


We Children





We played checkers


on the banisters


while our sun was bright


and petunias wound their way


upward on a string





By evening we gathered together


on the doorsteps


listening to ghost tales


or watching how stars blinked


and planets stood still





At night we put our board and me away


while flowers closed their blooms


and with phantoms raging in our heads


We shut our eyes


and slept as quiet moons.





