
Canal 

 

I’ll curl inside  

the conch shell 

of a poem 

 

take a nap 

on salty pink 

and creamy peach 

 

smooth and cool 

beneath my hip 

and cheek 

 

the scallop 

of my ear 

awake 

 

to a faint rush 

 

a muted roar 

 

a speck of 

driftwood 

washing in 

and out 

 

of a canal 
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