                                On this Path of Transubstantiation

Lope, lope, I move through the skies

with each runner's footfall

unable to translate 

for my sedentary friends

how earth becomes sky,

but flying isn't about altitude

the moment when warm muscles

melt the frost accumulated over night

on the mind's windshield, 

so kids skipping down the street, 

dogs looking for the right place to pee,

the truck lumbering through the gears

like a rhinoceros lifting out of the mud

can be seen for themselves

gathering into themselves

intricate, irreplaceable dance steps

in an incantatory daily ritual

that makes the divinities of the sky

the pedestrians of the earth

then having turned it all up and back

          these steps have broken 

the earth's gravity.
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