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Let us fly to the bright cities of Asia,


you and I,

leaning forward on your back,


leaning into down below--

Let us fly through the dawning mist


left over from last night


a charlatan fog masquerading


as something new--

And nothing wet and sticky is really new


but it is new when we make it


our own.

Let us fly lying down in that bright


impasse, that still


arras, and be still


as static hand


touches static hand



one by one,

let us fly, you carry me, I'll carry you,


though I'm still beyond speaking

like the birds in three colors or more


which made it easier to see you


when they lit upon a wordless branch

and alone at last, I feel you on my shoulder and


the air in places around me and


I stole some words



from the birds



who didn't know they had it in them--

Let us fly to the bright cities of Asia,


faraway


because if it sets here,


it is dawning there


and if it sets there,


the light of the cities of you will


keep the shape of you


in white, grey and green


and the shape of me



in the foundations.

Let us fly to the bright cities of Asia


for lacking a better place


there we can tangle.
