riverboat
The riverboat speeds over blue-green water,

trees dip into the river.

Peasants bend over and reach down to

tend young rice amid the tall grass,

so green.

Crack! Crack! deafen the turbine’s hum.

The man in khaki near the helm

falls back against the cabin door.

Hands clutch the darkening pocket and collar,

eyes wide.

A young man beside the hatchway,

drops face down on the deck.

Blood streams from his nose and open mouth.

Fingers slowly scratch the ladder rung,

then stop.
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