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To foil November, one must steal a truth

to pocket, an honest remedy for chill.

One night a cheddar moon welled full, and we,

with children chained like daisies, drank the sky.

Another time we heard some ancient bells

cry out and lift us celebrant to wind.

Both times I broke a piece of moon, of song,

and with a muslin kerchief wrapped them round

to store for winter; crumbs, unlike Hansel’s bread,

sustaining.  It was a domesticity,

like potted sage, a saving, an aye to see

through storms.  I’d quite forgot I’d put it by.
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