Dirty with you

Matthew Weiss

Wine glass raised aloft:


As we sit here, playing at adulthood--what is that?--


may god strike us down if we stray too far from being kids.



I want to wreathe you in meter,



Clothe you in rhyme,



Cast you out in metaphor,



Gather you up in lines--

Sunlight on a blue couch, slung against green,

The warm reflection off the ice.


Wanted: A language more glacial


of strokes and signs


our outlasting fossils...

Conversations:


in deep ridges and valleys


rumbling across continents.

Left over meaning:


picked up as field grit, rocks in the way


lifted by the ice, buffeted...

The Rocky Mountains: A testament to our love--

The Colorado River: Burning like my throat with you crawling down it--

Those Headlong Glaciers are Words.

With meaning collected, collocated and confused,

I've never felt so clean as when I was dirty with you. 
