WHAT

Happens when sun is

Spilled
Like
Liquid light on
Flat
Clouds
A sort of gorgeous oil
Runs
Shines
Pools in pockets of
Dawn
While
Moon sets in the west
Thin
Pale
As an ancient face
Fades
Day
After day like parchment
Words
Too

Pale to read the

Old

Poem



On your parchment
Face
Fades
And slides down the
Sky
West
And full of endings

East

Where | want to live
Spilled
And
Runneled over surface slick
Qil
Wick

Set me on fire

YOU
Use the wind to swing
Back
Forth
Weaving your shadow

Back



Forth
Into the
Grass
Pendulum
Wings
Polished like
Brass
Catch light as you bank
Back
Forth
You curve with the curves
Back
Forth
Of the long-legged hills
Back
Forth
Combing their
Gold
Waiting for
White
You thresh and you harvest
Back
Forth

This one day of sun



YOU
Are an ocean | find
This
Night
| find you with feet
This
Sand
Shifts beneath soles
This
Sand

Breathes as if sleeping

As
If
Your animal ocean
Wore
Skin

Boundary

Warm



Beach

| can touch
Warm
Thumb
Take the wild
Salt

Pulse
This is your shoreline
I
Walk

In the dark

Walk
The border between you
And
You

Crash and heave and

Feel
A shudder in my feet
My
Hands

Tingle with tide



Starsat dawn
Down

Down

West sky bright
East

Light

Fills with cloud
Pour

It

Hills are cups
Spill

Mist

Falls uphill
Flocks

Fall

Upsky fill

Pine

Topblack snow flakes
Flit

Top

To top turn
White

Half



Moon gone to
Sleep

With

Fat stars for
Wives

White

Bed of day
They

Might

Not sleep at
All

How

Many wives
Can

One

Moon have and
What

of

The other

Half?

LONG
Afternoon shadows
Long

Call



Of the raven god
Black

Call

In the blue cold
Blue

Sheet

Of clean ice above
Blue

Sheet

Of shadow below
White

Sun

Her glitter children
Dance

Laugh

A red farewell
Show

Blind

| watch the slow
Sigh

Slow

Fall of fine

Flakes

Fine

Drift of molecules



Dance

Laugh

In the nothingness
I

See

Our future life
Who

Needs
Retirement plans?
I

I

Need to hold
Your

Hand

What hand?



