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Five-Page Book Of Revelations
The Ice Age

sat upon the sea

like a sponge

atop a spill;

as the water had turned black,

so did the icebergs all turn black.

Then the sun

sat on the ice

like an incubator bulb

atop a blackened egg;
as if the Tar Pits of La Brea had been turned upside down,
so the black ice melted down, and exposed all it had trapped.
And the surface

of the earth

looked like sculptures

done of cypress groves

carved from blocks of ice infused with crude-oil
floating down the slow black rivers.

And I,

atop my floe,

surrounded by five floes,

gave each of five a name:

Prophet the Archer, Line and Shadow, Scent of Trouble, 
Solid Soul, and The Storm.
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