
Song with Nothing to Do 
               
As my mother  
would find my brother 
lying in the grass 
that he was supposed to cut,  
his languid brown hair 
humming among the green strings 
  
or as the teacher 
so often complained 
he sank in his desk, 
loose and lanky 
in that sleeveless t-shirt 
with its slow coda of stripes 
  
these lazing lines for you. 
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