                           Ducks like Slanted Rain from the Sky

Twenty ducks slide the air skimming ripples 

of water gray against the lighter gray spray

through which they stretch their bodies

further than they measure in the river’s wake.

The current pulls them down from the sky

to seek the secret of its powerful slide

so they can ride a while on the skin of the

river rather than seek above lines of flight.

An autumn swift of flood filled waters 

swerves through the banks surging around

the once lazy curve of the snaking bend 

sent forward more quick with this rush 

of streaking surface and flying followers

pulled by a force that cuts the way through

the clumps of trees and hills and small towns

to the speed of emptying oneself out of the sky.

