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RETURNING A LOST CHILD

Nothing moves. In its cage, the broken
Blossom of a fan sways

Limply, trickling its wire, as her thin

Arms, hung like flypaper, twist about the boy ...
Later, blocking the doorway, tongue

Pinned to the fat wedge of his pop, he watches
As I find the other room, the father strung

On crutches, waiting to be roused ...

Now squeezed from thanks the woman’s lemonade lies
In my cup. As endlessly she picks

Her spent kleenex into dust, always

Staring at that man, hearing the click,

Click of his brain’s whirling empty spindle ...



