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The Checkered Present

Now, from within

the light side of my cave,

as I am looking out,

I try to point my finger

at a wall beyond the smolder;

but I'm broke off at the knuckle,

as if beckoning the wall

to seal me in or hear a secret,

as the pallor of the fire

paints its dapple on, unchecked.

—

Sky and sea join in the distance,

each the image of the other,

only cloud admiring cloud

admiring cloud;

as I move between the planes,

no matter how much more I travel

I feel weightless in the warm

adobe paisley, in the pale cornflower flats;

there is always sea beneath,

and above, the dappled sky.

—

Nestled in the lightly toasted hues of early summer

—like a sno-globe took the colors of the desert

and imprinted them on snowflakes

til the air inside the sky was like cicadas 

just come up from underground 

after seventeen long years—

there is a small world and a large one

and the dappled demarcation

is as thin as a thin cloud

in the summer.
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