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among the trees
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they dwell 

each trunk a stead

wary of trespass

the gradual reach of another 

jealously guarding a patch of earth

they vie for sunlight

filtering through laden branches

thick, solid 

filled with spirits of an ancient race

allied by a common pursuit

to anchor in the ground

leery of the pull and sway of wind

of change
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storm
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clouds converge

suspended

oblivious

no rush to rearrange

slow and easy in a 

dreamy drift

all my talk of storm 

ignored

electric words, just noise

now wait 

and watch the violet sky

fall 

crush

and grind until 

every tender piece 

breaks, drifts away 

borne aloft by a rush of wind
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another blaze

[image: image]




blue goes first

green forgets itself

brown and gray fade even more

yet the garden petal shocks

out there in the haze

what right have red and pink to 

cry what beauty is

when tongues taste ash?

ragged breaths, constriction and cough

the eye smarts

wait it out

day by day, hour by hour 

no quick fixes, just rain

onshore breeze

and the hands that contain

another blaze
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smokelight 
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like the glow of a streetlight

when the forest goes up again

the sky a hue language longs to name

here’s one: plumlarouge

a lipstick shade 

caused by the heat of a lover’s kiss

how can we not envy the flames 

for how

swiftly they destroy?

while we can only burn slowly over time 

and distance, longing for the embrace

that will consume us, and return us to earth
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earth’s love
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earth’s love is stronger than sky’s

paling the starlight, blanking the moon

damp soil, arched ferns, and the mossed limbs of nurse logs 

swallow the gears of thought

branches drip from last night’s rain

all is wet and soft

living silk slides, slips, holds fast at last

purged of anything divine

this is the realm of hunger and lust

the feeder of flesh and bone

feet fall on stone and root, eyes lift, hands reach  

a fiery soul is born
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obsession
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the meager glow 

of a candle

flickers away the hours in a gentle play

of shadows

imprisoned by snowfall and the

gray light of winter’s afternoon

you hold it to the curtain hem
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