PURSUING THE DREAM

What do we live for?

We sort of know but

can't put a name to the something which is

slipping away beneath us more -- or maybe

less -- all the time, like a dream which won't

disclose what it's deeply all about but

permeates a ripe summer day with

its pauses and precedents.

Slipping away, you sadly muse

but you can have the courage of persistence

to think diagonally across

habit and seeming facts

until, in the orchard of rewards, at last

you grasp the real dream, and have it

after all.

THE STONE'S IN THE MIDST OF ALL

Little by little

things have been passing over me,

liquid, furry, ephemeral

slowcoach aeons and banks of cloud.

There have been good and bad millennia

according to some principle or other.

Sometimes I shift a bit

but mostly just lie around

while happening happens to others

who then go away.

Soon enough:

it's hard to know what they were there for.

So here I am

and abide

taking things pretty much as they come,

different from the fickle weather,

set in my ways but

gaining a certain polish.

And our speculative humans, lairy

with all their bundles of hubbub,

their brief diversity,

drift clean away.

Remember those worthy Neanderthals?

Gone with the long wind.

EPIPHANY

The words we cannot say we try to say
we just can't say what we would fully say.

Our bodies may have more than we to say,

who stumble finding what there is to say.

Too much was said for years before we said

what, in these worn-out words could not be said
and yet amid the sayings we found out
something that had never before been said.
