Dignity

So at last I’ve finished

writing this sales

brochure on mid-sized

business computers, right on dead-

line (from the chalk

line drawn around POW 

camps in the Civil War,

if a prisoner crossed it

they shoot to kill), the way

it’s done in the business world,

so I treat myself

to a cab and go bombing

up Third Avenue to visit

Major Client, and just

for today, I’m beginning to feel

on top of things

for a change. The afternoon 

is autumn glorious, brilliant

with the smell of leaves,

and I get chills

as the driver doges, darts

through traffic like a bicycle

messenger. We even pass

poetry in the street, 

police barricades set up,

city workers in orange jackets,

dragging out jackhammers, teaspoons

and whatever else

they need to repair the state

of the art (assuming

that’s what this city needs).

and we pass other cabs

and even an ambulance late

for Bellevue, making

midtown inn record time,

and I tip the driver

Richard Cole

