
Passing Through 

In our macabre sense 

of self, we are more 

water than earth, 

more space than particle, 

more shallow breaths 

of air than heated vents 

of lava, more hope 

and prayer than practical 

application of effort. 

Someday it may all 

come apart, when clocks 

fail time and that 

atomic tick loses rhythm. 

For now I will feel 

the sun pass over my 

skin and not the rays 

that pass to the other side. 
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