Polaroids
By Anthony Box
Dead Tree 

The silver sun hangs in the sky

Like his father’s shining pocket watch

Wrapped in the beautiful light blue 

Of his mother’s best Sunday dress

While clumps of raw wool, freshly shorn

Roll lazily by above the dead 

Tree he is now holding up

With his back, fingers laced

Behind his head like the web 

The spider is spinning on the 

Branch above him. 

His green eyes the color of 

Unripe tomatoes scan the 

View from the small hillock

On which he now lay 

Against the dead tree

All dark sinewy limbs

Like the black spider within its branches

Spinning his web

For he must eat, he must live

And now his stomach growls

And he thinks of peaches

That will never grow again 

From the dead tree

Behind his back.

He runs his bare toes

Through the green grass

Through the earth which now 

Holds his mother and father

Ma in her Sunday best

Dad not quite the same

Without his pocket watch

Or his life.

Daydream

Crisp morning air ignites

Warm red rays catch

And eat up the dark brush 

Of night – like wildfire

Smooth breeze carries birdsong

Smothered by childspeak

And diesel rumbles

Warm light wafts through windows

Stirring shadows, subduing a

Harsh mechanized glow

Blank eyes reflect wisdom

Depressed by the onslaught.

Lips hang in silent veneration, the

Shrine built of Red Bull cans 

Snickers wrappers 

Half a taco.

Tribute paid.

One life, one Like

A hundred views

Connected by a cable

To a soupcan in a 

Cardboard box

Fingers flicker
Across worn keys

Through greasy hair

Over eyes blackened

By an angry sandman

Yawning, stretching,

Drooping, dragging, 

Curling, tucking,

Fading, dozing,

Dying

As life blooms 

And the monitor dims.

