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American Gothic

Her eyes on mine, and
without a word the old lady
shook her head. From the neighboring
Cottage she shook, without a word.

A moment, and I without a word 
I understanding nothing but nothing 
I shook my head then smiled.
But she kept on, she shook.

And my eyes on hers
which surely didn’t see me, 
I stopped shaking my head.
She shook her head again more.

At the nearby zoo
with his horn, a peacock 
sustained his cry of faith and it 
didn’t arrange anything.
