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sh–Hayes

A street called Wo
rry. 

A small street stood
 stamped with tall, I

talic

Houses that leaned 
forward, brown and

 blemished,

Lifeless and limp as
 the limbs of trees.

They domino steepl
y up the cobble way

,

Weaving and snakin
g north, dipping the

n climbing fourth

In the wake of oak-
flourished hills that

 overlook,

In the wake of oak-
flourished hills that

 overlook,

Resilient and beacon
-proud between poc

kets of howling wind
.

In the mist, the me
n would walk; sulking

 and scowling around
,

And in the cold, the
 fog is found, group

ed and idle in gangs
 of white,

Above, the stars ar
e huddled for warm

th, like twinkling sp
rinkles 

Of silver salt, and t
he spotlight moon lo

oks on in glowing co
ncern.

Most of the window
s are nervously shut

 and the ones

That are not will in 
time, begin, to fran

tically swing in the 

That are not will in 
time, begin, to fran

tically swing in the 

Cynical sweep of th
e breeze. Behind yo

u will find the 

faces of people who
 really don‛t want to

 be found. 

Even the trees quiv
er and freeze, even

 the sky

even the ground. 

The streetlamps glo
wer and scour the r

oad

For anything left in
 the night,

Nothing wants to be
 seen by anything 

Nothing wants to be
 seen by anything 

Not even darkness n
ot even light. 


