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Fortune Smiles 
 
 
The street light glows on the early hours 
As the doors unlock and then close 
Conversations are friendly as the steam rises 
Every hair is neatly in place 
All the shoes are worn 
 
I've come to labor in the clothes of my caste 
Selling the time of my life 
Numbers touch bare backs in a lustful tango 
My eyes are blinking red 
Trees turn into paper and kite into the trash 
 
Some of us have moved through the hive 
And wait to die with their titles 
There's heavier air flowing at the bottom 
Draw it in and sleep to the top 
One day they'll notice an empty chair 
 
I put on my mask and drone my lines 
Traveling quickly through picture frames 
Someone signs a notice 
I'm too young to know that I'm so lucky to win 
Everything is renewed again 
 



Inside the fruit and beyond the seed is another tree 
 
 
The novas in space 
Are like fireworks exploding in the depths of the deep 
Black infinitum of the like we've never realized 
Sparking warm in the flint striking stones 
Spreading out on the ground 
Onto Earth 
The same sand as everywhere 
 
Awakened from frozen sleep 
I imagine 
And enter the stream and the root 
Swimming the saps and the woods 
Stretching towards light in the race to live 
Into a branch that invites my place 
 
Many cycles of being the leaf 
Of changing color 
Cold and heat 
I clung to the stem, but fell to the soil below 
In our time we are offered to the world 
When we inhabit the fruit and the seed 
 
A hand will come to take me 
And I will be gone 
Inside the fruit and beyond the seed is another tree 
Where I've sown and reap 
The memories of you and me 
Where nothing can change 
What's always been 
 
 



When it's gone 
 
 
Fill me in 
When everything is going on 
People like yourself won't be waiting for long 
Me, I don't have enough to miss it 
When it's gone 
I'm just a signature  
And a date 
 
The pressure that pushes out the pedals 
Creates the breaks that come so quick 
Your wristwatch is gleaming 
And screaming out ticks 
 
I've got my roomful of twilight 
You have your handful of earth 
In between the still life memories 
Of our own childbirth 
I'll always care about what happened 
It wasn't our fault 


