Rain

Gray, grit rain

Smoke swirling clinging


in clothes, hair

Penetrates the skull, cloaking soft tissue


in cobwebs and muck

(Je crois que je suis perdue; est-ce que vous pouvez me diriger 

dans la bonne direction?)

Perhaps the muck comes from me, is my own

Perhaps humidity, limpid, oppressive

Small space and grime clinging to my shoes


makes me heavy.

Time flows without me

Heavy, heavy hurt ‘til I’m numb

Muscles in my face take no shape
…

Bursting with joy and promise

Around a core of will, solid jade

Hot sunlight wells in tears

Breathe full and deep the spacious beauty

Real, alive

Please please don’t let it slip again

