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To Sarah

“The ear is the only true writer and the only true reader.”

Robert Frost


​​Lasting Days
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Come follow
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Sunlight, liquid splatter

of cloud shadow

upon the tableland

The wind, clearly audible

calling to the canyon,

‘come follow’.

But the canyon deep,

answers only

with the roar

of its waterfall.

I, have a footstep

to leave

in a place

that requires

no footsteps

I, have a memory

to take

of a place

that never forgets

the past

That’s connected

somehow

to times indefinite

and sacred and lasting.

You ask for a prayer,

it is there,

before us

and after us

it will be

calling to those

that can hear,

‘come follow’.
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The marker
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In the woods

by the stream

I built

a marker of rocks.

Small,

tetrahedral

in nature

not rising

to prominence.

But made

of a stable base

that placed

a firm footing

on shifting sands.

I don’t expect

such construction

to stand

but built

it there

to mark awhile

my passing.
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A lasting day
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I stood

for awhile

against

the currents

of the day

Never

making much

ripple

in comparison

To the ones

that ran

to play

their temporal days

in the sun.

I was blessed

I guess

by a different

longing

for a lasting day.
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Aslant
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Watching the sun

aslant

cross the floor

while I aslant sit

the chair

near the door

And meter

the progress of time

from one corner

to the next

Passing away

as all must pass,

another day.

I think,

What needs to be done?

What could be done?

Still I sit athwart

in fading sun.

But maybe I’ve accomplished

what was meant

to be,

on this day

while the sun aslant

was watching me.
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The wind eddy
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The wind eddy

takes as its sustenance

a whirl of dust

and marches with it

across a line

of fields

dried

by the sun.

Some fields of

plenty

provide a rich

source and

the wind eddy

darkens

Some fields of

lean

provide little

and the lightened

eddy moves on.

The wind eddy

staggers

at the end of the

fields

and for a moment

a whirl of leaves

augment the dusty

journey's end.

Forest edge

a boundary

to animated dust

the eddy disperses

into other eddies

taking flight.
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Banked clouds
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Banked clouds

lit from behind

seems a firmament

in the sky.

Beams of light

directed sun-ward
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