
[image: 9780062645241_Cover.jpg]








[image: ]









DEDICATION

FOR HELEN





EPIGRAPH


It’s not as though I had a cow to milk,

or do I?

—James Tate                
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DARK NIGHT’S FLY CATCHER

Thatched myself

Over with words.

Night after night

Thatched myself

Anew against

The pending eraser.





SEEING THINGS

I came here in my youth,

A wind toy on a string.

Saw a street in hell and one in paradise.

Saw a room with a light in it so ailing

It could’ve been leaning on a cane.

Saw an old man in a tailor shop

Kneel before a bride with pins between his lips.

Saw the President swear on the Bible

while snow fell around him.

Saw a pair of lovers kiss in an empty church

And a naked man run out of a building

waving a gun and sobbing.

Saw kids wearing Halloween masks

Jump from one roof to another at sunset.

Saw a van full of stray dogs look back at me.

Saw a homeless woman berating God

And a blind man with a guitar singing:

“Oh Lord remember me,

When these chains are broken set my body free.”





AT THE VACANCY SIGN

There was a small room in the back

With a bed and a chair,

And a grim old woman

Who unlocked the door

And made herself scarce,

Leaving you there alone

With a thin ray of sunlight

You could imagine talking to

Every time it dropped in for a visit,

And falling quiet

As it got ready to leave.
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