
      Ballade to the Red Knot Sandpiper


      

      
      
         Before the days you mammals stomped about,

When nights reclined in darkness pure and deep,

Our people sang and squinted, peering out

Above the mud if tides were spring or neap,

Obsessed by silver light the moon would seep.

She called our eggs and dreams to amplify,

To reach where horseshoe crabs could never creep:

Behold our children stretched across the sky.



The yearning filled our shells, its whispered shout

Incessant. Generations sought to leap,

To fling themselves and grasp her cold redoubt,

Attaining only death, a drying heap

Of bodies cracked and stinking. Still, we'd keep

Attempting, striving, life a strangled cry.

Reproaches echoed. Sell our future cheap?

Behold our children stretched across the sky!



In time, a bird evolved, a certain stout

And ruddy sort who gave a squeaky peep

To offer partnership: "Your eggs'll sprout

Within our wings to span the globe and reap

Uncounted benefits!" The price is steep—

They eat the eggs—but granting strength to fly

Combines our souls with theirs. We cannot weep:

Behold our children stretched across the sky!



Along the shore, a million eggs asleep

Will waken into crabs and likely die,

Or merge with birds and soar. We watch them sweep,

Behold our children stretched across the sky!
      

      
   
      Hypergolic


      

      
      
         I held such passionate conviction 

And you such devastating presence 

That we too could not meet 

Without igniting something 

Greater stronger, intense beyond understanding, 

And as we swirl together 

The heat of our need 

Impels an opposite but fully equal reaction

That shoulder society the relentless downward pull

And sends everything up, up, up ...
      

      
   