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                                       How a Wall Becomes a Window
A granite face of clear diamond sands

Becomes sleek and wet with fears

The coated crystals and mirrored facade
Reflect the blistered ripples of unseen pains.

I am before it, calling it a window
But after, I see it also as a wall
Trees dance upon the window breathless

Are they in?  Or are they out?

The same is true for the bikes and the wandering crowds

Which fall in and then out, adrift in this air

Like the bleak sun rays that crash

Demanding to go through

Weathered footpaths of life and death, the grindings to a halt

Having all been - right here, before

All these things happen, sometimes...

Can I look deeper, can I peer through?

Would it be clearer tomorrow?

"Show me more," I say, "Let me think."

"Put a tiger in my tank."

Let it roar, and ravage, and seize its fine reward

All the definitions - need not be absorbed

It is only for the one, who cares to see,
That a reflection provides
But let ME - "get it"

Let me enter my reflection and dismantle the wall

And while each brick becomes glass
I will grab and control both future and past
And I will not let the clouds, wispy white - or gray - or black

Interfere with what I must demand

THIS IS NO MIRAGE!

And such sweet clarity must continue...

Men in the window will die

But someone will always see
