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Murder at Twilight Lake

full moon autumn night
refracted and foggy,
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seemed a lake.
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under yellow wash of headlights
their whispers about the heart
and liver, the youngest’s remark
about the spooling blood. there
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the horses flitting nearby

blood on the porch. the sense
that something had come and gone.
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On Finding An Animal At Burns Bea:

concavities where the eyes sparkled.
jaw that once yawned with daybreak
cheek bones that deflected a kiss
we are this underneath
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