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Let the words we frame and chisel contain

the same language of those before and those

to come. If this moment is a place, let rain drift
to an elsewhere. Let our arrivals rise up

like the Estivant Pines. Let atoms

be atoms. Let song be song. If a moment

gone-by does not return, let the breath of a streamline
contain what you need. If sleep serves

a purpose. If memory divides the night,

let grace braid the strands. Let the lake be an eye
we stand upon and let mind be a way

to the body. If you fear death,

live within a pause. Let the mind envision

its exhaustion. Let procession slow down.

Let the mind become pollen. If sleep serves

a purpose, let acceptance be an orchid,

living only because of the climate around it.

If the world within this world holds us to truth,
let truth be a construct we use to know the past.
If water rises and falls, let it be because

of the moon and its pull. If the frame

becomes more useful than what it contains,

let eyelid divide light, let glass be more than glass.
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