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A cliff drawn in sand

Geometrically:

Pythagoras on

The shore where he died,

Six years since his soul

Fell softly from his

Body, joining the numbers

In the sky, leaping

Up a waterfall

Of molten gold which

Slides down into a

Soft river, frozen river 

Where gold carbonates 

Underneath the surface

Fermented in the

Pot of the earth waiting

To explode into

Antinomies which

Dive from the surface,

Break the surface as

Some plastic ice trays,

Big blocks of ice the

Size of a woman

Or a man or man,

Pythagoras speaks

Another language

One comprised first of

Waters and rapids

Waves and breakers

White salts and grey bed.

Reed pens mark the air,

blank silt undertoe.

