When we are gone

Gray-skinned midnight languages in sleep:  "When we 

gray are gone, friend, who shall arrive?"


"Before our grayness, who talked to 


the morning light?


Dinosaur languages whisper 
to us in our midnight beds, 
words of early morning sun's rays,


words of evening clouds, the tenderness 
of first spring leaves, the word for the sound 
of the egg cracking open, the word for new eyes,



"Do you know, sir, when will this darkness end?"

tales of untold hours of huge gray 
movement among gray crags up gray 
mountains (oh, the greatness of gray),

words of vistas of vast palm-leaved green valleys, words of roaring blue rivers with white manes along  which dear gray brothers/sisters/mothers/fathers/children laugh and run.




