Sonnet
When I purge myself of all that is false,

Of all that leaves me gloomy and bereft,

Like leaden tangos, like a frigid waltz,

Like wondering, eternally, what’s left;
Or when I treat myself to all that’s true,

Of all that leaves me giggly and undone,

Like tasting thyme, like twenty-three skidoo,
Like theorems solved, rent paid, lost children won;
Or when I mix them both chaotically, 
Regressing to my fingerpainting days,
Reds, blacks, blues, greens, pinks, mauves, fantastically
Slopped into streaky, subtle, warship grays;
I then feel proud, at peace and almost wise,

And dream of uncaged birds in empty skies. 

