
Vacation 

 

He wore a guava-colored Hawaii t-shirt 

ordered from a nondescript Nebraska-based catalog 

over a loose cerulean swimsuit 

purchased from Harrison’s department store 

two days before he piled in at daybreak with Mom, Dad and pesky 

Anthony 

into the maroon Buick LeSabre 

dripping with MadLibs and Twizzlers 

plus the pomegranate-red piss jar 

and cruised down CB-connected highways 

to Gulf Shores, Alabama. 

Before the internet, the South was exotic, 

with palm trees, Piggly Wigglys, and Waffle Houses, 

and maybe other misfits who’d understand him. 

He bodysurfed as best as he could, wiping out on 

shell-studded sand the shade of bones, 

ate biscuits with red-eye gravy and grits, 

and collected quarters for the smoky video game room 

where tanned thin kids in Nikes 

from Biloxi and Pascagoula 

prattled about Poltergeist-which his mom wouldn’t let him see- 

and skateboards and nearly getting lucky. 

Every drawled word was vacuumed up by his ears, 

but fears of jeers-well honed at home- 

muted him til the kids skedaddled, 

and he spent the sputtering rest of the evening 

with Q*Bert and a nine-year-old redheaded 

Valley Girl in training named Hannah 



who looked like an overgrown Cabbage Patch Kid 

and hoped to hear her jaws flap 

at anyone who’d listen. 

 

Earth Shoes 

 

They smack of blue suede, 

recalling the coolness of Elvis- 

Presley, not Stojko, 

footwear as gratifying as a gambol on a cloud- 

cumulus, not cirrus, 

converting me to an unflagging fanaticism 

in favor of negative heels. 

Since showing up 

in a boring beige box seven years ago; 

the Earth Shoes have hugged my toes 

from Cape Verde to Cape Spear 

and were respectfully removed for 

the Veiled Virgin in a quiet convent 

and a veteran’s virginity in a mediocre motel room. 

They tapped charcoal-colored carpeting- 

while I sipped TaB on the rocks- 

to the saccharine chorus of 

Petula Clark’s ‘Don’t Sleep in the Subway’ 

but spared the lazy snail rescued 

from a well-trod California footpath. 

Scuffed but not spoiled, 

the uppers bear waves of scales 

like the ones on a glittery green carp keychain purchased 

by a sensitive nine-year-old at a theme park gift shop. 



Now a fourth layer of skin sheathing size-11 feet, 

the loafers will cradle my soles until the doom 

of disintegration beyond the remit of 

even the most competent cobbler. 
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