
Mental note
poem  ·  June 2, 2006

In the bow of a speeding boat, rocketing through shallow, muddy water down an extremely 

narrow channel. Several times I am almost flung overboard. But I trust the captain. Another 

boat meets us head on in the channel. As we rapidly slow down, chocolate water floods over 

the bow into my lap. The water will make it difficult to hang on once we speed up again, as 

it slips between my hand and the rail of the boat. I mentally note this and worry. Perhaps I 

should alert the Captain. There’s a Mandarin Chinese man, very distiguished looking in the 

other boat. He has a well groomed beard and he’s dressed in a silk white robe with red 

oriental letters and designs. He’s holding a white box. It says something in fuzzy red letters. 

I read it. The message makes perfect sense to me. I make a mental note to remember it later. 

But I know I won’t.

And I don’t.


