The Pond 

Slackened as a fold of skin

An undulation of dusk

Such plunder lies beneath its mask

A vacillation of wine
A tarnished plate of auburn sky

Implanted in prolific loam

Such relics linger by its banks

Accumulating filth and smut 

Carnations flourish, sallow and fair

Thin petals burst resplendently

Rotund globules of liquor dew

Border such a velvet brim

As sunset rears its golden locks

The earth enveloped in its blaze

A rosy palm caresses her cheek

The village drowning in shadow


                                               -Toni 

