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the end of mystery
just as 
big white electronic ears

move robotically in slow circles 

to catch the rhythm

of more than ourselves

the drum beat is solitary 

the jazz plays unchanging 

taunting, “do you hear my heartbeat?”

the stars blink in patternless

seductive mantras

in a black, slack water

billowed

momentarily 

as if by a landing goose

as young boys and girls 

finding each other in moonlit

lakeside trysts,

roll in giggling twosomes

across the hillside 

