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Just Another Day at the Office

Sitting in my cubicle, gray-walled and barren,
| stare at my hands
and suddenly see stars.

| stare at my legs: more stars;
My abdomen is a roiling galaxy.
With a soundless flash
my heart reveals a supernova.

No mere metaphor am |,
Rather, | am star-stuff.
Ancient, elemental, cloaked in existential mystery,
Ringing with the music of the spheres,
Sympathetic vibrations of the Biggest Bang.

My atoms, birthed in stellar echoes,
Descend across Space and Time
To this very Here and Now.

*kk
Sitting in my cubicle, gray and sterile,
| stare at my hands
and hear ancestral voices.

How can it be
That | never heard them before now?
They are so near,
Speaking from my very DNA.

My DNA, coiled tighter than

Unwound, would stretch across the solar system

From one side of Pl ut ob6s

With enough reach left to come back home.

My DNA, the gift of all my ancestors.
Each molecule with its legacy of life,
From my mother and father back,
And back and back and back,
Until at last | can see my roots
Sunk deep into primordial ooze.
*kk
Alone in my cubicle, eyes closed,
| stare inward at myself
And see the miracle:

All of life,

All of space,

All of time,

Wrapped in this skin,

Sitting in this chair.

As supernovae flash and my ancestors sing,
I dondét feel all that
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Stepping Off the Train

Alone upon the platform, a heap of bags beside me,
| feel the train as it pulls away.

Such an old-fashioned locomotive i

Full of sound and fury,

Steam and cinders,

Sturm und Drang.

How well | know its deep tectonic rumble.
|l 6ve |ived within that train for my entir
Sleepwalking from car to car.

What am | doing here on this platform all alone,
Eyes watering,

Ears ringing,

Throat burning?

What sort of banishment is this?

Why have | been cast out?

| paid for my ticket, after all

Over and over again.

| wonder,

How will | ever find my way home?

Is there indeed a home out here in the cold alone?
Fear swims through me like a school of silver fish.

The train converges out of sight,

The rumble fades,

The steam swirls away,

And in the settling stillness | gaze across the tracks.

On the far side a man stands facing me.

Like me he is

Alone beside his pile of baggage.

He looks back at me, and with warm familiar dawning smiles
We raise our hand as one and read the sign we hold:

i Wel come Homeo







Climbing the Rose

Hand over hand | climb
Your smooth stem decorated with thorns.
At each sharp tip | stop and pay my price.

Far above, red passion calls
With a voice so loud it drowns my cries of pain,
The colour of my blood an echo of that call.

At last | sink my grateful soul within your petals;
The aroma of your essence swirls.

The memory of past trials erased,

| float bodiless in bliss.




Mouthful of Butter

Oh sure.

Now you just stand there,

With your eyebrows raised

And your mouth full of unmelted butter.

When | opened the door to my dreams
and invited you inside,

You took my offered hand

and held it so soft and tight.

You looked around and said,
Offhandedly,

"It's nice here.

I think I'll stay.

For a while."

Now just look at all the havoc you've created!
You've even changed the colours,
and rearranged my bookshelves!

But you just stand there with your smiling, buttered lips,
And you don't regret a thing.
Do you?


























































