A Garden at Night

On powdery wings the white moths pass,
And petals fall on the dewy grass;

Ower the bed where the poppy sleeps
The turtive fragrance of lavender creeps.
Here lived an old lady in davs long gone,

Like the scent ol lowers her spirit weaves

[ts winding way through the maze ol leaves;

Up and down like the moths it goes:
Never and never it finds repose.

Gentle she was, and quiet and kind,

But Miting and restless was her old mind.
So hither and thither across the lawn
Her spirit wanders, tll grey ol dawn
Rouses the cock in the valley far,

And the garden waits [or the morning star.

Ghost in the Garden

The ghost in the garden
Cracks twigs as she treads
Shuffles the leaves

But isn't there

The ghost in the garden

Snaps back the brambles

So they spring against my legs
But isn't there

Draws spiders’ webs across my face
Breathes mist on my cheek

Whispers with bird-breath down my ear
But isn't there

Tosses raindrops down from branches
Splashes the pond

Traces aface init

That isn't mine

Moves shadows underneath the trees
Too tall, too thin, too tiny to be me

Spreads bindweed out to catch me
Flutters wild wings about my head
Tugs at my hair

But isn't there

And when | look

There’s only the bend of grass
Where her running feet

Have smudged the dew

And there's only the sigh
Of her laughter

Trickling

Like

Moonlight

On

Wet

Weeds.



