FIVE POEMS

The Horizon At

I’d never seen a rainbow

Before that touched the horizon at both ends.
Both ends before that touch.

I’d never seen a rainbow

That touched the horizon at both ends before.
Ends before it didn’t touch.

You’d never seen it too, before.

We’d never seen it too before.

Should we pull onto the shoulder?

Urge others to do the same?

They’ve got their own weather systems.
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Goats

Two goats have four eyes.
Some say they are the Devil’s,
But they are not right.

If those goats and the Devil
Were having meals by

The same clock,

The Devil, looking up,
Would see those goats

So over there.
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All The Bakers

There’s a basket

When the falling blade falls.

The head survives.

So why a heating throng

When so few can hear those eyes?
Proximity—

And angle—

All the rest are burning pies.
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Moon’s Wrong

Whether it glistens or it glows,
The moon its dark side

Never shows.

Country girl,

She turned,

And did.
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Eat It More Softly

Eat it

More softly
While alone,
By God.



