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I.

In another man's 

life, it's Tuesday, and there are

poems to be made.

Forty-nine years from

today, exactly, will you

type on my machine?

Again, the train sound;

all of America sleeps,

yet still it lows on.

The weight of wine-full

fatigue is fully on me 

now. The thin pillow.

Spanish Moss. It just

feels good to say it. Spanish

Moss. So beautiful.

Great Uncle Oak, your

Spanish Moss hanging like hair,

what can I get you?

Great Uncle Oak, may 

I brush the Spanish Moss from

your peeling brown eyes?

Does the lizard in 

the palm tree by the sidewalk

know this is The South?

Raindrops fat as bed-

bugs splat like bed-bugs, full

of blood, on the dirt.
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