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GHOST LETTERS

Letters to ghosts
left behind by the fire,
some buried inside walls;

letters by ghosts
dropped under your bed,
smelling of old photographs.
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GRAVEYARD GIRL

There's a little girl
who loves the shadows,
loves the ghosts of ancient times,
often sitting between trees and 
tombstones,
sneaking out at night,
listening to tales of old
whispered from beneath the ivy,
somewhere in the ground;

and sometimes at midnight
for a minute between days
she meets them for a moment,
the spectres keeping her alive
with company and gentle tone,
hushing her despair and fear
with all their love and memories fond
of other girls who lived before.
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THE GHOST OF THE PRIEST

The ghost of the priest
in the ruins of the church down the 
road
still lends his ear
to all who need a friendly guide

and so he waits
by the crumbled front steps
outwaiting the centuries
in case you grow weary of the world
in the middle of the night,
awakened by uneasy dreams
or kept awake by bitter thoughts

and you find comfort in knowing
you won't be judged for slipping out 
of the house and down the road
in nightclothes and unlaced boots,
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neither by neighbours nor priest,
as this is just what you do
when sorrow drives you out of bed
as many an ancestor before

and the village has ever been strong
thanks to one priest too stubborn
to let death revoke his vocation
and so you slip on your boots

and you slip out of the door
hurrying down to the pater
who will listen until dawn

and you know
you won't feel the cold stone steps
on which all the generations sat

and you find comfort in that as well
belonging so much your body knows
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the stone steps mean solace
thanks to one priest too stubborn
to let death stop him from doing
the best thing he could ever do.
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GHOST WATERS

There's a ghost sipping holy water
from a chalice,
staring square into your eyes
I fear not, it whispers,
the water nor the flame.
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GHOST STATION

We entered the abandoned space 
station. The second door of the lock 
slid open just before we reached it, 
then light flickered on.
It was a feeling of welcome and 
comfort, for a moment.
Then, the mission leader grabbed a 
handhold to stop his momentum and 
turned his head back us, slightly 
shaking: "I don't remember them ever
mentioning installing automated 
systems for that. You?"
Shit. He was right.
We were still trying to think of the 
best course of action when we heard a
thin but steady voice.
"I didn't mean to startle you. It's just 
been such a long time."
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"Wha-"
A milky shadow moved into sight, 
translucent. The scheme of a middle-
aged man.
"Welcome to my humble home, 
comrades. I started the heater, should 
be getting warm in a moment." He 
gave us a ghostly grin, lopsided.
Finally, it dawned unto us, the grin 
familiar from photographs. The one 
cosmonaut who didn't make it last 
time, fallen victim to a faulty EVA 
suit.
Well, we had seen weirder things on 
our missions. And a ghost on the 
space station sure seemed handy.
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GHOSTS ON THE BUS

There are ghosts on the bus,
the ones who forgot their ways home;
there a ghosts on the bus,
out of downtown;
there are ghosts on the bus
riding with me,
just two seats away;
there are ghosts on the bus
following me home.
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GHOST MESSAGES

Leaving answering machine messages
to ghosts
on flimsy evenings
of cobweb dreams and dusty feet
running into tides of steel
while phone lines collapse
and cascades of glass swallow sunset
trapping the ghosts in tiny bubbles
leaving your messages unheard



@starfishskies                                                      12

THERE ARE GHOSTS ON THE 
FERRIS WHEEL

There are ghosts on the ferris wheel
riding through the night
over and under and across the trees
climbing the ancient creaking sky.
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THERE ARE GHOSTS IN MY 
PLANTS

There are ghost in my houseplants
drinking from the green
and eating from the sky
speaking the language of asteroids.


