
Catahoula Drive By 

 

The rise, 

specters in the sunlight. 

 

Soft white. 

Dusty gray, amidst dull scrabble. 

 

Standing back water, 

an invitation to higher boughs. 

 

Landing  

on cypress fingers, 

an April gift, 

wrapped in feathers, 

 

Watching 

fire driven engines 

crossing 

the winnowed world. 


