 A Mediterranean table

This territory of mine savors a summer afternoon,

a minuet of shade and sun,

the smiling heat of pale blue gauze

speckled with pink petals 

that suggest a cool deliberation.

Now there is such a thing.

Inoculated light places halos

over the muteness of substance.

All journeys come to sit at the round table

carved and planed to a sheen

that I liken to a horse’s coat

groomed for victory.

Nearby a window of colored glass   

paints the polish with rifts, 

dawns, waves, parrotfish

and distills the lily smell of wings.

In the whirls and knots takes shape a map

with boundaries lost to Terra Amnesia.

Already there is more to see.

Of cognition the two known stages:

disgust and despair, have melted from the chart.

The presence in absence whistles 

an enticing tune in my ears.

Distances are not what I thought.

The antique table keeps its old style

of still being here,

pulling futures from the jaws of death

like dragon teeth from a quest.

A sun beam embalms the wood 

in agelessness.

***

