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Placed the un iverse can be 
with i n  a cement c i rcled cover 
or a grate straight 
unsmi l ing as m istresses sh unning 
sheets 

those clouds reflect cement 
medal l ioned sky catch ing ground 

there i s  a l i teral ness i n  thi ngs that overwhelms me 

I do not know where to pick the beginn ing 
hope 
too much for chalk r is ing dances and 
someone left a 3 poised in an i nf in ite triangle 
,there, by you r  right, not left, hand 
and through looking at the extension of your i ndex finger 
you saw its unmuted poi nt wink more than fictive 
thi ngs at wincing widows 
+ bl inked 

the worry of cars 
hover 
a cement shrouded 
sky to si lence 
ready to thunder 
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NORTHRIDGE REVIEW 

my eyes have been bathed bl ind 
past the reinking of s ight 
I want the poetry of Dove soap boxes 

bri mming boxes bringing 
settl ing hope 
im macu late as warm gir ls 
with sou ls penanced for god 

spaced cars form on curbs 

hold ing your h i p  
its curve fi l l ing m y  palm 
I 'd l i ke to pu l l  forth a chi ld 
from a bit  of bone 

sleep warmed waked 
to elaborate rain 
turn 
slowing tubs 
sprout intimacy + avowal 

shoes hold feet 
Rise Rise 
steep from sleep 
sweep + weep at once 
once past s l i pping 
is on 
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