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Spirits 
 
hearing about empty people in bars is no surprise 
that they cling and roll their souls 
in stranger palms. 
 
but do you know they follow home and clasp 
fingers on dreaming throats? 
 
they suspend stranger minds 
twist night thoughts and 
step in 
from the top. 
 
they probe ears with lighted fingers 
they try touch and play 
 
you must make them go 
must make them go away. 
 
 


