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TODAY’S MENU


All we got, mister,

Is an empty bowl and a spoon

For you to slurp

Great mouthfuls of nothing,



And make it sound like

A thick, dark soup you’re eating,

Steaming hot

Out of the empty bowl.





BREEDER OF BLACK CATS


Carrying a fresh litter of them

In pockets of his overcoat

As he meanders down the street,

Letting a kitten loose here and there

To run free as a warning to me

And to everyone else in sight,

While donning his dark glasses,

Hoping not to be recognized

Entering a flower shop to buy flowers

For one or two upcoming funerals.





THE LUNATIC


The same snowflake

Kept falling out of the gray sky

All afternoon,

Falling and falling

And picking itself up

Off the ground,

To fall again,

But now more surreptitiously,

More carefully

As night strolled over

To see what’s up.





O SPRING


O Spring, if I were to face a firing squad

On a day like this, I’d wear

One of your roadside flowers

Behind my ear, lift my chin high



Like a pastry cook standing

Next to a prize-winning wedding cake,

Smile like a hairdresser

Giving Cameron Diaz a shampoo.



Lovely day, you passed through town

Like a Mardi Gras parade

With ladies wearing colorful plumage on their heads

Riding on your floats,



Leaving the moon in the sky

To be our night watchman and check with its lantern

On every last patch of snow

That may be hiding in the woods.
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