Christopher Watkins

PO Box 377

Mount Sinai, NY  11766

917.881.4523

writing@preacherboy.com


VII.

A tiny school of

tiny fish, just below the

lake's rich green surface.

A fish splashes the

surface of the lake; what 

luck to be faced that way!

Tendrils of tender

lake vegetation strain to

crest the surface.

A dragonfly moves

amongst the multitude of

plants along the shore.

I hear, but don't see,

a duck; the waves carry leaves

fallen from the trees.

A cigarette bobs

on the lake; where are the lips

that made those red marks?

A woman pushes

a child in a stroller 'round

the lake. The child sleeps.

The round sky, the flat

lake; a duck, sounding hoarse, fails

to find an echo.

Sat beneath a bridge,

I hear voices. From behind

me, then before me.
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