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                     When green grass


                     has turned to dry, brittle wheat


                     and the 25-knot wind


                     can almost be seen


                     in the cold, blue, New Year sky,


                     I’m thinking about


                     someone ‘down South;


                     a singer on the come-back trail.


                     Not in a “blaze of glory”:


                     just a blaze.


                     And the emptiness I feel, 


                     like the spaces between


                     the shadows of the trees -


                     falling up on the road


                     like a dark ladder to nowhere -


                     is no illusion.





                     At least I know


                     the grass will come again.





         


             


                               


