
      Little Moments


      

      
      
         Sometimes, I wander towards my death.

Fleeting moments passing before my eyes,

Forgetting the trembling bedside cries,

Determined to draw another breath.

I’ll wonder, how time flies.

Little moments.



I’ll think back, to my childhood:

To chalk on asphalt, shoddy swings,

Oh, to feel flight—to have wings!

If only then I understood

The puppeteer, cutting strings.

Little moments.



The times of pride, of feeling great,

Frozen in history, for a while.

We’d speak about it with a smile

Until it had run its course, when it was late,

Then put away into a file.

Little moments.



They’d bring it up at the funeral, perhaps.

Remembering time in anecdotes,

To vaunt about when all of us could gloat

In small victories, in bits and scraps.

Wishing I’d see the speeches that they wrote.

Little moments.



Still, I can’t help but wonder.

Was it worth it all?

My little world fading on the hospice bed, by the rainfall,

Memories vanquished, torn asunder.

Desperately trying to hold on, to stall,

To remember. Little moments.



Yet thrust upon this earth, I confess:

What little choice do I possess?
      

      
   
      Still
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      Ascension


      

      
      
         DARKNESS IN MY 



eyes as i slowly fade into the nether

                                                 realm

                                                                         softly, quietly



i rend from my flesh coil 

into the blinding love of heaven on



high



twisting and mewling with others in providence

                                                                        love and wonder





do envelop my being as i spread into the

                                                                      quiet of absolution
      

      
   
      Queen of the North
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      i don't know


      

      
      
         the universe is too damn big.

way too damn big.

have you been to a dark sky park at night?

stars stars stars stars stars, each a sun,

all flecks of white dye, dying against emptiness.

how could anything be so vast?



the universe is too damn big.

it’s an ocean,

(lost at sea)

the stars can’t guide you, because they’ve got their own lives.

they’re busy and they’ve got work

and weddings

and graduations

and they’re leaving you behind.



there’s just too much of it;

don’t be selfish!

because there’s not enough of it either.

think about those less fortunate than you, and be

happy

with what you think you have.



the fucking universe is big,

and it doesn’t really particularly

pay very much

attention to

you.



… the nagging feeling



take a drink,

reset,

cover it up.



go to sleep,

reset,

cover it up.



get a routine,

reset,

cover it up.



… the nagging feeling that you don’t matter



cover it up cover it up cover it up,

a layer of perfectly smooth whiteout.

it’s like you couldn’t tell it was ever

there.

beneath.



ennui is a word that

assholes

and french philosophers

and weak people use.

the nagging feeling isn’t there if you don’t think about it.



the universe is too damn

small,

it’s too crowded in here,

let me out, let me out,

LET ME OUT.



the universe is too small

because why else wouldn’t there be a place for me that wasn’t already taken?

whatever size the universe is,

it’s clearly not the fucking right one.

i should have been consulted.

(my opinion matters, damn it.)



people are the words we speak

and think

and ponder

and hear

and i take whiteout and just

cover up

the nasty words.



but i’m starting be afraid that

all these words i’m covering up

actually are beginning to mean something

about me.



how many layers of whiteout does it take to ruin a page?
      

      
   
      Fall to Rise


      

      
      
         Open sky * blue and steel-bright * barely hides the chill of space

Love slows, fires bank, world seeks to turn all life to stone

Water drop dances in the wind * grows skeletal * joins tiny spider webs in the sky 

The furnaces of Earth burn deep, and scarcely warm the fur-lined burrows

Drifting like microghosts * thieving bits of life when they touch * living flesh

Slumber just short of death, tiny caves like graves in frosted ground

Clean icy blankets * cover the chaos * that coming spring promises

Sleeping creatures curl and almost, almost freeze from wintry compromises     
      

      
   
      Ode to Whiteout
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