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XII.

Dear car, street, tree, church,

do you remember when I 

first drew you? I do.

One pigeon alone

on all that black wire; where has

everybody gone?

Where are you, lizards?

There is still sunlight for you

to sleep in. Right there.

The shadow stretches

from the church, wanting to leave,

but unable to.

Morning sky, but one

blue shade; enviable for

its concentration.

Great Uncle Oak, the

Spanish Moss, the lizards—the

holy trinity.

Drinking hot tea by

myself on a cool morning;

relatively calm.
I will leave here for

the last time tonight—will we

miss one another?

If ever you fall,

Great Uncle Oak, wherever

we are, we'll hear you. 
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