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over me like a soft rain, with that damp, fr.esh smeu,’the dread
drying in a film on my skin. Barely perceptible, b1>1t it’s ther}el: a’ll
right. Is that what’s making my skin seem SO loose.’ Is .that A\ at’s
making my hair turn white? No that’s age, that’s time, that’s
death, creeping up on me like my least fayorite playmate, the one
I don’t remember inviting over. Maybe my mom invited death
without asking me first. That would be typical.

Go By, Go By

Go by, go by. Reds go by, yellows go by, float away and go by, go
by. Blues go by and the greens, too, float away and go by. The dust
and the petticoats, the foundlings and the amputees, go by, float
away and go by. The world is floating away. Go by, world, go by,
off into the outer realms, off into the superfluous futures, which
are branching continuous, like ivy sending tendrils across the
floorboards. Go by, futures, float away and go by. Raise your sails
and skim the waters, jigger and jugger across the ice-cracked
oceans, shiver toward the poles, turn blue and solidify, futures,
and go by, go by. Go by, oranges, go by, lemons, drip-drop and go
by, past the lemonade stand and the fallen pennies, past the
dump with its smell of rot and uselessness, past the old house
where the palm tree used to grow, past the mailbox sinking into
earth, past the lake and the stuffed game posed on hind legs,
teeth bared, past the gated mansions that used to be a golf
course, past the mall and the movie houses and the expressway
with its da’ngerously short on-ramps, go by, go by, float away and
go b’f’ We’ve heard there’s a river in town, though we’ve never
seen it, so we stand on the edge of a rumored river R N okanto
the rumored water, into the muck and the rubber. int

, into the weedy

;v::(,);)su:hfacgs wavering over the water’s oily skin, ourselves spread
s rOCkseanglfe.r SRopt hl.(e SO many shingles. Beneath our faces
nd tiny fluttering fishes, and the greens, there they go,

;he;l ireeng go by, and the browns g0 by, go by, the darks and the
1 b -
ghts go by, float away and go by, but our wavering faces remain.



