Below the floorboards

The sky descends so white clouds float around our table.


Pens, wands flex and point.

The wooden table begins to dissolve

into the webs of space.  (Hot chaos

whispers below the floorboards.)

Clocks stop, reverse, and begin running backward.


Over the rocks, we as the stream

roll hand-in-hand, cold over rocks,

over rocks, downstream, pulled along

by gravity and pure momentum, over rocks.

The chaos below the floorboard stretches and turns.


A metal car door nearby slams shut, slams again.  This planet is green and blue and soft.
The door slams shut again.  The motor begins burbling.  It burbles down the road, away.  Silence again.

The little head emerges laughing from the green water.


In the pool five yards away, a dripping child stands again on a father's shoulders.  The child flexes his knees and pushes off up into the air.
"Kathump!" into the water, spray flying.

A bird calls. Sound echoes out across the drying grass hills


Seven left hands and one right hand

support heads staring at paper,

hold pads, hold the world still.

The other hands hold pens and write.

The chaos below the floorboards whispers gently in my ear. 

