Waking




The morning fog floating up this wooded 
canyon reflects across the green 
polished marble cube of this day
I turn around in my hand.

First we wake and then we sleep.
The surgeon picks up the knife.
The veil falls away.  Death falls

like a hammer, rises like a glove.
I take death in my teeth and shake 
it like a dog shakes a rag doll.

The surgeon puts down the knife.
First we sleep and then we wake.
Through hill-crest evergreens 
white fog floats up and over us.

