
The Intersection 

Crossing agai nst the l ight 
b lue jeans fadi ng to wh ite in the wh ite sun 
smi le f lung back ove r left shoulder 
untied tenn is shoes ready to trip you up  

Staring back across the  street 
arm l ifting shading su n-sensitive sky-eyes 
squ i nting i nto the hot gust that blew you there 
si lver-gray-blond hair  catches drops of l ig ht 
f lung l i ke dust i n  my eyes. 

The car pu l led over and sucked you in.  
I cou ld have shouted almost did there was time 
I c losed my poised mouth pressed the accelerato 
and swept b l ind on the u n leash ing green. 
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