Dear God, | pray | pass.

or chocolate if you like.

"...he greets us by name wherever we are..."
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Afterword
There aren't many quality poets sharing their work online in complete.ldaky poets hold onto their poems tightly, afraid they'll waste their
words with online audiences. When posting a poem feels like throwing pearls lvaferelsemind myself of Keats. He didn't underestimate the
power of beauty and truth—though he also never knew success in his lifetime.

I'm no Keats. | don't claim to be anything but a hack poet. And | certainly don'timeves peddle a few thousand copies of a poetry collection
around the American MFA circuit. That's why I've put together tttie kollection.

In our capitalist society, truly free gifts are rare. But this is one.

You don't need to subscribe to my blog. You can't send me money on paypal. Life is toor gfomir® that don't touch you. Including mine. If
you don't like this book, click delete.

But if youdo like this book—even one poem—send it to a friend. If you have to give somebody money, atmateaity Renewal Foundation
atwww.hebuttfdn.orgOr the American Academy of Poetsaatw.poets.orgThat's it.
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