The Lake Again
I walked back to the lake again,

In early evening, to watch the setting sun play across its waters,

To hear the cicadas drone from the edge of the woods nearby,

To see the herons pick along the shore in the fading orange,

And wait for the night’s first stars.

The moon arose like Ghilbert’s ghost above the point,

And scarcely a cloud would cross its pale pumpkin face.
I stayed to feel the moon’s rays bathe the pines behind - 
The scrub and brush on the jagged slopes to my side.

There was a time I drew my strength from the beauty and the sight,

And once again tonight, I draw a breath,

But this time I came to say goodbye.

