
Frai l Grace 

I w a t c h m y f raying face i n the mi r ro r . 
Shadows seep d o w n m y cheeks 
a n d c l ing to m y c h i n . 
Shadows seep d o w n these wal ls 
f rom the sky a n d l ie i n piles 
of l aundry , corners, compartments a n d cracks. 
T h e house ho l lowed out 
recalls not a th ing . 

W i n d o w s b l i n d whi te 
t oward shame-quiet d a w n . 
T h e house empties. 

Trees beyond h o l d ten thousand shook rags. 
T e n thousand shook rags clean empty 
m y d r u m - h o l l o w , spider-scrap fo rm 
for an instant, before I a m back, 
web locked i n shadow, 
palms u p o n the dust-pure sills. 
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