
I Can Imagine the Northern Lights I’ve Never Seen


My fingertips trace the rough, coarse
stone I sit upon before I stand, turn, and walk
away. The feeling lingers, runs up my nerves.
Solar wind of sensation lights the magnetosphere
suspended in the liquid which cradles eternity. First Fire of Autumn




Forgotten Places We See Every Day


My family’s home has a new well outside
the old well house left to stand, laced with vines, brambles
that don’t let it crumble. The wasps are thankful
even without words. Do they pray for rain and sun?
Will it fall one day upon the badgers sleeping fast?




First Fire of Autumn

A twig snaps beneath muddy boots.
The crowd, telling stories, looks up. 
What have you seen, between
the scattered dust that once was mountain tops? 

Throw another long upon the fire,
shew away the mayflies
who come to be part of the light.
And us, are we part of the warmth or ash?

Smoke sings the hymns of wood on tongues of flame.
Do you remember the time
we were chased by the bull out back?
If we had tripped, he would have trampled us.

Wet earth has a particular sound
under curious hooves.
The cows know to join us here
in this circle to listen and raise their voices.

Throw on another story, let it burn.
The smoke will take an honest pain,
vultures a fresh laid carcass.
How often do you listen to your knuckles?

Soon the grass will dry, break, and crumble.
Yellowed photographs
of our time here. And this page too.
Do words have meaning once they are mountains?

