
A Necklace of Skulls

Feeding the Poor at Christmas

Every Christmas we feed the poor.
We arrive an hour late: Poor dears,

like children waiting for a treat.

Bring your plates. Don't move.

Don't try turning up for more.

No. Even if you don't drink

you can't take your share

for your husband. Say thank you

and a rosary for us every evening.

No. Not a towel anJ a shirt,

even if they're old.

What's that you said?

You're a good man, Robert, yes,

beggars can't be, exactly.
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