A Point of Reference

prithi shukla
As she biked home, she passed:
Children from her school, 
their satchels hanging limply, and laces untied;
A scarecrow at the end of the field, 
with buttons for eyes, drooping like a ragdoll;
A cat that purred like Alice’s Cheshire, as it crossed 
the road on its velvet paws; 
Tomorrow’s newspaper, flapping, against a barn door, 
half broken by the wind;
A logo with cross bones, 
nailed against a wired fence; 

Ravens were refreshing themselves 
with rainwater stained by tar, in
a depression on the road she didn’t see.
Looking up, two wrens passed over, parting,
their shadow on the sundial. 
Spokes broken. The wheel stopped spinning. 
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