Carriage Ride

A clop of nails 

stables – hay rides still -

Central Park in autumn 

A tethered dirigible

Mounted cop

A surge of love -

To ask him something!

any – a thing noble

Where am I?

How do I find

the way towards

Carriages – to ride?

He points a boot

In stirrup, black 

And wouldn’t speak.

Across the lawn

A tired queue 

Worm beneath

Grim quilts

A slow traverse

around

A beaten hoof

the sound

A crepitating blur

A start

A muted crack

and stare towards

the bramble

torn apart

livid shadows

shadowed dark.

