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Like a late March thaw 

she nibbles another crust 
of  yesterday slathered in jam 

made from good 

intentions. She will return 
after a siesta 

enveloped in wings 

yellowed and stiff  
from disuse. Trussed 

in dreams she is 

worshipped by a clowder 
of  housecats bathing 

in afternoon sun.

The Patron Saint of Procrastinators
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