The University Of Iowa Sunset Village Quonset Hut Haiku Blues

The color of the
hut that I was born in was
broken icicle.

The color of the

hut that I was born in was

broken icicle.

My father scraped ice

off the inside of the walls;

his breath audible.

Corrugated steel

half-tube houses, set lee side

of the stadium.

Corrugated steel

half-tube houses, set lee side

of the stadium.

Between the ridges
of metal, white shit from the

fat stadium pigeons.

Plastic tubs of pea-
nut butter, cups of water-

thin drink, sour as talc.

Plastic tubs of pea-

nut butter, cups of water-

thin drink, sour as talc.

I passed a Quonset
Hut today — in my mouth, the
taste of powdered milk.
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