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IX.

The old people play

Bingo at the church; a crow

lies dead in the road

The sand timer says

my tea was ready at three,

four, and five minutes.

Rainwater tries to

reach the sewer before the

sun consumes it.

The elderly do 

not sweat, but they still wipe their 

brows out of habit.

From stone-filled plots by

the tea house, trees grow; up on

two legs, a lizard.

Before the church, an

empty flag; no wind. Will war

end? The pews are still.

Burnt by sun, drowned by

water, dropped by air...Why, this

gnat even bests me!

Immersed in life, we

leave nothing; not so tea leaves

in boiling water.

Today, Bingo. Then

tomorrow, perhaps, the grave.

What is it sand counts?
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