Of Haints in the Woods

It was night-time in the dream and my three-year-old-girl
			   Ran out of the woods by the house and into the moonlit
Yard and I was in the window upstairs watching as another
			   Isabella ran out of the woods laughing and suddenly
Another of her identical, the three of them like sisters, 
			   Held hands in a circle and the image of their dancing
And the sound of their singing together as one was so 
			   Unnerving I have never forgotten after twenty years. 
Who are we seeing when the people we love run out
			   Of the woods suddenly in the dark like this? Who is it 
Talking to us on the phone whose voice is so garbled, so
	 		   Low it’s a mumble because he has been dead for years?
Who is that woman when I was a boy only dreaming, who
			   Stood under a tree and called to me walking toward me
Slowly her eyes full of x’s as she approached? Who
			   Am I to see all of this, to write the details down, these 
Stories from another world? My daughter says to relax, 
			   It’s just that old carnival wheel turning inside us and
Anyway you are a writer and are supposed to see things 
			   The real and the unreal in everything and she is right. 
Just under my skin, the skeleton so quiet and dignified
			   Just waiting in the body, just biding its time to be free
At the edge of some woods in the middle of the night. 

