2/7/02

awakening, she turn touched me w/ 

ghost fingers of smoke & vanilla-

somewhere ringing, battle-hymns bleat

by brass bells & the screen door

slammed shut.

outside everything is made clean by the cold,

& i breathe...

...in the white-

day peels free like skin vultured & bleached-

crumbling the bones of this island morning.

awakened, by crows that shift in connect-the-dot

formations- the spruce spattered snow, the cat paws &

‘piller tracks that rip the sidewalk-

ice whorls & yellow slush stones sing.

the auto drip begins & i’ve lost her,

damn, i’ve lost her...




...in a moment-

silent dust hangs itself in sacrifice, reverently

pauses- a nod to memory, it winks, & marches on.

