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Ramspeck: The Big Picture

THE BIG
PICTURE

DOUG
RAMSPECK

There is a place, I've seen it, where the night
has a full mouth of stars that bivouac above us.

It is the prophetic hour. We walk beneath a raw
skin of sky. Surely this is love like cool water

slurped from your palms. In this dream I have taken
a knife to the underbelly of the rising moon,

have read into its entrails a prophecy.
Everyone thinks the sky is lonely.

The stars are strings of eggs, unborn. A trail
of near existence. The black muck that clings

to the heavens. What lasts except this?
An unrequited longing, raw in the open chest.

A ladder propped after dark against the great tree,
someone having climbed out of sight.
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