Celestial North
Nights like this you could tell me time

is porous as gauze and I would believe

you.  Tell me tonight has always happened

and always will be happening, since nothing

I know any longer says No.  Whisper it

and I would believe you.  Tonight the breeze

cooling us comes from the place where dreams 

are harbored.  Say this moment when winter

swivels into spring is genesis writ small,

say light is the center of darkness

and I would turn toward it like a flower,

following your hand across the heavens

as it finds the north celestial pole.

--Floyd Skloot
