 Gardenspace & Hawktime
When the blackbird flies away, it is as though the garden’s shade is escaping.
– Ramón Gomez de la Serna
Air is the space in which time’s blackgreen flow commences – the blackbird only one shade inhabiting the April skEba’kst-side garden. Without proportion is this jewel on this almost re-run of a cloudy Monday in the year of moss. In this year of endless magnolia blossoms daffodils and hawks of all kinds, the garden’s guardian. He who wd battle S?ayahus, he who would be the arbiter of space & shake the last cherry blossom free before the last April wind cd, he who finds fascination in how form evolves to meat the moment’s shape as it’s revealed note by note. All the oooooooo’s ahhhh’d at. All the eeeeeeee’s even. AH Allen’d say & he meant it just as the planet means war when the plate’s rumbled reminder shows Cascadia’s edge a gaian mal de ojo indeed
                                      or maybe a wink similar to the kitten’s leap (the only eye-weep necessary’s that which reveals the thin mirror between self and Self) blackbird as messenger, Blackhawk as memoirist, the size of 18th century American cities coloring the eyes of rivals (Keokuk). All in the proportionless April skEba’kst-side garden. All when the crow flies revealing the garden’s tendons which underlie its meat. All in eagle sight from above the Jose Rizal Bridge reflection banking off skyscraping maneuvers the Duwamish just too polluted to see. All as real as clouds of hovering starlings, real as the eagle beak that snacks on heron eggs revealing the apocalyptic screech. Real as the monsoon’s striped triton tongue and the reflection stealing land in treaties named after Medicine. 
                     La lengua

            goes two ways. One’s either subtext
                           or doublespeak.
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