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hiss the cats to porcupines 
and witch the cauldron to bubbling bones –
the moon is on a broomstick flight 
till churchyards walk in skeletons –

half-way wraiths weave in and out
beneath a dance of shadow bats 
as pumpkins flicker their pale light 
into the mists of midnight streets –

a murder of crows and spider webs
scuttle the blood and crawl the spine
as midnight ghosts and wandering dead
roam the shadows of all hallows eve.
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