without meaning to

the lilacs command the air

and touch you even when you are

half in sleep. the other half

knows the stars exist and how

the beautiful subtle world turns

filling up with robins and weeping cherry trees,

train whistles and violins.

bones melt into cream

coloured silence, as that perfume

runs fingers down inside you.

the crow, gulping big throats full 

of ecstasy, tries to pass it on.

alighting in a seventy year maple that spreads

large as an unrolled map of the world,

winter is once again

transformed into mere metaphor.

the spider weaves an art

so insistently fine, you could be forgiven

for seeing it as pure and without utilitarian purpose.

death smiles from a tear of glass

dripping down a thread.

animate charcoal, the birds

focus hard brilliant eyes

on another distant vanishing point.

I could say so much more of all this

but never more,

and never more concisely

than the lilacs in May.

