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The torward edge of our saucer is |
glowin,

and the spruks are flying

as we skim onward on our daily
journey.

The waves leap up and around us

and fall behind us

in_little pink islands.

The whiecaps are diminishing.

Like a red fiord

a ray. has pierced our planet
and the lesser waves,

in pinks and crimsons,

lap at our edges

in the full tide that spreads
along our smooth edges

But the tide yellows and ages

and begins its returnings, -

running before us

in the blues slates and. purples

it has ga.nered from its wide in-
surgings.

Little pools 'Vlth chiffon edges

are shriling, and theslate tide

turns the pink islands under,

A pillar of smoke-from our saucer

has climbed upward;

it bendss in-a low are

it is crecping over the changing
billows, .

But now the sky'is changing,

and only the brush fires are buriing

aleng the fjord fringes

as we plunge deeper

into the glay oceans

Only th¢ rorthern blackness now

has crimson trimmings

Bubbles «xplode in the tide
and drift off in fragments

Shooting white sparks

arc into lost forevers

I spim on: in a dark saucer

With pink and black edges.
—OLIVER EVERETTE




