
nuclear winter

the myrtle falls across the wall
and the evenings darkness like a shawl

wraps the light and holds it in
after the flfirewinds of fall

though sun will come it withers fast
crumbling leaves as if the past

had not been and did not teem
As if it was not meant to last

beyond an image in the holy mind
As if not meant to shape the wind

to wend around the rosy sun
of flowering nor quietly to find

A place of evergreen to flourish in
the newer winter has come to spin

the sun around and never warm
the air is dry and human skin

crisps in nitrogen
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