
(for Pat) 

a hot summer day 

David Phillips / TWO POEMS 

TH PHOTOGRAPH 

th chair i made on th porch 

pear blossoms at 6: 30 

a.m.

& th tall grass 

we left 

long with sunlight 

on th post 115 

th door half open 

i think yu're inside 

tho no one is 

where they were 

th birds i hear 

could never fly as far 

i've tried 

staying up all night to see 

they're still there 

th purple irises 

31 






