Morning Sunflower Speaks


We sit silent in the morning
With a sunflower between us—
It speaks, spreading golden cupcake petals
That drift slowly
	towards the tablecloth.

My eye-hearts crack open and pour hot liquid
While I gaze at your face
Glued far away against the wallpaper—
You are eating wheatbread toast.

I don’t ask—
You pass the butter
While golden liquid teardrops
	drip like syrup from my face—
They fall from my eye-hearts towards my plate.

I look at the bread,
Then around the outline
Of your hand
	resting on the tablecloth.

Your face is in still profile
Against the pattern of sunflower petals
Strewn in yellow stencil
	on the white wall behind you.

When you turn your head
To get a napkin
The windowshade flutters—
It spreads a darker shadow
Against the morning haze
Like a halo on your head.

Wordlessly you turn around
And are swallowed by the wallpaper—
Heaven cast a cold, Dark Blink
Time Sealed and Pressurized.

My eye-shades flutter to grasp a subtle light,
I breathe shining amber silkdust
That falls moist
	in brief eternity.

Forever inward retreat
spiraling downward
in a stainless
steel funnel

The mind that says ‘I’
cannot make words

Gravity pulls dense
stones within my body

My eye-mind cracks
a paperthin horizon

Beyond the edge I hear a sound,
Music undefined and pure like mist.

Your voice ripples softly
Through the dark
	Satin Void.

Your voice echoes in the fog
Like liquid mist descending—
Covers my face, my loins, my arteries—
I creak against the roots
grown like worms
from the bowels
of the earth—
They writhe and hold me down.

You dance on the dark edge of my vision
And sing a song of gracious despair.

Approaching on a stream of silkdust
Suspended endless in the air
You dance, creating patterns in the sky.

Restless roots hold me trapped—
My mind is full of too many things—
Each moment measured in breath is indescribable—
My mouth shapes words of false understanding—



My arteries bulge from earth’s hard gravity
And drag me down with meaning
Limited to the shape of words.

My eye-throats are stuck
With false understanding—
It’s hard to make things simple.

You dance before me
Far away
Against the black slate sky—

On Heaven’s Blink you scratch a mark
With each perpetual
	star-heeled footstroke.

My eye-hearts crack open and pour hot liquid—
They burst wide— flash shining light
Blind me while I struggle
Between the roots that drag me down.

You dance snow circle O rings around me
Lacquered with sorrow is the song that you sing,
Mistmusic turned snow casts a shadow of meaning—
	Meaning love

Snow circle O spirals unwind from your lips
	and I am buried in the sound.

My eye-hearts slowly fill
	with a whiteness
	deeper
	than the milk that you hold
	in a glass in your hand.

You give me the glass
	and I drink the milk.
I put the glass down
	to cast a darker shadow on the tablecloth.

You reach beneath the table
	and present all the tears
	you sang for me,
	carried in a bucket.
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