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Poet’s Comments

| call these "Third Life Poems" because
they all began as travel blog posts,
where they still exist in cyberspace.

Then they received a second life as
Wordle images, push-pinned
to a bulletin board. From the Wordles,
| found origami poems.
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Metro-North

Nobody platforms

Consciousness necessitated
Whatever maneuverings

People without sky

Without tracks

Slow-moving sun erasing morning
Seatmate strangers touching opposites
No words

Just sunglasses

Blank as bees

Locomotive nose blasting darkness
Subway womb erupting galaxies
Random Mamaroneck universe
Awkward pause

Stop train

Manhattan



