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The LAWN SWI NG

The lawn swing, gliding smoothly in summer air
In fragrant twilight, across sacrosanct, living grass
The cool damp green crew cut beneath bare feet

wao =@ Silentlyin motion, soft acceleration

. Thenslowing down, shifting direction
Holdingyou in the pendulum

In moments of stillness

Ina space barely contained

Bythe stolid, simple machinery of it

| Inthe safest back yard memory can reach
| knew there was more to it than that
Inthe world outside the wall of weeds
Beyond the trellises, eternal summers
Rosescented, adolescent absorption
There would be another year, and another
Where the swing began to gain speed

To move too fast for safe feelings

Trying to grasp the stillness and hold on



PILLOW on FIRE
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The room is dark, even after | open my eyes.

Shie says!

She

demands in a whisper, crying.
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She asks.
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| kept asking him where we were going. He was talking about the airplane he was

building, that looked like a sailboat. It was going to take us back to the city. He kept
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opened my eyes, | thought the pillow was on fire. It was the lightning, shining in from
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Tearsstreaked her cheeks, like the shadows of rain running down her satin gown.
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Shedrew in a long, slow breath, silhouetted against the window glass as lightning
flashed behind her.

She whispered, @



MIDNIGHT in NEW YORK

Innocenteyed
uncomprehending

| absorb the ghost of
New York at midnight
after the grind of

a torchrhot Monday
oddly lifeless along
dark side streets

old buildings, conjoined
in ragged brick facades
emptied of their

old lives, died out

the dried-out husks

like locust shells

stuck to lawn furniture Later, in a dream

back home in Indiana a bear in a pink tutu
empty after the mating with too many teeth
seventeen years to sleep no longer entertaining
and now this brittle shape dismounts the unicycle
is all that remains and eats a wicked child

less than a memory with cotton candy hair



