After the sun yellow

Long after the sun yellow just behind this Western hill,

I pick up the shards all over my floor, one by one, 

hold them against me, and name each one anew,

caressing each piece like the night.

I turn in my midnight bed,

like a left without a right, 

the fractures on every side.  right now falls 

a faint yellow trace of moon ray 

which reaches down a little red apple

into my shrunken claw.

I put the apple to my ear and listen.

It is a round red child whispering

how he loves his orchard.

There's noone in this bed with me.

Time to pace the ancient forest,

time to call birds from their trees.

Everything that goes 

asunder dissolves 

before us.  You sing. 

I sing.  We awaken.

Grass green  -  leaves green in the hard rain

Now sun green.  Everything sparkles.  And all are drunken.

This ocean we swim through makes music with light.

Green songs rise.  I toss blue cups carefully into the basket 

And take your hand into mine.

The fragrance rising is of garden.

Your red hair is incense, 

then our eyes

