Keats
The poet with fever
is buried

in the darkness

of a room in Rome.

He dreams

of still having dreams,
of walking late at night

the far distance home, happy
to be alone under cold stars,

brimful with warm friendship.
Oil lamps waver

in keen, fitful gusts.

Dead leaves scatter at his feet.

he never would have conjured,

his corpse just one among many
shrouded in the sky,

on a Tower of Silence

for vultures to pick clean,
rain to erase.
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