2/12/09

So to shed

Uproot

So to shed

Son 

light

On The

Bare

Deep

Banal

My routes.

Not without 

a bit 

Of abandon

Cold dirty messes

A hole To 

Be Filled. 

Cuts at angles

That which dangles

Snip off 

What

Drags

Wrap

My heart

Into a ball 

to be

Lifted away

Small

Then gone

Nothing at all.

In another 

place

Sons rays 

are  There

As

Everywhere

So to plant

Supplant 

Supplement

Even when I cant

I must

I do 

I know

This growing season

was brief now done

Just enough for

Pollinating 

Color leafs

Tired

Roots

Hidden

In earth

Exalt the Son.

