
SHORE RIGHTS; NIGHT LIGHTS

The dark

privileged by the hour,

rolls up the variegated

green of fields,

for a spell . . .

and while

you, focusing on a hedge,

try to see how it's managed it, it,

the dark, 

marches the road,

by day a beige and graveled stretch, off

to a street light,

under a tire.

Water

comes out at dusk,

it's time for reflection,

a pressing of the sunny sparseness

of island spruce and rock

to a twin-jagged

black palisade.

On a dock

jutting into the bay

a man skipping stones at night

has the power to shatter,

arc of shards,

the quarter moon.
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