
Good Mourning  
 

Wipe the coffee from your boots 

Brush the ash from your hair 

 

As the numbers tick by 

an unanswered game 

still fixed 

 

Sleeping snowbird’s 

shallow hollow 

Withdrawn dawn  

seeks answer 

 

Forbidden fruit is sweeter 

not only when in Eden  

 

These pills are  

  dice 

 

Good Mourning 

 


