                              Inexorably Marching Time and 
                             the Other Time of Encounter                                               

The slivers of time's soul 

are said by scientists to waft unmolested 

from the guts of decaying particles,

yet the same scientist thinks of neutrinos

as his wife shudders beneath his touch

and looks aside as his dog's dying eyes

sink into glacial pools of milk.

For the rest of us, when we think of this 

fugitive time, we would like to nail 

its heart to the floor and give it some pain.

We know that right now it runs by our houses,

smirking in the windows, and feel the fingers close

on the back of our necks, below the ears,

where the pumping of blood drones,

and see its moments as several fingers 

squeezing in a heavyweight grip

with all the cards and a sadistic mind.

We call it the cheap pimp of death,

and locked in this wrestling match,

we can't find the imp behind the machine,

or see flowers growing in the sidewalk's cracks.

Yet, when two suns criss-cross on their way

across the sky and the rocks signal quiet joy

to the gulls, the clam that shatters

by the drop from soaring air to sea ledge, 

not only yields its smashed flesh

but offers a twinned darker glow of another passing 

from the shell of the sky answered by stone. 

The gull laughs knowingly at the welcome 

of this other time of encounter, the time we can hear 

when we pause on deserted beaches.

The second type of vibration held within 

the dusky interior of relentless time, 

only emerges in shattering,

when air and rock and sky and flesh seem to collide

but each is lost in the others, 

shifting outside themselves, like when

the beam of the child's eye caught by cerulean,

laughing at the sky 

hits yours 

and you splinter in the reflected gleam,

and find yourself within caverns

you thought lost long ago.
Whenever we feel the throb of the neck

we imagine the grip and time's night, 

and dream ourselves pursuing as superspies 

saving our families from the international terrorist 

whose explosives are concealed in all things. 

Instead, the fears we send out collide with everything

since clumsy and unseeing, they lunge ahead, 

convinced time will collect them, so they must hit 


first.                                                                                          

But, if we are lucky in how they smack their heads,

it is the fears that die, shattered 

against the sight of the spring green of leaves

or the softness of skin pressed, 

or by smells of the vaporous thicket of fruit stalls 

at market. If we're really lucky, the gulls spot them 

and drop them for us onto the rocks.

Only then do we come to the doggy knowledge

outside the realm of science that was in the eyes

when the tail wagged in recognition 

of greeting the time of encounter. Its story

is found within the shade of all real meeting 

and the blurring of hand on hand,

when the particles cease the straight lines 

of decay and begin the round dance 

about the glow of shimmering 

and the soft and the pungent

and all things become a gesture 

of fingers clasped and folded back 

with others within themselves.
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