the geese by the railroad tracks

hobble around

like healthy hobos

looking for

bird seed to burn

on this cold,

sunlit afternoon

with nothing to do but

wait for a southbound

train to scream

by with 

graffiti precision.

neck strained,

several look around

for a gander,

as cars clunk by

with tufts of exhaust

and few words that 

will console

their wandering

wings.

when i flew by,

i caught one 

such goose fellow

that had 

tiny bird eyes

that screamed,

'DONT' STOP THAT CAR,

OR WE'LL CUT YOU!'

i looked away 

and thought they 

would do much better

in a V formation,

than a scattered ink spot

on the side of linear lined

rails as i kept on 

driving up the forked road.
