May Nocturne

Half a cool moon
peekaboos along through leafing trees
over a suburban sea of haunting sounds.

I follow the dim white sidewalk,
hearing rhythmic whispers

from my hush puppies,

when suddenly a vigilant Pekinese
barks out its puny protest and retreats,
chain dragging against wood.

Evening's sonic ambiance

flows intravenously through me,
every outer sound seeming to well up
from some ghostly inner depth.

As I move along, a faraway car honks
a velvet chord into my core.

Now a strobing jetliner

thunders overhead

and reverberates in my belly,

the after-rumblings in its wake

fading away into a silence

too immense and profound

for human thought to fathom.

I stop beside a fragrant lilac bush

and stare at the sky's endless upness.

The waning moon seems content

to be quietly lunar,

lopsidedly smiling from its effortless perch.

Aloud I ask the moon,

"Where am I?"

A startled bird flutters in the lilacs
to let me know I am right here.
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