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used to like moss 
 
 
used to like moss 
 
the color of antiquity 
here it signifies eating away what is 
the obsession of home: 
the bees have been on the cherries 
now the petals fall, leaving dried stamens 
that muddy the white. 
 
In a dark wood the mockingbird sings, thinking 
it is night, like babies crying from another room 
when the first room is stuffed with mothers. 
 
 
 
 
 
kept all her letters 
 
 
kept all her letters before she disappeared 
a portrait softly altered under the spotlight 
and the bow still vibrating   hard to describe 
the way the cherry trees move in and out 
of the picture, float to the foreground 
recede in the next frame.  No longer seeable 
without blossoms, before fruit. 
Symbols unreadable, glass flowers, 
the little ice cold hand at the heading of the chapter. 
But I reveal my unconscious. 
See this picture where they all wear beaks, 
clearly delighted. 
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