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Four Doves
My four doves flashed into the shadows

today, in the park
each sudden turn taken at strange intervals
one by one, gone… 

grey feathers fluttering 
into the short canopy of green beyond the pathway, 

that distends over a hill 
I come shortly to a gulley, a crossroads, with an arched
bridge on its back,
a stoned, stilled sturdy ecstasy 

spreading dusk, 
the sky inking over the gloaming above and realize:

this is where you borrowed my black notebooks, and the maps
I toe the oily surface of a puddle in the pathway,
stars reflected in its settling veneer 
and move forward over the smoky ground, 
seeking nothing but a way through this portal –
a hollow black boulder swallowed whole by the darkness – 
to alight again on the ashen velvet feathers
and roaming, twilit shadows

