
D a r k Seasons 

c o l d is this : 
the c l a w that caresses your face 
the w i n d that scratches bone 

heat is th i s : 
a ba l loon inf la t ing i n your head 
n a p a l m 

we dress for these 

the lonely c h i l d 
the quiet telephone 
the television's sick l ight 

: these are the dark 
: these are the seasons 
hardest to dress for 

b u y i n g clothes b u y i n g 
love 
we at tempt 
dressing for the dark 

S E B A S T I A N G R A Y 


