The Phoenix And The Owl

Once in an a%e, the phoenix burns,
but wisdom whispers in the owl

that owlish ashes -- though they yearn --
resuscitate no newer fowl.

-- W Arthur Boggs
Oswego, Oregon

Point Of Separation

In almost dusk
apple blossoms incandesce.

Above, a squirrel _

long is sceptical of my stillness
before his electric deScent to grass
that is green nearly unto blue

in the half light, ‘now,

where he is joined by another,

and together” they dig as if this hour
were not forever” but” wanted transplanting.

Each word that | thus give up to spring
leaves more room to let your absence in,
until 1 cannot speak.

"1 shall be dressed in blue” you said.
| wait for you.

--Roland Flint

Minneapolis, Minn,
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