
Saturday Walk 

I am nothing. I walk my 
fleshy shell along the street, 
seeing the squirrels at play and 
hearing the early spring birds. 
 
No, I am not invisible yet. 
This body has size and mass 
and cruises well on automatic pilot. 
Any bird that cares can see me. 
 
But the breeze whistles in my ears 
as if I were hollow, and that's how 
I feel--ecstatically hollow-- 
here for now, but empty of place. 
 
I am the neighborhood today-- 
I am the sidewalk, the bare but 
budding trees. I am the children 
on bicycles and skateboards. 
 
No iota in me stops 
or diverts the fresh flowing of life. 
The sun shines straight through me, 
and I like the cool feeling inside. 
 
Monday in the office 
I will be something again. 
I will have a title and a salary 
and a desk and a boss. 
 
Mondays must perhaps be. 
Deadlines, crises, 
meetings, phone calls-- 
all these may have their place. 
 
But walking now outdoors, 
I drift along free and empty. 
Nothing can touch me 
when I am nothing. 
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