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blue

in dark blue letters
on the crown victoria
buffalo police

brown

the car that left me
went to the end of the street
and became a tree

green

the walnut tree makes
perfect little green baseballs
for hitting pop-flies

red

do not remove or
deface this notice under
penalty of law



yellow

there is nobody
to watch the streetlamps turn off
to the morning sun

red

yet another day
I find the fire hydrant
right where | left it
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yellow

no red tomatoes
in the back of the yards, or
frontlawn sunflowers

white

in that square of white
the walking man was defined
by his not-outline

silver

the belt line’s open
so take a train for five cents
around the city

orange

the late orange leaves
on the ground or in the trees
rhyme with the pumpkins



red

in delaware park
the boats are tied, red side up
up side down, in line

red

red words are louder:
two hour parking only
monday through thursday

black

the warm summer night
after the warm summer day
makes me flirtatious

red

the red garbage bin
pauses, then spits in the air
the fat black housefly



white

a layer of snow
IS putting the avenues
in order again

red

just enough of red
to make the gray city seem
not so black and white

green

plus the mornings don’t
make the garbage trucks any
more less defensive

red

hydrants have mornings
to wake up to, too—also
they have things to do



brown

the newly wet bricks
are enough to make me think
brown is almost red

white

how quiet it is
when the people outside sound
like nothing happening

blue

the more | look for
all the reds, the more | see
the city is blue

white

how could I not know
to call this slow midnight snow
unbelievable



black

take away the cars
and the open avenues
give this place a way

red

would not streetlights make
convenient little circles
of spotlight and stage

and also tonight
the same red hydrant beside
the same lamppost light

red

if a red river
is any indication
of traffic leaving



gray

the slow moving clouds
take up the sky with their show
then the ground below

silver

the phone on elmwood
and the corner of summer
gives your quarters back




