
Alexandra – Emilia Bucur

Polar opposite synchronization

Two planets are approaching
on the same trajectory of / after hundreds of years tonight,
an event out of the ordinary space
and you say that the planets Jupiter and Saturn
looked upon from the room’s angle are reflected OK
in this night flooded with stars through the telescopes 
from all the walls of the room.
Each wave of opacity is clearly seen how it bends,
where the oxygen in the air is going like a small gyration
and how the trail of the smallest distance is seen
between the two planets like between two hallways.

The synchronization between the two ceilings with clouds from space,
a ceiling instead of the floor and the ceiling from the up top 
looking at itself face to face,
the smallest distance / cold air between the blank spaces /
can hardly be breathed / unbound.
The ceiling is starting to amass and illuminate
like a single dot from outside the room,
everything starts with a story you say
and we huddle at stories around the luminous dot
even though the pieces of mobile furniture aren’t physically in the same place 
in the dot,
just one alongside the other in demarcated spaces
but in the same dot the size of a room.

The subaquatic hollow from the layer of polar air,
the dots freeze inside the objects set
on the layers of ice of the polar table,
just seem distanced one from the other
at the middle of the Earth / at the middle of everything / 
from the best angle,
double dot / sneaky glance
like a ball of yarn made into a baseball from one side to the other,
furniture starts to be moved
on distances directly proportional to those from space,
then move between planets,
the rain of comets starts to come from the lightbulb on the hallway
and floods the room.
Then,
it follows
the hidden dots in planets orbiting around the chamber.

Two hours later, 
Two dots,
Two hours made from dots,
Two dots made from hours.
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