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Blink (On Drifts And Rifts)

Blink, 
the diorama

of no-faces

on no stage,

returning petty thieves

to night-lords

on the night shift,

all habituals;
the sight-lines

pinning outlines
on the inference of light

not being there;

each sees a line of lies

take short shapes in the mind —
Blink,

the peeping sun
creams at the window;
with the long duress ashamed,
castless members
scuttle spider-fast

to less so-lit-up corners,

to be characters

all cut off from a story,

amputated,

now just adjectives
without the noun of soul —

Blink,

a pastel city tone,

highlight, shade, and shadow,

all the angular irregular

precipice and jut
of sea-slope architecture;

tribal neighborhoods
pull their elongated

windows, walls, and washing lines

up from the un-captured,

un-rendered sea,

wear their glisten

like a vacillating rouge,

let a gull see,

over something like their shoulders,

just the pink hint

of a dry world

with no turbulence —

Blink,

and there's a prophet,

with a shadow thin and scarlet,

in the Zen space of a world

that smells of color,

who is resolutely solid

even as the world's bisected —

Blink,
there's a storm on

in the sand.
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