


CrLoseE To ME Now

Through low valley mist

I saw the horses

barely moving, caressed flank

and forelock, the dip

of the back. Human love is a wonder
if only to say: this body! the mist!












YESs

Now we are like that flat cone of sand
in the garden of the Silver Pavilion in Kyéto
designed to appear only in moonlight.

Do you want me to mourn?
Do you want me to wear black?

Or like moonlight on whitest sand
to use your dark, to gleam, to shimmer?

I gleam. I mourn.
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