you scream, waiingjrom a nigiitmare.

Wiien [ sfeepwal(k
intoyour room, and picR you up,
and fofd you up in tiie moonligfhit, you cling to me
Rard,
as lfdinging could save us. | think

ou think

1 will never die, [ think | exude

to you the permanence oj smoke or stars,
even as
my Groken arms fieal themse(ves around you.

| Rave fieard you telf
thie sun, don't godown, [ fiave stood by
as you tofd the )‘(ower. don'tgrow ofd,
don't die. Little Mauo,

1 would 6fow tfie flame out of you sifver cup,
[ wou(d suck tiie rot from your fingernail,
1 wou(d 6rushi your s‘pmuting fiair of the dying ligfit,
T woufd scrape the rust off your ivory tones,
1 would fie(p deatii escape thirough the (ittle rits of your Gody,
I alciiemize the ashes of your cradfe ack into wood,
[ would fet notfiing oj you go, ever,
untif wasfierwomen
cel fiens scratch their spell across Ratchict Glades,
and rats waik away fron'\ thie cultures of tiie piague,
and men fee( as free on eartfi as fleas on tie Godies of men,
and foves no (onger wﬁisyer to the presence Geside them in the
dark, O corpse-to-te. . .

Back you go, into your crit.

Mie last BlackGird fights up fiis gofd wings: farewell.
your eyes close inside your Reqd,
in sfeep. Afready
in your dreams the fiours Gegin to sing.

Little s(eep’s-ﬁeab sprouting fiair in fie moon(lgﬁt.
when [ come Back
we wil( go out togetﬁer.
we will walk out togetﬁcr among
thie ten thousand things,
each scratchied too fate with such ﬁnowl’cbge, thie wages
of Oying is (ove.
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