INTERLUDE

Evening has taken me by surprise:
All day bound in this tension

Of collar and tie, held

By the knot my own hands secured
At my throat. This one trick

Even Houdini refused, to be locked
In a body without imagination.

Thank God for the darkness,

- The flavor of flannel nightshirts
Dropped over the head like a curtain
Where all the creases unfold

And all the old dreams tumble 'out.'
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“Low tolerance for pain,” they said,

As they explained your death

And stripped the room, taking

The clock, the television,

The knitted brown and grey spaniels |
That stood on your headboard like sentries.

You gave me stories from your girlhood

As you drifted back

To the tall grass on the Kansas homestead
Where you watched the rabbit sleep in the moon,
To the brown-haired boy who first

Touched you in the cornfield.
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