SUNSET THE DAY BEFORE I AM 37  (6/25/85)

Pollen in the sunspots

Germinating seeds

   Heart guided by head

    The warm rays lift

         Above the horizon of gentle wind

             As the last degree

                Split second

                     Laser eye

                        Sinks

                            Below the dim powder blue

                                  Island horizon.

Be it known that in the mid day sky

    Appeared the colors of green

        And orange in the high clouds

             Like abalone shell

                 And I had the good

                     Fortune to share it

                          With the woman

                                 With whom I’m

                                      In love.

