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when I came home


the world got wider









To Ken Slaughter


thank you


for having taught me


five lines


the outstretched fingers


of an open hand









MY FISTS CLENCHED
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in the spitting rain


the flags just barely flutter;


I walk faster


with my fists clenched


till despair crawls in


snow can burn


it has a million ways of being


and melting


the way my eyes could


if


at night


my arms will hold


my chest


a shield against


what’s tucked inside


if just


my heart quit


fluttering


along the trails


—running hares


dreams


of pulling all


too close


I wake up


even tighter
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