LI'yn O ague

Janus

“So how s the love life
this spring?’—

the grandfatherly type,
overly casual .

“Not,” grunbles the wonman,
young—

now not quite as young as
usual .

“And?” Cently he | eads her
on—

If she is wlling to
conti nue.
“And . . .” She sketches

droppi ng a man—
“burden, dolt, bum I’ m
t hr ough!”

In a vision he knows he’l
not experience

agai n, her clothes vanish
| i ke snoke—



Ll yn
Mobiu
Ibbet

she stands nude, open,
fresh as water.

Behi nd his eyes she sees,
in the distance,

once again, a vision she
can't let go—

solid, spreading, generous,
| i ke an oak.
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