


MY SON

Maybe these words make no sense

Maybe they mean everything

Your embrace was
a flock of doves
eating from my hand
The waves have stripped off their effort
and put mine on

Like how life flows from your eyes
and my eyes lap it up
like how the ghost of poetry came falling down on me
from a window in the sky
your absence was
a thirsty glass
in your absence I was
light
drenched in dew

My sun is happy
when it sips its day from your spirit
Your absence is happy
when it slings a bridge
between the smoke of the poem
and its fire

Where are you
ghost of ink
drowned in the light of exile
or does home
still darken your soul?

Everyone for themselves
and God for everything

This loss has whitened my days
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