
      Out One Noon


      

      
      
         Out one noon on the old viaduct,

Speculating, skulking in the fog-shorn hills,

I see an elder woman, naked, hear her beneath my steps.

With every tree stands her freckled leg,

In each dale her spackling, ready feet,

Over her sunken shoulders hangs the whole sky.



She waits as firmly as the filled train track,

And roves to the ocean in a thousand new instances,

Brush and canopy and sluicing stream her endless confine. 



I warm my hands in my new coat pockets.

Solemnly, staring.

And a second image comes.



An aunt, a great aunt, and hers, and not only those.

And friends who smoked and littered the days

With hope and frivolity.

A mother and father, maybe mine, smallest of all,

Rolled up in the big brown fold and cold waters that

Stretch, stretch, stretch,

But gathered here, toothsome, like an easy lunch. 
      

      
   
      It's Just Soup


      

      
      
         Hey!  

Do you like my spread? 



You're in luck because I got a meal for you 

This quite fine dish was made with much care and love 

Got potatoes and carrots all in a stew 

There is more coming than can be conceive of 



Added in green onions, tomatoes, celery 

Along with salt and pepper in a hot bowl 

You'll find the taste is interstellary 

More broth all available from the bunghole 



Soup not your thing, how about this bread 

You could make a sandwich or just butter it 

Use other ingredients from the farmstead 

Assured they are not from the land of cane cutters 



Swamps that is!  

Hey, come back!  
      

      
   
      Sandwiches


      

      
      
         The top slice of bread

Where the mustard is spread,

And the lettuce quite neat

On the cold cuts of meat,

With the cheese just so

On the bread slice below!





Here the pita yawns, crusty and wide,

Around tightly packed goodies inside,

Where falafel was tossed

With tzatziki sauce

And some onions along for the ride.





So with one gentle squeeze, the hard tortilla



Snapped...... Around the carne and queso and guac



And suddenly the fillings flowed all around!





With a transfixed olive atop,

The Reuben rests at the deli counter,

Dressing drooling from the pastrami,

Commingled with the sauerkraut

In an acerbic moment of rye commentary.
      

      
   