ERIC HOLZMAN MERCEDES LAWRY The green odes of late May deceive us,

summoning hope, which is sometimes
. but a thief in the night.
S/gﬁ’(; Jrf (/Z_/ai/\fgsWS/B/’ ><2721i§ S p r | n g We are safest with rain abundant
’ . and no need to peer past trees
| n d ete r m | n a te close to the house, hearing
roof patter, window plinks.
Out back, a blue cacophony
wild with echoes and nerve:
columbine, campanula, foxglove,
bells, and rampant stars
above the old leaves from fall, now
blackened, crumbling, housing
fat worms in the sweet rot.
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