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Presents on the Metro

On a full train, I gave her my seat;
on a stalled car, half a newspaper.

Having nothing on the 4:15 one afternoon,
I reached up and brought down a bouquet
of Arabic graffiti. Since we didn’t speak
the language we were free to translate

the probable anger, even threat.

Anyway, romance is embedded

in imagination, vulnerable

gesture, and cannot be pronounced.
She smiled and bent her face

to smell the buds.

We left the car together and sprinkled

the stems and tender leaves

with water from a drinking fountain.

In a vase the lines would curl a little more,
into what we wanted to say.
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