
Joan

    ow d it ever come to this,
     What fork take signal miss — 
       Snowflakes swirl Venus inspires,
          Flutes crescendo violin choir.

H

        ecalls goals landscapes traveled, 
        Spaces histories troubles unraveled — 
           Tracks made starlight measured,
              Lavender lightning nights treasured.

R

        oe and fawn bend low a pond,
         Referent making sacred bond — 
           Language a chain time an arrow,
              Broken friendship intractable sorrow.
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         f course Saturn has to ask,
           In this fairytale what s her task — 
             Everyone says life isn t fair,

                 Release us from this narrative snare.
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