
The first light is a

blue door left ajar against

the midriff of a galaxy.

This light is our

consequential inheritance

and we are exacting in

our worship of it.

It is a god, a rubric for

everything else.

Our smoke rises in

offering with the

tangential buildings

as they appear to galvanize

the day moon like

a cattle prod.

What our eyes see

is always hyperbole.

We are nothing more

than borrowed beings

of happenstance

with guts full of glasphalt,

waiting for the pitfalls

of our lives to erode

us open like a cancer.

Only then do we truly

reflect our faith.

When our elongated

shadows soften at

the edges and fail us.

And we are inside out,

a refraction of light, a dutiful prayer,

loaned out and lithesome.
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