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Song to the moon

Victorian rosebud handwritten

adjacent Salvador Dali reclining

naked with baubles

and sandstone strategically placed.

Three sisters staring

next to entrance pavilion

of the Library of Congress

where busts of lethargic writers and thinkers

exhibit stone bound stoic reverence

of a world sprayed with your mystique.

I am looking

to see you are not there.

Biting concrete-ground cuticles

shaped in your likeness,

I am wondering about that infamous

dancing boxed-in man.

Could someone be waltzing 

across your belly at this specific instance?

Is there another me 

drinking from your navel,

questioning where the blue-green sphere 

of their night sky has gone? 

