
Last Vi s i t Ho me 

Wes Hempel 

My parents are ly ing in  thei r  house 
Down th is  stretch of street now a sea 
of walnut  leaves the s idewalk  turns 
to d i rt beneath my .feet becoming bare 
some part of me eager and smal l  

(did I imag ine them fal l i ng  
out  of  planes 
cross ing center div iders 
left s lumped on the rug 
by a man in a stocking?) 

When I look at the s ky it parts 
above the corner lamps buzz ing on 
and whole m i n utes l i ke years 
over the reach of yel low g rass 
strang l ing wi ld vi nes choking 
honeysuckle and ivy on these trees 

When there is  no train 
I hear its d istant wai l  
c l i m b  the g abled roof 
the s ma l l  of my back 
f lush agai nst the ch imney 
see its th i n  g rey p lume 
and houses in the neigh borhood 
where it is  always Autumn 
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NORTHRIDGE REVIEW 

The tangled roots beneath the trunk 
of that oak in the schoolyard where 
I hunched that remarkable Fall over 
blue paper sheets against my knees 
scribbling secret messages 

Then left them 
stabbed through twigs 
astonishing blue leaves 
for you to find 

Dear Frances 
tonight beside this broken sky 
1 almost remember what they said 
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