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FEVER 
DREAM 

JOHN JAMES 

Rumor of winter: the stars are duly aligned 
and I'm afraid 

of what the weather might do. 

The sow this month freezes in her skin 
and there is no barn in which to sleep. 

I wrench myself awake: moon-bright 
in the yoke of blue November. 

And the oxen, they are gone, buried 
in the swale 

that we call heaven. 

On my eyelids, the half-buds of fireflies 
droning that summer 

in their yellow haze of longing-

your mouth, mine, wreathed in position 
to make this gift 

comforted, as if to say, mother. 
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