Monday, September 17th, over Chicago headed back here

I write these words today, the overhead nozzle blowing soft breeze  down on my face, light and clouds 

out this oval window.  Yesterday afternoon, gentle waves lapped at the sandy Chicago shore, like little blue 

lambs to their mother’s breasts.

I know that the sand I sit on is made of the former world, now ground 

almost to dust by the wet teeth of time.  Immense days follow immense nights, stars flickering 

whether we see them or not.  We fly from place to place as if one place is different from another.  Our world

breathes in, breathes out, as if the first is full and the second is 

empty.  And in the Art Institute 

bookstore this morning, a woman 

stood stacking little blue and yellow artifacts on the counter for sale, as

she sang, in the 

softest gospel style,
of the glory all around.

