Rainy Day

September 22, 2002

On a rainy day,

have you ever experienced

the cling

of a statically-charged skirt?


Too bad I couldn’t reach down


to fix it.

My hands were full of groceries:

bags filled with 

dreams and desires.


Slowly I felt them sink to the bottom;


all broke through the soggy paper.

A rainy day experience

where all produce is lost to the pavement.


I would have bent down


to pick it up,


but I ran.

I looked for shelter

under a neighboring awning.


I waited for the rain to clear


and the sun to smile.


It never happened.

I still see a banana were I once stood

blackened from time

and destruction.

It will never be removed from the pavement.

