                                                                                    Sky Fell

Fog was the first clue,

The sense of scattered jet streams,

White shred & the next

Fed to the black night.

I thought:

That’s what we are, dense

Vapor spirals so easily cut loose…

You could trace the tree line

In my body & in yours’, coursed

A road

The shade of charcoal,

Aquarium-green, water running over…

Then the sky fell & we assumed light,

Having to assume something

For so suddenly everything

Changed

                                                                                    Fog II

Rolls on, an all over lint:  rising.

Compared to exactness,

That terrible pall, this dullness

Blesses, makes gazes really look.

What every eye says is:

So we’re a bit of a mess,

Think of the potential!

How I love these funnels fanning,

This town of gowns flung about

Branches, with a half ocean coming

Spirituous.

Once at a dance club I passed out &

Coming ‘round was something similar:

Vast space, whiteness, grey wisps swirling

For green blinking, magenta jet trails,

Neon yellow…

At the bottom was height, depths of it,

The pulsating planet reborn or

Perhaps coming to an end,

Yet only the way orchids close.

Some thought it a bad trip, though time,

Time I experienced & one voice whispered:

Not to show, so hard, you’ve been trying

Though here it is, the world

Maybe   yes   no   not sure   but

The whispering face went back into the mist

                                                                             Scratch the Surface

Being Nobody’s though,

After weeks, showing up,

Glowing ghost from middle night,

Shadows, the essential zone

So lines won’t be seen, the skin,

A wind, losing narrow streets,

An achievement here, 

Earth-angry yet tender

With deep china-need

Should love admit the spirit

Who once & still

Could not stay

