Halvard Johnson

Today's Prayer

Just read your last, so let's just agree to disagree on all that.
While taking a nap, it occurred to me that all that was what
we'd already agreed to disagree on/about/whatever. Rain or
snow, whichever comes first. I'd rather you stated your
preferences more robustly. Please be so kind as to do so.
Frozen snap peas fall from airplanes overhead. | can prove
it by the bump on my head. Next round's on me. World
without end. Amen.

Sonnetto Incognito

If one reads without worrying, it's utterly
gorgeous. The sort of gorgeousness one
expects from high-end trade publishers.
The right vehicle for the right job--that's
what we need to keep in mind, no matter

what. Done as well as humans do it, small
wonders come down the pike, one after
another. Systematically changing one's
perspectives until some final arrangement is
suddenly arrived at when we least expect it.

| think of Robert Merrill's Escamillo and
shivers run down my back. Divergent
impulses--yoking them together. Decisive
moments we sometimes live to regret.
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