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Awaiting 

There is a long wait of the passengers

For the detouring and delayed bus

And the wait of the wintry grasses

The wait of the legendary lion king

Before it preys upon a real baby zebra

And the wait of the summer sun deep in the nightmare

The wait of the orchid on the window ledge

The wait of the diamond in an unknown mine

And the wait where you stop and watch

And there is a wait of this darkness

Which you are going to compress into words

A wait that is to spread out thin on the blank paper

Unlike winter stars holding their light in light-years

The wait after you finish writing

And the longer wait then


