Conversation With a Young Poet

by Albert Stimson

[Slowly, in a whining, 
[Interrupting slightly, in a

depressed monotone with 
brisk, tough, motherly

a sigh at the end of each 
tone.  Simultaneous when

line.]



on the same line.]

It is dark 





Which means it’s bedtime.



And cold.





Put on a sweater.

I am alone.





It’s your own bloody fault,

I hate the way


Always hiding away

The trees in the 

From friendship in

Moonlight whisper

Your moonlit room.

My name.





You used to climb

They are evil,


Those trees.

Those trees,




Because the ghost 

The spirit of summers

Of my wicked,


Past

Wicked past


Lives on in

Lives in them


Their branches.

Tearing my heart






Well, you

Like a raven


Go on raving

Across the moon.

Like a loon.

I hate the moon.






Then shut the blinds.

I hate the cold


And remember,





It’s always darkest

And the darkness.

Before the dawn.

