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1.
Glass

Water is glass let loose of its surface.
The tree in the water has limbs 
that wave twice in the wind.

2.
Pickle

Cold and soft in the hand, 

green with yellow bursting through, 

the seeds inside number in the hundreds,
I taste its past, its present, and sour.

3.
Number

Is it thirty one or 

thirty two on the boat, 

floating by on the river canal

counting the driver?  

I think it was thirty one.  

I counted as fast as I could, 

but now I can't remember the faces.

4.
Electric wheelchair

Brown hair above a wrinkled, leather face,
her head has fallen to one side a little, 

eyes open, a man pushes the cart from behind.  

I look up.  They are gone.

5.
Black


A moment ago, I saw a black ant 

scurrying along by the book sitting 

on my lunch table. I wait. 

The author's photo waits.  

I lift the book, the plates. No ant.  

Ah, here it is.

6.
She calls out

I am sitting writing this poem 

on my Toshiba by the water.
A pretty woman walking by calls out:  

"This is Sunday, no working!"  

I call back:  "This is play!"  She smiles and waves.  

7.
Turkey sandwich on wheat and

For days restaurants along the water 

have been howling tacos, enchaladas, 

crooning roast beef, steaks, and 

gooey pie at me.  Oooooo. Now potato chip 

garnish pins me to the ground.

8.
Hats

This is the moment of strange hats.  

A guy walks by smiling broadly 

in his dark brown cowboy hat.  

(All the others were straw.)  

Now even those who don't have hats have hats.

9.
"Now, that's a thought,"

an older woman's voice says.  

I hear their chairs scrape at the next table.  

Their footsteps move away from the table 

and down the riverbank to the left.  

What thought? The rippling water says.  Who?

10.
Yellow

The railings of the river taxi are yellow. 

So are the seats and seatbacks. Suddenly, 

there's a traffic jam on the river;  there's a 

huge gob of red insisting it wants to get by.  

