Ghost veils 
Spanish moss drips 
from oak and elm,
hangs like gray veils

on a ghost bride
Wind moans

through the branches

while they cry.
Some say spirits

live in trees.
I think the moss

mourns 

young brides

who lost their life

before their innocence,
like the orange blossom bride

buried in her wedding dress

The gray moss

wraps each tree in a web

but unlike a victim,

the tree welcomes its invader

and wears the long, tangled threads, 
as if floating down the aisle,
while Carolina breezes swirl
its ancient silks,
antebellum lace
