
 
Fog 
by Emily Warn 
 
One day I will become fog 
and drift through spring trees 
 half in petal half in leaf. 
I will become the neighborhood, 
assuming outlines of trees and bungalows 
as grass assumes the broken ground 
of a bulldozed lot. I will clothe 
the body of the earth, the grey factory 
and the blossoming magnolia 
alike in their solitary communion with me. 
 
I will return what fog gave me 
in the years of my despair, 
how I would sink into it 
until my spirits rose out 
of the half-hidden branches, 
lifting as the fog lifted, returning 
the world to itself as a gift. 
 
--END-- 


