The Nature of Daylight

by Elizabeth J. Colen




You close your eyes,

susceptible to every conjured darkness.
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round her head, in the las
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the way the pillow
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and she still alive.




The trees surround a house, silently uptooting the brick path,

: Ifhickness o% io;t iéaves clégging the citytirain.
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An hour ago the setting sun left welts on our arms
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like black beets in pickling jars.
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Red orange dust
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in a halt of brake lights.




The boy puts the pitchfork down slowly,
lets the night fill his newly opened fist.




