Clicking Heels in the Sc]uare

Clicking heels in the square, four-corner toss,

a big man with a skateboard, sunshine, ice cream,
bright colors, innocent grins, Beauty dresses itself,
skgline against a blue skg, a man’s hands behind his
back as he stro”s, many Paths crossing, lives entwined
bg conversation, tender tentacles of confession

and question, two bogs taP dancing.

Flowers in a Tree Box

Flowers in a tree box, Petals on the ground, two men ta”dng,
acar stops, a crumplcc] Fencler, a somber man leaves a note,
shows it to a witness, gets ina black Pickup, aman passes,
walking his bike up the street, checkerboard tennis shoes
abandoned against the curb, a kitchen cabinet in the gutter,
rain like spitting, Pigeons help clean the street, trash barrels
chained together in a row, a farmers market with fruits and
vcgetablcs, cheeses, breads and babg kisses, crowds of

individuals, couples, occasional threes, sampling delights.

A Padded Bench in a Small Garden

A Paclclccl bench in a small garclcn, an old woman reads

a book in Private Iaughter, gragiti Proclaims Joy Tostada,
either someone to meet, or a tast9 treat, a concrete Frog,
grown green with mold still waits to leaP, two men agree

that something is stuIDia’) fuckingstuptb’.

Benches are for sitting, People sit, chairs are for sitting,

People sit, sidewalks are for wandng, someone s‘ee[:)s.



A Street CarPeted with Fallen Leaves

A street carpetecl with fallen leaves, soaked bg rain,

a sPortsjcrseg in a wet hCaP, a great blue Plastic tarP,
across the face of a Four-storg builcling, bi”owing

in the soft wind, rain falls out of the skg, crowds fill
the bar where the famous Poet drank himself to cleath,

where resurrection and celebration trg to take his Place.

What one looks for, one Forgets to wait for, to wait
fora poem is to wait inside its coming, wa”dng on the

street, Iooking at evergthing, thinking of nothing.

Three Adults and Ten Children

Three adults and ten children go into a ga“erg,
holclinga rope with soft rings attached, the children
giggle, theg laugh, theg ask questions, theg watch
their Feet, going up the stePs.

Police Cars in the Street

Police cars in the street, a bus bumPs the curb as it turns
the corner, Are they mak/nga movie? mothers and kids
in the Park, a breeze blowing, several streets, cleared

of cars, a sewer line being rePairec], unc]ergrouncl,
sunlight on sidewalk tables, a corner food market,

taxi after taxi like a flow in a Hoocl, a paper sign says,

No Parking Mona’ay, manhole covers and sewer grates

Pu”ed from their Places, walkers nimblg skirt the site.



A Fitness Club

A fitness club, with a wall of windows, where men sit, eating,
looking at the street, the siclewalk, a mixed quilt of square
sections, a brick street, like fitted rows of fat red beans,
time has turned rows of facades into unlikelg combinations,

each easilg ignored, agecl toa cormcorting Familiaritg.

Razor Wire

Razor wire, coiled arhcu”g above a wall, a woman sees her way
along the sidewalk, her clog smells its way along the same Path,
How you doin, Kevin, one man asks another with a smile, Doing

fine, man, his friend answers, with an easy Iaugh and a grin.

A Green Bicgcle

A green bicgcle, chained to a wrought-iron fence, its rear wheel
bent to a loo[:), two big dogs pass, like the flow of silent black water,
an older woman sits on a chair on the corner, her makeuP being done

bg a much younger woman, an olcler man intentlg watches the Proceclure.

Café Patrons Talk in Pairs

Cafe patrons talk in Pairs, men on a scaffold scrape an unPaintccl wall,
nannies bring their charges in the café in carriages, workers lie down for
lunch against a wall and survey the street, a truck, its radio Haring, bum[:)s
and bounces down the narrow street, 3e”ow blossoms hang in rows from
a sldrmg trun|<, four Pottecl trees stand like sentinels, like Potted trees
waiting forabus, a Pigeon, ina Patch of dirt, Pccks at the ground,

like clockwork, ticking.



A Man Photographs aMan

A man Photographs aman makinga video of a man and woman
walking, a bog with a large balloon on the front steps of his house,
his father nearbg, tall girl, smoldnga long cigarette, leans to one side,
in the c]oorwa9 ofa shoP, dressed in black with silver bracelets,

silver earrings, a silver medallion clangles from her neck.

A Dancer with a Back[:)ack

A dancer with a backpack walks Past aman in reflector sunglasses,
Past a c]uct-ta[:)ecl bicgclc seat, Past a sunglass store, Past (Jn/que
Gifts forSa/c, Past onions in a sack bg a restaurant door, a small sign
says the Fark Closes at Midnight, chess pieces, set out tor missin

ys the Park Cl t Midnight, chess pi t out for missing
Plagers, a hgbric] electric bus passes a man ina big bow tie.

A New Patch of Sidewalk

A new Patch of sidewalk, laid as if sculPtecl and Paintecl with Precision

and care, a drainPiPc, Painted white, so many times it looks like Frosting,
aface scull:)tecl into the wall with an open mouth and staring eyes, bunches
of crumplec] paper like clumps of snow, a Postal worker’s cart bg anopen

door, a fast strider, his hands in his Pockets, talks on the Phone.

Ona 5unn9 Dag

On a sunny clag, Pcople stri[:) down for less action, seven tables against
a wa”, a Passing couPle argues in ltalian, up the street, seven more tables,
around the corner, four more, the streets are full of cars, a restaurant’s
gracle, still Pending, a micldl&agecl man sings |ouc”9, badlg, his earphones

Protect him from censorship, all others’ and his own.



Evcrgwhere Dirt Can Be Found

Evcrgwhere dirt can be found, trees, bushes and flowers seem to follow,
I Pm not /73/9105, aman says, it's because I'm hab/%ua/{g stulold, an old man
with a guitar reminds his friend of a younger man with a guitar, on the same
steps, many years ago, near a builcling where artists have lived for Fortg

years or more, No Littering, No Loitering.

A PoPular Walkwag

A Popular wa”<wa9 above the street, fashioned from a rail line

now c]eFunct, where People walk and ta”<, take Pictures of each
other, fathers and sons, mothers and claughters, Fathers, claughters,
mothers and sons, cou[:)les, Families, singles and groups, new Faces,

and new Faces, and new Faces, click, click, click, ice cream and coffee.

A siren wails, the citgscape seen through bushes, rushes, and trees,
the sun sets across the water, behind the western skgline, warms
the wa”s, friends stroll arm in arm, a babg carrier with arms and

legs Hailing, a Psgchic, a saxophonist, Free Tea for Everyone,

the end of another beautiful c]ag.

A Skateboarder Texting

A skateboarder texting, a man with shoPPing bags in both hands,
apanama hat, red Pants, a tall woman in a short skirt, small cars
Parkcc] in small spaces, bicgcles chained to sca)cmcolcling, a noisy
Pressure-washer runs at half power, a bike messenger runs the light,
heavg metal doors on an aPartmcnt house, clogs on long leashes,
Foreign languages spoken like mere accents, “Is it like from the 80s7”
one asks another, a man carries a metal tub in one hand, an old man

rides a bike, a cane in his backpack, the light turns green.



Thousands of Dancers in the Street

Dancers in the street, a Passing Paraclc of hands, feet,
arms, Iegs, torsos, a stcaclg beat, sPectators line the route
in raPt attention, celcbration, sgncopation, the music of all
nations, costumes of garish colors, beautiful colors, all ages,

whistles, lca[:)s, a scene of organizecl grace and routine bliss.

In the Partlg damp, Partlg drg avenue, out-of-towners find

a new favorite restaurant, a man in dress whites with his date,
a unicgcle passes, then a limousine, a shoPPing cart Pilec] high,
a child holds a balloon animal next to her claclclg’s whiskers.

Trains Run Out of the Citg

Trains run out of the city, trains run into the city, People
sort themselves to the right tracks, moving slowlg or swi{:tlg,
sit, sleep, mill about, in vast caverns of majestic architecture,
children sleeP when theg are tirecl, eat when theg are hungrg,
the rest seek some similar accommodation, with as much foot
traffic below the streets as above, everyone’s in love with

arrival, here, there, and cvergwhcre.

In the Station

In the station, talkers bend to each other, a steaclg murmur and
rumble in the backgrouncl, “Oh, you know, that’s how I met him,”

a woman says, and another sighs, “Let me go look at the scheclule,”
dark skin, Iight skin, a man slglg Picks his nose when his wife goes

fora newspaper, a tour group awaits instruction, an American

Hag t-shirt, name tags, trains await, reac]g for boaroling.



The Train Rocks and Swags

The train rocks and sways, north out of the station, conversations
seem less driven bg destination in the passage of time, citg blocks
become banks of windows, wide expanses reduce to glim[:)ses,

a man leans close to his tabloid paper, buildings changc from

homes to housing, We lve to live, someone says.

Back into the city at night, the train becomes the first part
ofa party, brightlg lit ro”ing rooms in the enveloping dark,

a white limousine Para”els the train until it sliPs silcntlg away,
As you Jeave the train, ID/casc watch the gap between the
train and the P/atform, “End of the line, evergboc]g oﬁc, ?
“He didn’t say that,” “He should have.”

Vine-Covered Iron Spikes

Vine-covered iron s[:)ikcs topa wall, to repel intruders, one assumes,
a driver signals another to roll down his window, a small Pink building
seems to lean against a Iarger brown building, asignina bar window,
Rcspcct our nc{g/‘:[)ors, kcclo the noise down at n{gf)f, a dirtg mirror
leans against the sidewalk wall, ta”dng on the Phone, a man backs

his car to Park, across the street on the oPPosite side.

A Survegor

A surveyor Punches the kegboarcl on his triPocl, a man gestures
clramatica”9 as he talks to his imagjnation, workers eat lunch
and talk on the narrow sidewalk, tiles in a blue bag are up

for grabs, a ﬂugg white Pooc”e gets evergone’s attention.



In the Museum

In the museum, the clatter of children’s voices, a skeleton as
tall as a house, sleck as a g‘ic]er, animals in natural settings,
windowed vistas into other realities, two kids run from one
scene to another taking Pictures, skittering across Africa

in cligital images, Please do not touch the elcphants.

Egcs On the Subwa9

Eyes on the subwag look at shocs, doors open and close,

some riders stand, some hang on, some don’t, no eye contact,
little ta”<, earphoncs, eyes downJ eyes up, occasional rccognition,
no acknowlcc]gment, the train lurches Forwarc], Iunges toa stoP,
Do not hold a’oors, Do not lean on a’oors, This is an air-
conditioned car, Please close Wina’ows, a man hunches over

a 12~ste[:> ha ncﬂ)ook, Stand clear of the C/osing dOO/'S) P/ease.

On the Wide Sidewalk

On the wide siclewalk, a gather, mother, claughter, c]og,

a nanny, small girl, bog, dog, and in the street, truck after
truck negotiate the narrow passage, Roorfing, Catcrlhg
De/ivergg, a man crosses the street with one Finger holcling
a bag of bottles, a moving van moves, with a largc soda on
the back bum[:)er, the driver’s cigarette out the window,
owners sit in their cars and wait for the no Parking time

to expire, near a busy hichway, next to an ancient river.
pIre, Yy hignway,



New York City, Established 1664

New York City, established 1664, says a man’s T-shirt,

“You need g/ovcs, you need Protcction, watch your back, 7

says another man walking in the car who talks to everyone,

onlg a heavg-set, square-jawecl man rcsPoncls with a smile,
“Here’s the maP,” awoman says to her companion, ‘you find it,”
as her two thumbs work the small screen likejuml:)ing beans,
white wheels on a Plaid shopping cart, a man runs to shove

his bag in the closing door, too late, alook of resignation.

In the Museum Galleries

In the museum ga”cries, all these ways of seeing,

the crowd moves like bees ina hive, never c]uite co”iding,
big, small, bright, dark, metal, wood, paper, canvas, fabric,
Plastic, clag, stone, glass, stairwe”s, benches, sculPture,
Painting, Photographg, construction, deconstruction,
monumental halls of art and Culture, art inside art,

aman takes a Picture, a woman raises her glasses.

A man and woman draw the sculPture in front of them,

aman reads the program, a woman takes notes, a man
scratches his neck, soft chairs in a row beneath a louvered
ceiling, a couple holds hanc{s, “It’s time to go,” visual overload,
medieval art, modern art, ancient art, out through a labgrinth
of wonclers, meet bg the front cloors, back to the street.



A Man Works His Drawing Pad

A man works his drawing Pac], a young woman reads a book,

a man calculates chess moves with his iPhone, abstract art covers
the wa”s, laPtOPs open, couples ta”<, music Plags, Pottecl Plants
on every surface, a skglight illuminates cartons of milk on ice,

dish trags, water cooler, next to the counter to the kitchen.

The front door is open, a line forms and reforms at the register,
benches form a square in the middle of the long room, a Phalanx
of tables fills the space from hahcwag back to a ge”ow brick wa”,

bookshelves fill one wa”, a high counter with stools the other.

A Barista Cleans the Windows

A barista cleans the windows, loungc chairs surround a circular

table, a long wooden table, a banquet sctting for tea and coffee
drinkers, a be-whiskered man talks soFtlg to his computer, three men
ata bar, Facing the street, high windows in a brick wall frame the tree-
lined side street, a Paclc]ccl bench fronts another wall, a woman Pu”s on
a sweater to Fight the air-conditioned chill, a man in Pajama bottoms,

a woman writes with a Pencil, atable opens up, another woman

swhctlg lifts and carries her belongings to the open table.

Fresh Baked Goods in a Window

Fresh baked goods ina window, a Paintcr touches upa door,
a Police car specc]s bg, Passl:)ort Photos, a |awger, Pocliatrist,
veterinarian, Music and Dance Every Thursday, Sandwiches
Made Frcs/y new shoes on clisplag, awine store,jewelrg ina

window, new pumps in a gas station, construction in the bike lane.
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How Do You Like Your Chocolate?

How do you fike your chocolate? ajackhammer on the grouncl,
blinking lights on an SUV, a man scrubs the sidewalk with a stiff broom,
a sign warns, Men WorkingAbovc, subwag entries on all four corners,
no booth at this stoP, an articulated bus turns the corner in sections,

Truthis one, /Daths are many, Please press the red buzzer.

On Facing Walls in the Museum

On Facing walls, a starched Familg from 1840, a gathering of the languic]
rich in 1920, ornate and decadent in the eyes of curious Patrons, a naked
bronze reclines near Pilgrims in prayer, a historic chair, an Indian buffalo
dance on Film, the New York Citg street scene in 1901, a bust of the artist’s
uncle, tennis shoes under glass, aview of the Broougn Briclge, bg the

elevator, a sma” room that moves up and down.

A Parc]uet Floor

A parquet Hloor beneath a high chandelier, the lesser Paintings of
renowned artists reveal art’s commercial necessitg, Fragments of ancient
artas bodg parts, much of art, thought religious, its defacement sacrilcge,
much of art, thought ProFane, its defacement righteous, an alcove with
books, surrounded bg the Paintings theg describe, quilts and quiltecl
metal scraps, a feast of the awakened sensualitg, dancers on the

ceiling, ha”wags between the centuries.
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A Grecian Statue of a Robed Woman

A Grecian statue of a robed woman near a contemporary wall,

a Patio’s brick recalls metallic mosaic sheets from Africa, a vented
cover for atree’s trunk a square black table appear like modern art,
“Are you hol:)ing that art of some kind will be your work?” an older
woman asks a younger woman, five Plastic trays, stacked on a trash
container, cal:)ture and reflect the light in lagers, awoman talks on
the Phone, wearing a gjant beaded necklace, fish scale sliPPers,
hooP earrings, sPikcc] hairand a striped skirt, stands to leave,

as the museum ca]cé locks its doors 1Cor the clag.

Trash on the Sidewalk

Trash on the siclewalk, a ballet sliPPer at the center,

arock bg atree, a skinng man lifts and lowers beer kegs
beside the iron cellar doors of a bar, a mang—windowed garret
looks empty, ghost white mannequins wearing black and gray,
Brunch will be served on /\/Ionday, haze turns to brilliant sun,
bikes, racked like tired clogs huddled togcthcr in exhaustion,

a sudden rain runs in the gutters like children at recess.
Inan Experimental Art Ga”erg

Inan exPcrimental art ga”erg, slicling doors open on

the PCOPIC of the elevator, faces and bodies in clothing,

a Folc]ing chair at a round table, awoman Plags with makeup
like kegs on an organ, the night comes in after the rain stops,
People dress for the occasion in their minds, a walkie-talkie
hangs on the ga”erg guarc]’s belt, several floors of exhibits,
exhibition on every Hloor, a man in bright orange seems

conservative, Art conserves the radical among us.
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Doll Clothes on a Woman

Doll clothes on a woman, a toP knot, aneck tattoo, a famous artist,
the Freight elevator Freightecl with bodies, going up, coming, down,
hand-held camera with a zoom lens, toreador Pants, necktie with

a black shirt, Fri”g skirt, tripod camera with a side screen, a man
kee[:)s the beat on his chest, a woman circulates with a clip—boarcl,

two gjant tureens in an aluminum canoe, Life is a soup full of soup.

A Café¢ in the Rain

A café¢ inthe rain, dark clothing, Ponchos, umbrellas in a stancl,
tourists reading brochures of the memorial, a teenage son stares

at the tabletop, Passive, not Forlorn, music from several clecacles,

“The Plan was to walk around, but the weather’s not hell:)ing, we

may go back to the hotel, let’s meet up at Grand Central,” a mop for
sPi”ecl coﬁcce, recgclc bins, faces from all over the world, Italian shoes,
sncakers, boots, sandals, acup with the skglinc around it, a warm room

behind foggg winclowsJ fresh air comes in through the open door.

Window Washers RaPPel

Window washers raPPel from the rooFtoP, walkers cross

against the light where there’s an oPening, a c]og, as big as

a big dog might be, geranium pots on the steps, birds chirP,

a clock tower, a Feclora, a trianglc mustachc, a hand to the cap,

a hand to the ear, Fingers Pinching lips, a smile, to anonymous/y
report unsate conditions, write a poem and leave it on the grouncl,

to anonymous{g report safe conditions, a half-smile will do as well.
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