
TANGLED 
By  Gi l b e r t  S ome rs  

I fought relentlessly with the lines; 
bright white and crystallized 

tethers bound unbreaking 
to soul sails, 

caught for lift, 
left for gain, 

writing long lost love 
across the sky 
in winding patterns 
of  acrid gold 

remembering the ties 
to you. 

Half  a century is a long time to be tangled. 
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