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A
 
M

id
s
u

m
m

e
r 

N
ig

h
t's

stood before 
him

and asked, "Is this really yo
u

?
"

know
ing only then

w
ould they com

e tonight
unexpected,

holding
 w

hite candles.

A
gainst a silver 

background
he show

ed m
e the lines of his hands

then ran
above the m

isted rise
shouting out - m

y nam
e.

A
nd so

 still I chase
yet closer, and

again I w
ill sleep tonight

outside m
y sheets, the w

indow
open, aw

aiting
their arrival.

T
heir source
T

he Land of W
inds

they are keepers
of the ivory truth,

they have show
n m

e pictures,
and brought m

e pom
egranate leaves

w
hich they press
into m

y hands
staining these fingers,

C
ouch Sleeping

I have heard th
e

 w
in

d
 how

l,
S

everal tim
es in several days,

F
ar off lonely intensely 

as w
olves.

It fills m
e w

ith a longing
F

or the plains and flow
ing tallgrass,

M
eat and the hunt.

I aw
ake startled

H
alf in, half out

A
ll is eerie a

t 4
 a

m
 

...
T

he how
ling

 . . .
S

hivering glass . . .
T

he
 thought of w

olves.

C
andles burn to stubs

In aw
kw

ard inattentiveness
D

ozing 
. . . "F

a
ll o

f A
m

e
rica

" in
 hand,

W
ake to

 fin
d

A
 beard has grow

n 
. . . nails are long

 .
A

 draw
n how

l of confusion.

E
ric S

tevenson

som
e call them

 ghosts.

R
.T. 

H
ayashi

33
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