“Ghost House”

Vacant w ndows suck in |ight,
But inner lanps remain unlit.
Tattered curtains--silk unfit
For desertion.

Veils of webs interred within
Lay dormant in the corners--
Still, the only nourners

I n the ghost house.

Edges bl unt and col ors fade
As w nter shades approach

And tongues of frost reproach
The crunpl ed shell.

| spy this broken treasure
Through the trees, a faded
Genstone, |ight degraded;
Now j ust pal e.

Access 1s denied to ne--
The door is rusted cl osed,
Its secrets undi scl osed
To this school boy.

Squatters will no |onger
Ransack barren bedroons,
Crushing fragile bl oons
O ragged spring.

| leave it as it was,

|ts perfect dust unnoved,

Its strength and use unproved
By graspi ng hands.

Umw | ling to be aided,

It wll fall fromforce above- -
O it may crunbl e of

lts own accord.



“Deni al ”

Remenber when the blizzard killed that man?
The news reporter arrived at the scene
Soon after the corpse was taken away.

The | ocal
They speak of,
Li ke |

but |

news won’'t show the dead people
see themin ny m nd,
see the wi ndows covered wth frost.

That norning in Decenber when the frost
Was on the w ndowpanes there was a nan

Who cane to the door.
Com ng back later; |
O ny filmwhere all
Escaped. | just want

| said, why don’t you

| asked i f he’d m nd

was at the scene
t he hostage people

you to go away,

| eave and go away

To sone place where the weather’s nice and frost
Wn't cover your w ndows and strange peopl e

Don’t interrupt your
Began to try to speak
O sonething. | don't

Was not all there, or
Was broken, shattered
Fromthe mrror in ny
| s al nost over:; wl|

nmovi e.

Then the man
of a crine scene
know. | think his mnd

sonething, like his mnd
glass that fell away
bat hroom The scene

you | eave? The frost

Had fallen thick the night before the man

Cane to the door. It
Who found the corpse,
In ny novie. |
Not finishing it,

didn’t

covered the people

scream ng |i ke the people
really m nd

al t hough the news-nan

Said things unfinished won’'t just go away
Like the life did of the man killed in the frost.
| should finish watching ny favorite scene



So |l won't seemlike the man at the scene

O snowed-in death whose warmlife the people
Couldn’t save fromthe sharply biting frost.
The man at the door asked if | would m nd

|f he cane in to help ne take away

The thoughts of the dead and frost-eaten man.

| did mnd that he woul d stop the best scene.
This man and the others should go away
And | et people scrub off their w ndow frost.

“Acqui escence”

A red gl ove di scarded

On a sidewalk in the grey
Rai n where dim

G ey ghosts go about

Their grey business beneath
Gaunt trees stripped

O their robes and quaki ng
For cold sticks out

As flame in shadow, flane
Enshadowed by the cold

Grey tears of a netropolitan
El egy for sunmer

Days and burnt-out bonfires--
A joy of color

Cast off, a renunciation

O that prinmeval sin--

Di fference--the flanme absorbed
To anonymty, a light

Too bright to bear.



“Speaki ng with Shadows”

Sumer flowers fling darkness
behind them or does the sun,
spl ashing yell ow on the day,
shape t he shaki ng shadows?

The appl e’ s voi d-echo weeps
Its woes that it can’t provide
Sweet life like its naker,

For not hi ng can feed not hi ng.

My faceless twin grips the ground,
Cold with lonely horror,

But then | cheer hi m up:

for when the day fades to night

the light will flee fromour eyes
and our shades will be one with us.



“A Tear for Autunmm”

Remenber when we used to play

Toget her even when the sun would go
Bel ow t he edge of Earth as eyes

Rol|l wearily into the head?

When you’ d dance for ne all day

And the wi nd woul d nmake your dress,

Your patchwork dress of col ored sighs
Flutter and whirl in the waning |ight?

Do you recall that as | lay in bed

Asl eep, you’'d wake ne in the night

Wth gentle breath, yet cool, and |I’'d confess
This tender love was all | w shed to know?



But, of course, how could you know

That when you left | wouldn’t want to play
That gane agai n--why not confess

Your plans to | eave? How could you go
So soon and | eave ne there that night
Wth no good-bye? M eyes

Were open through the night in bed

As thoughts of |ight ran through ny head,
And even when the norning |ight

Announced t he dawn of a new day,

Those rays could only nmake ne sigh
Remenbr ance of your sunlit dress.



