I could sleep under a stone
In the stone
Happy in stone-ness
Except explosions wake me

& the intruders whisper my agenda
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As tides on the distant sun’s face shift
The certain voyages of both Emperors and pirates
A glance in this moment’s clear mirror
overrules any illusions of grandeur
yet I do not remember exactly when I noticed
a nick in the bell from yesterday, a dent in the original curve
or when I first accidentally dropped this smoothest charn
stepping forward to dance, and crushing the source of music
but not all music, simply the facile illusion o
that all harmony warps with the loss of one crushed bell
and this’s where I’'m always meeting the captain
accidentally in an interval before the next dance
when any word in the silence rings true for an instant
and flint on flint lights the deck of this invented ship
with fifteen unpaid and unexpected moments

between the ancient cobbled pathway and this digital net

briefly free of anger, and briefly free of fate
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