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A Fragrance in the Air

The tail end of sunset
yellow-reds the sky,
the trees silhouette
on the ridge.

In the quiet house

the ceiling fan hums,

and the shutter

bars the bright lamp outside

and I am alone now

as I talk to the Apple,
write, write, write,

and the world's without.

It's empty here,
it's void, voided,
and the tail end
of her life

barely lingers
as memory of
a fragrance

in the air.



New Blank Document

New blank document
that's what it says.
on screen.

She is
newly blanked out.

She was.

What am I?

not a blank document,
not new,

overwritten for more
than three score

and ten.

Now,

I alone can read
the writing that

we wrote both
together and alone.
Now I read it alone.

I keep writing this poem,
over and over,

and my memory goes over
those last five minutes,
over and over.

One day, it will start to go over
the years before those minutes.

A lonely rehearsal
before an empty hall
peopled by insubstantial.



