The Shark
E.]. Pratt

He seemed to know the harbour,
So leisurely he swam;

His fin

Like a piece of sheet-iron,
Three-cornered,

And with knife-edge,

Stirred not a bubble

As it moved

With it’s base-line on the water.

His body was tubular

And tapered

And smoke-blue,

And as he passed the wharf

He turned,

And snapped at a flat-fish

That was dead and floating.

And I saw the flash of a white throat
And a double row of white teeth,
And eyes of metallic grey,

Hard and narrow and slit.

Then out of the harbour,

With that three-cornered fin
Shearing without a bubble the water
Lithely,

Leisurely,

He swam -

That strange fish,

Tubular, tapered, smoke-blue,

Part vulture, part wolf,

Part neither - for his blood was cold.



Southbound on the Freeway
By Mary Swenson

A tourist came in from Orbitville,
parked in the air, and said:

The creatures of this star
are made of metal and glass.

Through the transparent parts
you can see their guts.

Their feet are round and roll
on diagrams of long

measuring tapes, dark
with white lines

They have four eyes.
The two in back are red.

Sometimes you can see a five-eyed
one, with a red eye turning

on the top of his head.
He must be special -

the others respect him
and go slow

when he passes, winding
among them from behind

They all hiss as they glide
like inches, down the marked

tapes. Those soft shapes,
shadowy inside

The hard bodies - are they
their guts or their brains?



