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Dust

If we are just dust
hovering in the light

lit up by a splutter

of energy, enough

to claw some crude
shapes, form dreams

of better shapes,
making better dreams;
making every art,
achievement, agony:
agonising over instances
of what was, is, will be
long after the dust has
settled, sloughed. Then
what precious dust

we are, how carefully
we must hold each other,
never spilling a grain.
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DNA Destiny

I reach out in bed, press
fingers into your shoulder,
my thin glove of flesh

and bones becoming fused
with the felt of your existence,
feeling that skeletal future
but asking that the magic

of carbon atoms amassed
from the decay of some
other organic miracle,

a DNA destiny shaped

by flint, fire, endless
immigration through eons
of evolution to end up

as me in a bed with you
asleep, unaware; asking

the magic to stay forever,
defy the deafening darkness.



