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The Inn
On the foggy bank of a northern coast

Where the sky rests in tarnished silver

On the sagging back of the sea,
The people dart through pebbled streets

Like glinting minnows in a muddied stream.

They glance suspicious through the dirty windows

Of the tiny village inn,

But seeing no one there,

The upper stories boarded shut,

They turn up collars of their muted coats

And quickly pass.

The wooden sign that swings above the door

Shows a painted carp caught on a faded hook.

He thrashes, fights the line,

Knowing soon he must exchange his flooded world

For the barren world above.

His wooden mouth gapes wide

And in that frozen moment

He sends a bubbling prayer

To the watery realms where his fishy gods

Swim to and fro with hard, unblinking eyes.

