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A Hundred Million Memories

Tom Pescatore
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The Unpublished Poems

| worry about them,
scratched in pencil,
sitting still, marks fading,
written in short hand,
edit lines, circles,

little notes aging,
meanings lost to time,

what was | trying to say

two years ago, where

was | when | was walking
Passyunk as the sun set,
where have | gone since then?

I'm afraid they've lost their meaning,
that I've traveled too far

to go back to them, that they've
been wasted on nothing,

left to die anonymously,

left to die ignored,

on my book shelf,

alone.
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Broke down Broke

A lonely taxi

an island in the right lane
a kidney stone to be passed,
but not helped

not pushed to the side,
an hour behind schedule,
angry traffic

angry northern trek,

cars diverge to

hidden destinations,
swerve to shoulder,

hit the brakes,

a continuous line

DC to Baltimore

parkway sad red lights
faded out,

can you imagine taking a bus out west?

she says,

| can imagine it,
| can imagine anything,

my mind, my body.



