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Airport Luggage Carousel

A battered cardboard box
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holes punched in the side

tied with frayed rope

lid popping up

plastered with masking tape, wrinkled.
One lone orphan

going round and round the luggage carousel,
heading nowhere.

Packed in chaos.

Full of soiled clothes

bloody Kleenex

unpaid bills

splinters

and Dear John letters.

This is what the last year has been.

So I imagine the contents differently.

I imagine gold doubloons,

a child’s drawing of a rainbow,

a coupon for a free fried chicken dinner.
Maybe a photograph of a family, at Christmas,
standing together on a hillside,

everyone wearing red and green,

the husband holding a puppy,

and Carol,

still alive.

Shipwreck

She sniffed my trenches,

turned away from the skin she made,
her own thick blood

flowing in my waterways.

Me, a vacant dwelling on the shore,
wearing swaddling,

drinking low-fat milk.



Oh, wire mother of the soul,
entertainer of strangers.

She of too many decibels,

too many bright colors,
passing macaroons to visitors
while I carved “I love Chris”
in the dining room table.

Find the fur coat,

find the hairdresser,
find the beach umbrella
find the wine coolers
find the plants in pots
resigned to death.

Little fish swim by her ankles.
Like me, they long for contact.
Mercy, the color of the sea,
never granted.

In that day, at that hour,

on that wretched beach,

she wanted an audience

but found only me.



