
Torch Lake 
 

I see a birdbath here, but no birds; a bottle of rum, but no drinkers; a piano, but no family. 
 
These days all look the same: voiceless, headless. I am tempted to walk out, but no one would 
call after me, “Come back or else!” 
 
So I stare at the water-rings and listen to the crickets. 
 
Thy kingdom. 


