Companionship

I never walk lonely.

By myself,

Of course.

An only perso
Yes.

But always accompanied.

Walking goes along

With the surroundings,
With all outdoors

All in dialog,

Not just what I want to hear

But of the moment.
Breezes through branches

Shadows responding

To sunlight,
And rains

When needing

To have their say,
All accompany me

As my thoughts,

Active with questions,

Listen to their

Sufficient answers.

In this companionship,
There’s never

A lonely walk.

Skylights

Jupiter’s on tonight.

And with our backs 

To the ground, 

The weight of the world 

Becomes a gift

To our senses.

The night’s

A pleasing shadow

Across this spread

Of universe.

A moment here,

A heaven

Out there.

As  the lights above

Send us eternity,

To spend through one night,

Here on this hill,

As brief in time

As haiku on a page.  

Unanswered
Listen to the past,

Hear echoes 

Of questions about 

The future.

Search what passes

As answers. 

Find keys 

For opening doors,

Going back and forth

To what was

And is,

To places and times that aren’t

Of questions unanswered

But proven and real.

Nothing exists 

That offers no hint of itself,

No signal of its location,

Except for promises,

As is tomorrow,

Looked to 

And making known 

That it never was.

If you find the future

Ask it where it’s been.

If it has no rust,

No worn moving parts,

What has it ever done? 

And how,

Never noticed or heard,

Never witnessed?  

Trust it as genuine?

I’ll have to see it first. 

