Venice Beach Sonata
Waves crash in the background.

Rolling skates whir on concrete.

Girls clad in tiny triangles

skate by in pairs smiling,

perfect white teeth against deep tans.

Jimi Hendrix skates by, too.

Amplifier backpack 

powers his driving guitar.

"Are you experienced?"

Barbells clank in their 

own steady rhythm.

Muscle on muscle 

behind a wire fence.

Thin men in jock straps laze 

on white towels down the beach.

Teenagers surf on day-glow boards,

caps backward, shorts hanging to their knees.

Tourists in stiff Hawaiian shirts and khakis 

dodge the skateboards and bums.

Cameras click.

White legs and pink necks 

reflect the sun.

A bag lady scavenges 

in a rotting dumpster 

muttering.

A half-eaten sandwich brings a toothless smile.

Ocean breeze melodies disguise the heat.

Even the sunglassed squint.

Venice Beach tunes play in my head,

thousands of miles away.
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Heathrow Airport

Faint Smell of jet exhaust.

Gentle vibration beneath your feet.

Fantasy destinations

Running red-lettered across rolling screen:

Bombay, Dallas, Geneva and Sydney.

Chased forever by:

Aruba,

Madrid. 

Venice,

Hong Kong. 

Crusty-eyes crumpled suits

Stumble out of terminals

Desperately clutching stale coffee

From another time zone.

Faint smell of jet exhaust.

A gentle vibration beneath your feet.

Suitcases march in mines unending

around and around and around

picked off one by one

Sterilized

Tagged

Counted

Typed

And packed off by security.

The airport breathes a

Faint whiff of jet exhaust.

A gentle vibration beneath your feet.
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Four Minute Hell

Lockers

left and right.

Hallway empty.

The bell rings.

Chaos

lets loose.

The hallway becomes a living hell.

Freshmen shaking with fear,

trying to squeeze by upperclassmen

without being pushed or bumped.

Lockers slam

open and shut,

open and shut.

People scream, shout

and swear.

Groups form and block the halls.

Teachers trying to get by

are shoved aside

like freshmen.

The bell rings once again.

Gremlins scuttle to their classes.

Peace arrives in the

hallway.



Jeremy Iwaszkiewicz
