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			Oh, I Wrote a Few Lines

			For the lonely and lost and in pain, 
for the hopeless and soon to be slain, 
for the sick and the sad and insane, 
oh, I wrote a few lines. 

			They’re not words that will banish their fear 
or the sorrow for all they held dear, 
perhaps they’re not words they will hear, 
but I wrote a few lines 

			where we’ll be together again 
with the spirits of those we knew then, 
although they’re beyond mortal ken, 
and it’s just a few lines 

			and only a small thing to give, 
and soon we must leave them and live, 
so I’m hoping that you will forgive 
that it’s just a few lines. 

		
	
		
			I

Where Will We Go?

			The universe is true for all of us and dissimilar to each of us.
Marcel Proust*

			

		
	
		
			Wilderness

			People who accuse us of putting in too much violence, 
[should see] what we leave on the cutting-room floor. 
David Attenborough†

			We separate the trash these days 
and use a well-point on the garden, 
planted now for birds and insects 
flitting through the changeful air. 

			We read of ice collapsed in waves 
and turn lights off when not in use; 
we take tote bags when going shopping. 
All the usual things you do. 

			But there are times, observing nature’s 
ways, I’d sooner pave it all 
and end these rounds of life and death 
in something pleasant, like a plaza. 

			Birds would fly, or forms of birds, 
as if their golden feathers felt 
the winds, and marble beasts would pace 
the land below, their eyes of jewels. 

			Lions would roar, like blood still flowed, 
but drinking deer not start in fright, 
and whales would rise from burnished oceans, 
ageless under wheeling skies. 

		
	
		
			Bioluminescence

			Cumulus clouds, 
bright with city lights, 
are spread across the sky beyond the curtains 
parted for a moment by a child’s hand: 
saffron clouds, like living beings 
drifting in their native habitat, 
expanding and diminishing with breath 
or with their will, their presence changing streets 
to ocean floors or unfamiliar plains 
as worries formed in quiet homes disperse, 
and life on earth is understood again 
beneath the peaceful glow of other lives 
subsisting on the currents of the sky 
or, more than that, like blessings of the gods, 
gathering the earth within their care, 
reminding those below that daily life 
is not forgotten 
nor beyond their plans. 

			The clouds drift slowly by, 
covering the sky beyond the curtains, 
luminous with lights of streets and homes 
where life’s observed 
and understanding’s 
altered by their purpose. 

		
	
		
			Wakening

			She’ll dream of happiness again tonight, 
where once she would have dreamt of tangled things: 
their clutching grasp now drugged to feebleness, 
she’s free to drift with one she loves 
or yet another, 
being young again, 
with those she knew and others, 
real as them, 
passing through a vivid world 
whose strangeness only shows in its departure. 

			She lies a moment more, 
half in joy and half in loss, 
before the warmth of touch quite disappears 
and then must wake to ghosts and fearfulness 
and to a body none has ever held. 
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