Pcrspcctivc

i could wrestle clag and night in the solitude of tlﬂouglﬂt and never
convince an emotion to take sides. any side. the farther the clcePer‘
the purer the Passion. the cure no concern. to stand firm, ungielc{ing

as a chiseled APOHOw rooted in P]acc, a Position, in Principle

not of stone, and 3et far from the Bog of emPtg clialogue
and muddg indifference.

god give me ]ightl
incandescent and caressing
irrexcutable, iridescent
satiating, i”uminating
immutable Iight.
]iglﬂt that leaves me longing to be free of my shores.

but to what end or beginning’? a future now Past’? a bold new cxPerience?
could this one last more than seconds or dags? years fade into memory,
echo and shift like so many grains of sand in a ceaseless dune

untethered ancl swePt about a clry merciless ]ancl.

god give me ]ightl and unveil a Place
where })eautg isn't sold
where Prejudice unfolds
and wisdom is told
in tongues as old

as distant Points of Iight frozen in an endless sky.

but such sight is too unseen, and soon outgrows familiar form.
intensitg dilutes and colors bleed with little Pain orjog, run free
overa grag—waslﬂcd canvas...breaking mixing crossing Iinés,

and muting details with the courage of Monet.

at last no’cl'ling remains still long enoug!—r to be seen.
and this distorted, cracked, uncertain ground flows
as onlg free-will can
as on]g it should
gaining deeper Perspectivc, farfrom objective

ancl c!osc cnouglﬁ to Fec!.
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