
I Caught You in the Park 

Larry Kendrick 

The shade seems gentle as you I ie there, 

its tide rising and falling up the hill 

lapping at your auburn hair, 

s plashing the white bareness of your neck 

with cool green 

The sun reaches 

across your calves 

like a 
'
sil k  slip, playfully sliding through 

the over l ong grass between your 

eased thin ankles .. . 

The sun has been hanging at four o'clock 

for hours now. 

The shade is harsh on my eyes. 

And the sun im pairs my hearing; 
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The wind is,at my back 

a l ow early autum n  breeze 

lightly combs through the soft b l ond 

hairs of your arm, a wisp of fragrance 

teasingly drawn up and away. 

And I've caught you like a bad cold,  

I'm caught, caged and he l pl ess, hopelessly caught reaching 

and not touching you 

as you roll away crum p ling the heart 

in your hip pocket, 

You handed me a bal l ed up 

I asked for it back. 

Jui cy Fruit wrapper, and I wrote you these words, 

and you hand me a toothy smile, 

a mocking cock of the head 

and the sun 

casua l l y  stum b l es across the thin go ld 

thread that binds your frail white ankle 

to someone e lse. 
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