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Late October 
By Robert K. Johnson 
 

 

The garden’s last rose 

has surrendered, shriveled 

to more brown than red. 

 

But I know, come April, 

new petals will open 

like the tiny fingers 

of a baby's fist. 

 

Still better, if  

I close my eyes, 

I can see a woman 

who kisses my lips 

and makes time stop. 

 

 


