
         …july 8, 1986…

there are ten thousand questions 
that i have not asked
and may not ever find the words 
to properly express –

ten thousand questions
splitting an atomic sky
stunning the brain 
in wireless activity –

ten thousand questions
like mushroom thoughts
preparing to erupt 
night abysses –

i hover on the brink of fireworks 
waiting for 
ten thousand questions to explode 
my inner consciousness.

©pamela swanson
www.poetpam.com


