


Flying in Circles Above Me

I have lost my direction,

my grasp on hard rock reality 

among the tidal silver waters of Rosario Strait 

when clouds and sky and forests

and rain all melt together.

I have floated in day long circles 

in the midst of the great inland sea

of fresh and salt water mixed 

like the comings and goings of lives. 

You were there, always just out of reach, 

calling to me to set anchor here; 

stop and feel mud and grass and smoke. 

And when the morning came I was wet with love 

and you were flying in circles above 

me flat on my back spun along the center

of the universe with all animals and fishes 

and frogs and birds and soft 

soft wisps of waves fading .

Whew! Who are you?

Who are you?
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