Poetry Porch: Poetry

A cast iron railing
By D. S. Maolalai

on a brittle

frost morning;
some wet twists

of cobweb
hanging
cathedral-light
beam tight,
spangled

by black

in a silver

white frost.

I'look at wild art
with my hands

in my pockets.

we need milk for coffee.
I’'m going for milk.
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