
      Nikki


      

      
      
         You left before you had the chance to say

Happy Twelfth Birthday

And let me in my little room delay

Another twenty, anyway



For every friendship, yours is in the way

Not ghastly gray

But sitting as you were with plaits that day

With sagely wrinkle, stay



Come down, Old Maid, from moonlit hills of May

And see the play

And take the clocks about the heads, away

Of theater-goers’ sway



And grab that thief the moon, whose turns betray

That time we knew yesterday

Where every man could scoff at dream’s dismay

And every girl could pray.
      

      
   
      Game of Ruse and Boon


      

      
      
         The moon, decaying, shrunken in the sky

To chilling rictus, ghastly, pallid, grim,

Grinned dimly down upon the madling group.

Their leader crept with barely hidden bones

And neat, precisely torn and tattered robes

Along the road. They jeered a ribald song

And dashed towards a door, and struck the gong

That summoned those within to meet their fate.

The gathered spirts on the doorstep howled,

Delivering their imprecations fell;

The threat of evils supernatural

Averted for a certain price... Dark hands

Reached down to place the gifts in open sacks.

The fiends, placated, laughed in high-pitched shrieks,

And turned in bounding capers 'neath the moon

To bring their bargain to the next in line...




      

      
   
      St. Augustine While Ill


      

      
      
         joy is a veneer

beach, sand, sea do not reach me

horror seeps right through
      

      
   
      Blow Out of Proportion


      

      
      
         The results are in 

For my wellness tests 

They look quite grim 

Dress in my best 



They show no issues 

No excuses to cancel 

Can't use my tissues 

Must endure this hassle 



More healthy than healthy 

Horrible to my fate 

Even though not wealthy 

This stupid freaky date 



Worried that I'll be 

Judge as a hick 

Weak in the knees 

Wish I was sick 
      

      
   