
      An Epiphany Evaded


      

      
      
         Along the foggy path I made my way

With no set course laid out within my mind

But fleeing dreary days I left behind,

And dreary lands in which I dared not stay.



At night, I stopped; beside the road I lay,

With morning's light awakening to find

Myself back home, or somewhere like in kind.

I heard the hounds of death begin to bay.



Those dreary days, it then did seem to me,

Were buried splinter-like inside my chest.

No matter where I stopped to take my rest,

They'd blight the earth; they'd poison sky and sea.

I shook my head to banish all despair:

I'll find another land - one far more fair!
      

      
   
      Earth and Heaven


      

      
      
         The points and parsings I take out to drag—

Onto the trail, to slope and nature new—

A cloud descends upon the roving crag.



As black and round as fleas upon a shag

Or roadway gravel rolling in a shoe

The points and parsings I take out to drag—



The weighing of a thought may shoulders flag—

The Tarot Juggler’s trick, and Fool’s ado—

A cloud descends upon the roving crag. 



In white-walled cell, and mud beneath to brag

I risk the sink and keep conviction true

To points and parsings I take out to drag.



Laces found in leafless branches gag

The freedom of the air, in grayish hue—

A cloud descends upon the roving crag.



But as the sky revives and laurels wag

And reap the ground, I’ll grit and shiver through

The points and parsings I take out to drag—

When cloud descends upon the roving crag. 
      

      
   
      Misty's Meadow


      

      
      
         Cantankerous, chilly, in dampness, she drifts,

Accustomed to clinging till driven away

By sunlight and breezes. At noontime, she lifts

A curse then disperses but swears to return.



Thermometers dropping, she gathers the stray

Suggestions of moisture that seek to adjourn.

With whispers, she urges them, "Dance with me! Play!

Exult in the shadows, the coming of night!"



The flowers in weariness shutter and spurn

Her clammy advances. She cackles delight,

Ignores them, and spackles a spidery fern

With filigree droplets, the dewiest gifts.



Excited by moonlight, she's glowing despite

Rheumatic distresses. She shivers and shifts,

Reclaims her domains though her stretches invite

An aching that haunts her with thoughts of the day.
      

      
   
      Potions 202


      

      
      
         First we begin to put it in,

The broth composed of ire and sin

Will fill our hot and coppered pot.

(From iron gravefence it was wrought).



We pull dead bees from old plum trees,

And pluck their stingers with a tweeze,

Then they will stew within our brew

Until it forms a grand green goo!



This caterpillar fits the bill, or

Will right after we distill her.

Birchy bark will take the spark

That sets it burning after dark.



Then with the heat of burning peat

The whole is cooked 'til it's complete!

The smoke is dreadful, foul and fretful,

Don't breathe it or you'll get a headfull!



We fan the air in dark despair,

Don face masks from our underwear

Yet quite in vain was all our pain,

We've got to do it all again!
      

      
   