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The lake’s yellow dock floats
its warning over the lazy ripple.

Children whose habit is to get
what they want ignore its red-letter scowl.

How fast the bottom rises, how still
the lake when a boy waits too long

to rise. How sharp a wind that carries
a howl, a kick of sand, a book dropped.

Turn to any page and seek the letters o

to spell loss. See how each corner

has its number near where the sharp
page ends, each turn a cut waiting.

The summer, the sails, the horizon,
the blanket—all have their ends.

B Artist Jim Benning is a photographer living in Alaska and awaiting open travel to Cuba for a photographic journey.
RO_A_D S IDE D Author of Dirt and All Its Dense Labor and An Eye Fluent in Gray, poet Gabriel Welsch lives in Huntingdon, PA,
www.broadsidedpress.org with his wife and daughters and works at Juniata College.
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