..aug 8, 2018...

somehow this sky of blue and blue

is taking me away from you -

the sullry air - the seagull cries -
the sweep and flow of ebbing tides -
the very ocean of your name

is swept beyond my capturing -

within the palest wisp of cloud
floating far above my head
i can almost feel your smile

wash through my inzagmin%t—h
not there -

here not here and there
goodbye - farewell - my father - friend.
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