
11 
{From Counting to 100) 

late evening news 
with the sound low 

fingers tap the minutes 
on the window jamb 

hour hand creeps 
in the blue-lit room 

limbs tick at glass 
while winds cruise the highway 

a few d i m stars 
idle o n the horizon 

through a slash in the hills 
the road disappears 

A L A N R. W I L S O N 


