
A Love Song to December
inspired by TS Eliot

If there is winter there is suffering
cold and blue in the evenings
sucked down into tissue bins and
rolling migraines that rattle the
bars on the windows

But are we still lost?

Tracks lead the doorways to our
doorways and new
doorways that open 
restaurants who serve only 
cold tea 
and ice cream

Alone is not lonely
Yet deeper inside there lies
a yearning for lonely
or a knowing of lonely
deep, sick, black 
below the rows of melted candlesticks 
Oh, don’t you just love 
the fall

If there is winter there is ice
in the eyes of madmen
business-like fortresses that gleam
in the white-glow
Hello?
Come in, please, out of 
the mess and wipe yourself off
there is no wrong way to leave

Locked up alone we can sing
louder than the snow storms
thicker and quicker than we knew
how to in youth

On the brink
of an afternoon fire
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A sickle to a falling tree
along the river
where we lay our dead

Losses in the fire-water
sage under moon-shut eyes

The wet dress of a lady
torn down below 
a blackthorn bush

Legs cut
ears bleeding

Hollow plains
seeds
and rain























St. Louis Blues
inspired by TS Eliot

Hungry teeth seek night-time
the secret stashes of sunset flesh
allied chum 
docks
men
lain flat on weekend runs

Sweetened grain fills
lips to stomachs
boy to brother
mother to mother
the Mississippi
headland wave

Steamboat cries make the night shake
hunger is mean
the departure bell tolls

Those who won’t leave
stay on-line, staked up
casting their fly to the morning
whispering with lead tongues
leading their limbs
to the mud-tucked floor










	



