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Frank De Canio

Correspondences

How beautiful those summer leaves
were, blossoming along with your
infectious tugging on my sleeve
while talking. All this was before

| pared your flower from the branch
of self-regard that nurtured it.

Then both of you began to blanch
before my seasoned counterfeit.



Now autumn leaves are falling down,
befuddled by a gusty wind.

It's scathing as my forlorn frown
that's vainly trying to rescind

the wages of my cavalier

response, as more leaves start to sere.
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