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The Joy of Deserted Spaces

The joy of deserted spaces

I the knowledge of box elder and milloweed;

Itis the sight of the broken bole that

Holds forever the sound of its own smashing.

Ttis the buzz-saw roar of cicada, ablaze in the heat.
Becween the row of shabby apartments and

The rilroad tracks, a no-one’s-land of

Cross-lot rubble: the golden glint of a soda can,
Abroken ski pole, the give of cindery gravel.

And the excitement of solitude, the sense of
Relcase into uninhabited landscape,

‘The energy of spaces that open up between spaces.
Itis the joy of claiming with footflls

On shards of old pavement, the scope of what you see.
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