
Richard Luftig 
 

 
December: Near Decatur, Illinois 
 
Fence rows of old Osage orange, 
their crowns capped with white,  
are trying to keep their heads about 
them in these snow filled fields  
 
while their owners, winter-weary 
farmers, dream of selling out,  
packing it in for Florida Airstreams  
in RV parks on a man-made lake  
 
stocked with genetically perfect  
bass. But as temperatures drop 
faster than hog futures, they hold on,  
knowing how if they followed, 
 
like the migrating geese now 
flying in their chevron flight, 
that sooner rather than later  
this stong, flat land pulls hard  
 
like a compass stuck on due 
north, how they’d end up each late 
Orlando afternoon in their knees shorts 
and black socks, walking down  
 
the winding drive to the clusters 
of mostly unopened mailboxes,  
wishing for news of Indian summers 
back home that never seem to arrive. 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



Entrapment 
 
The wooden thermometer in the Kiwanis Park 
reports that they’ve reached eighty percent  
toward building the new hospital wing,  
and the Dairy Queen sign advertising half off  
an Artic Rush also is pleased to announce  
that Salvation is a Gift from Our Lord.  
 
Along the State Route that cuts through the heart  
of town, each weathered, gray-slate, clapboard house  
has a sofa on the front porch, a rusted tree swing  
or big, brown beater of a Pontiac parked on  
a washboard-dirt drive. But the side gardens,  
each full as the old person’s lap who tend them, 
 
are swelling with costume-jewelry sunflowers,  
peonies,  tomatoes, snap beans, pattypan squash  
that their owners have placed in a crate along the curb  
along with an empty Maxwell House can where the passerby 
might pay on the honor system right before he’s hit with 
the hundred buck fine for doing forty-five in a thirty zone. 
  



Three Empty Cans of Paint 
 
They were used perhaps 
for an office to be converted 
a nursery but never finished  
after the baby died, 
 
or maybe by the man 
down the street who grew  
tired of hearing his wife  
complain about the fence, 
  
who hauled each gallon home  
in hopes of becoming the next  
Tom Sawyer, watching his children  
do the job. And maybe they did. 
 
Or a farmer in the country  
got a good deal, 
painted his barn then 
had his wife throw them 
 
away on her commute 
to the graveyard shift  
she pulls at the Ford plant  
just to make ends meet.  
 
And I pass them each day 
in the vacant lot, rusting with 
autumn, freezing in winter,   
faces gaping at a summer sun, 
 
dried drippings like teardrops,  
thin metal hands joined at their  
waists, without even their  
semi-glossed coats for protection. 
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