Peter Layton

Ruby Beads

The thunder on its rolling steel door

tree branch |ightning

do you wish all of this of the world with ne
you with your footprints on the noon’ s soi

t he dance-abl e sun.

The nonths though now injured still flap over
dark nmountains and the thrilled veiny clouds
beyond

a mllion tricks you are aware of past this world
not hungry you may Sip now

seeing ne and ny terrible m stakes

the injuries I’'Il absorb and inflict.

You in your innocence and mature w sdom

t he thousand col | eagues you’ ve becone

me in ny blank yesterday and still now

and you beautiful as the greatly nore distant what
will be.
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