Onions In Your Ears

Tsibils zoll vachsen en dein oren

(Onions should grow in your ears)

mother would say, but instead 

tangerines grew and mother said,

what good are tangerines, you 

don’t cook with tangerines, who 

ever heard of such a thing.

Paintings talk to me in the museum.

A woman painted by Modigliani

sticks out her tongue and tells me to

go to the zoo.  Her neck is like a 

giraffe’s and her face resembles a

donkey.  I sound off a raspberry and

in return I am shushed by a security 

guard.

A half yellow moon is shaped like a

cup and holds the stars.  When it tips

over a sparkle of stars pours out and

come down as sand in the middle of

Manhattan.  

Taxi cabs take two hours to transport

it all to Coney Island.

