
 The Message 

I thought that someone 

Had slipped a letter 

Under my apartment door. 

I bent to get it 

And found it was only 

A square of moonlight 

Cast there on the floor. 

The moonshine sifted 

Through my fingers 

Like pale, silken sand. 

So what was it 

That I read there, 

In my bleached and  

Empty hand? 




