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V.

You cannot ask the

Spanish Moss to dance, you can

only watch, and wish.

To ask the Spanish

Moss to be its partner is 

to risk soft laughter.

The vines don't move at

all in the wind; the Spanish

Moss gently shimmers.

Careening through the

vine leaves along the trunk of

an oak; a squirrel.

Mania! Squirrel,

this is your territory! 

You must defend it!

Little squirrels make

such fast-moving shadows that

you cannot see them.

The man who passed out,

wine-full, on the oak branch was

lucky not to fall.

The great oak spreads its

branches wide to protect the 

wide graveyard below.

I am too young yet,

squirrel, but someday, I too will

fill my eyes with nuts.
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