
The Haunted Sky

                necklace, dumbbell,
                     footprint, skull,
                   catseye, helix,
                       southern owl;

                              dead red       
                                   giants

                                                           this light
                                                       trembles through
                                                  the last few miles

                                              brings news of cataclysms

                           gas expanding
                            light years
                     gains electrons       glows
                        in mourning glory

                               with dishes, tubes, arrays
                      we gather particles and waves
                            and scattered cosmic histories,
                                discover suicides and accidents —
                                     discover murders, maybe
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