
 

brisk 

I don’t think 

there is a poem 

as brisk 

and real 

as a walk into Thomaston 

on a winter night 

with soft powdered sugar falling 

and the ground unfrozen and soft 

lamb chops, oysters, and lobster ale 

double espresso, chocolate mousse 

raspberry sauce 

for dinner 

walking hard and fast 

returning 

home again 
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