                                                                                                There the Very Air

is laundry blue denim

sun bleached to white

with the light of adobe walls.

Here, three floors up,

these beaded curtains,

altogether a spectrum,

precisely reflect that wish.

The sun is a slow plunge

taking their colors

across my kitchen.

It is a Mediterranean to imagine,

the waves of rays

amid the steam of pots.

Later, seen through cross beams,

the tacked up plastic

lily of the valleys 

pressed between glass and screen,

carry those pearl drops

even deeper into the night.

God, how that liquid black

with its distant

steam ship house lights

spreads Summer soft.

