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This and a thousand more

Even the best at whispering with tip-toed steps will sound the creak of old wooden floors,
in a house with a sleeping baby and neighbors waking early to take on jobs and lives
that begin on this little street where there are yards and morning birds at sunrise, singing.

Distantly laid is the highway, out the window, just there, by the first yellow of the rising sun.
It talks with a silent hum then gurgles when a truck slows down. It's silent now. Maybe no one's
going anywhere, or maybe | just found out what happens, or can, because of a single pause in sound.

Lizards are hiding in cracks in bricks, still licking their lips from midnight crickets. The first goose just flew by
goosing with another beside. The sound of a dog smelling the grass. A woman's voice, not startled sounding,
but excited in tone. Good morning words are pouring out all around. Trains begin. The second coming seconds
after the first, but the first one went fast, and this one is just rolling.

It's all begun. Again we do not know what moments will find us or if we'll make it through. The truth beyond
that is freedom but often only in the beyond is that seen. I silently try to command the seconds that lie in wait,
dictating, as though possible, the moment | need. | breath deep and safe, warm.



