CALLALOO

STRAW HAT

In the city, under the saw-toothed leaves of an oak
overlooking the tracks, he sits out

the last minutes before dawn, lucky

to sleep third shift. Years before

he was anything, he lay on

so many kinds of grass, under stars,

the moon’s bald eye opposing.

He used to sleep like a glass of water
held up in the hand of a very young girl.
Then he learned he wasn't perfect, that
no one was perfect. So he made his way
North under the bland roof of a tent

too small for even his lean body.

The mattress ticking he shares

is brown and smells

from the sweat of two other men.
One of them chews snuff:

he’s never met either.

To him, work is a narrow grief
and the music afterwards

like a woman

reaching into his chest

to spread it around. That's when

he closes his eyes. He never knows
when she’ll be coming but when
she leaves, he always

tips his hat.
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