The No Heat-Oil Haiku Blues

Driving home, smoke from

the engine — shielding me from

home, a moving wall.

Driving home, smoke from

the engine — shielding me from

home, a moving wall.

What the cold kills, it
preserves — a dead squirrel by

the gate, dead since fall.

In a cottage with-

out heat-oil, thick with breathing,

and without claret.

In a cottage with-

out heat-oil, thick with breathing,

and without claret.

My love pulls her wool

cap down, rubs my pants until

my balls can't bear it.

Prospective pet, the 

caption called her; a pound dog

with her thin tail coiled.

Prospective pet, the 

caption called her; a pound dog

with her thin tail coiled.

Space-heater at her 

feet, my love cries over the 

news; still no heat-oil.
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