Ambush
God lies in wait in the intervals
"The Creation and P. H. Gosse," Borges

God lies in wait in the intervals,
Between intrusions of us,
Between every and day,
Between now and then.

It's easy not to see intervals,
To miss God's ambush,

To avoid the one glimpsed
Out of the eye's corner.

Satan, they say,
Resides in the details:
The Nazi clerk
Listing transports.



